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            Introduction

         

         
            While working as a political columnist at the New York Times in 2008 I took on an informal side gig as a creative consultant at HBO. The idea was to be part of a sounding board for Richard Plepler, who had become the company’s co-CEO at a time when its signature hit shows were retiring and the cupboard of replacements was nearly bare. Among my first assignments was to read two feature-film scripts that Richard admired and had been languishing in network limbo, Murdoch and Atwater. Both were by the British writer Jesse Armstrong.

            Their subjects were almost intimately familiar to me. More than three decades earlier, Rupert Murdoch, as yet unknown in America, had barged into the country’s media culture by buying the New York Post, a cheeky liberal tabloid. The new proprietor shocked the newsroom and the city by quickly transforming it into a right-wing, pseudo-populist Fleet Street rag fixated on crime, celebrity, and cleavage. I was the Post’s film critic, and, like many of my colleagues, soon fled, eventually ending up at the Times as drama critic for a dozen years before migrating to its editorial pages. By the time Richard brought me into HBO, being a Times columnist meant writing about Barack Obama, then on his improbable trajectory to the presidency. Obama’s rise was improbable in large part because of the Republican party’s long-standing ‘Southern Strategy’, an often-effective program of racial messaging dedicated to preventing anyone like Obama from gaining power. No one had been more ruthless in executing that strategy than Jesse’s other real-life film subject, Lee Atwater, the Georgia-born political operative who manipulated white voters’ fears to propel the first George Bush to the White House.

            Jesse’s page-turning scripts came with two surprises. The first was their dark comic tone: how could anyone find hilarity in the lives of arch-villains who had injected so many toxins into American discourse? Atwater was almost jubilant as it romped through the right-wing political history that would later prove to be the urtext of Trumpism. The second surprise was Jesse’s provenance: How could a Brit know American politics and culture as acutely as our sharpest homegrown writers?

            Such are the absurdities of Hollywood that neither Murdoch nor Atwater was ever made. But Jesse and I would cross paths in 2011, when he wrote his first and only episode of Veep, another quintessentially American show created by a British comedy writer (Armando Iannucci), and, in its first four seasons, written entirely by Brits (two of whom, Tony Roche and Georgia Pritchett, would join Jesse’s mix of British and American writers at Succession). As I would repeatedly learn while producing Veep, brilliant outsiders see things that the natives don’t. No matter that I grew up in Washington, DC and covered it as a journalist; it took Armando to make me see that its revered corridors of power have little resemblance to the glamorous West Wings built on Hollywood lots. Our sets were airless shitholes where the overflow of office detritus competed for space with the sour bureaucrats who generated it.

            The intrinsic American-ness of Succession runs deeper than the concerted effort by everyone on the show, from writers to prop masters to production designers, to get such details right, whether of a supercilious black-tie Manhattan gala or a preposterous summit of Machiavellian media moguls at a faux-rustic luxury retreat where the participants are forced to dress down in mint sportswear while pretending to rough it. The Shakespearean contours of Logan Roy’s Lear-esque patriarch notwithstanding, the central framework of Succession is a variation on the archetypal American saga in which a fierce, often immigrant striver builds an empire with nothing but his wits, only to be followed by feckless heirs, genealogical or otherwise, who either squander his legacy or destroy it. It’s the story not just of legendary American media companies like Hearst and Henry Luce’s Time Life, but Hollywood entertainment factories (MGM), not to mention Wall Street (Lehman), and organized crime (pick your Mafia family). If the younger Roys at times echo the behaviour of some of the Murdoch progeny in their self-delusional confidence in their own non-existent talents, their hapless public relations efforts to rebrand themselves, and their bottomless sense of entitlement, their father is an archetypal self-made American tycoon rather than a scion who inherited his empire as Rupert Murdoch did.

            The primal connection between Succession and bedrock American mythos is one reason why the show resonates with an American audience that does not necessarily follow the Murdochs, the Redstones, Michael Eisner, John Malone, or other contemporary media and finance barons who sometimes inspired our show’s fictional stories. That audience is more likely familiar with classic entertainments that offer variations on the theme, whether Francis Ford Coppola’s Godfather trilogy or Lillian Hellman’s frequently revived 1939 Broadway potboiler The Little Foxes, in which the vicious Southern siblings’ ruthless civil war over the family inheritance drives a Black domestic servant to observe: ‘There are people who eat earth and eat all the people on it like in the Bible with the locusts. Then there are people who stand around and watch them eat it.’

            Yet the more powerful connection between Succession and its viewership, whether in America, the UK, or beyond, is generated by the distinctive humor Jesse brings to his selfish, often despicable characters. One DNA strand of his biting, highly articulate form of comedy can be found in the pre-Veep British comedies in which he also collaborated with Armando on lampooning the absurdities of politicians – the film In the Loop and television’s The Thick of It. Another strand can be found in the classic series Jesse created with Sam Bain, Peep Show, with its intimate chronicle of two man-boys who on occasion might suggest the ‘disgusting brothers’ of Succession, Tom and Greg, in embryo. In Succession, these strands intertwine. Jesse’s comic muscle is exercised in both the characters’ public-facing dramas as moguls and their personal dramas behind closed doors.

            More than a few American viewers and television critics were at first baffled or put off by comedy infiltrating the corporate and family fisticuffs of Succession. As season one aired, the critical debate over whether Succession is a drama or a comedy was non-stop. It’s a false question with no correct answer since good writing almost always encompasses both. (Comedy writers have a head start in checking both boxes because comedy, if often less respected, is harder to write than drama.) Another persistent and vexing critical question in the show’s early going was why anyone should tune in weekly to watch a family of obscenely wealthy white assholes.

            The second question is answered by the first. Most of the funniest lines emerge directly from the psyches of the odious (but far from brain-dead) characters themselves, not from a sarcastic observer (or omniscient scenarist) mocking them from the bleachers. The show is a human comedy, not a satire. With the exception of the outsider Greg, the characters are intentionally funny, not unintentionally funny. So you find yourself laughing with the Roys as well as at them, and once you are laughing with them, well, that’s a gateway drug that can lead to crying with them too. You can get caught up in the Roys’ dysfunctional family drama, in their grotesque ambitions, in their cruel schemes and public humiliations despite your disapproval of every last thing they do and stand for. The Roys may not be sympathetic, but neither are they stereotypes. They are intensely alive in every detail, both as written and acted. You don’t have to be super-rich to share their base emotions, their intractable parental and sibling issues, or their ruptured marriages. By season two, most viewers seemed to have figured that out.

            It would have been easy to do the network version of Succession (as others have before and after us) in which the villainous billionaires are squaring off against virtuous adversaries. But the would-be paragons of Succession are nearly as compromised as the Roys – most notably Gil, the Bernie Sanders-esque politician who’s happy to make a self-interested side deal with the devil, and Nan Pierce, the doyenne of a legacy New York Times-CNN-ish media company who loathes all that Logan stands for but is not averse to betraying her own ostensible values if the price is right. At least the Roys have the courage of their own awful convictions.

            Among the many exciting aspects of my six years-plus of working on Succession, none was more fascinating than to witness in real time how the Roys came to life through the show’s creative process and continued to grow through four seasons. If the writing had been governed by a Manichean view of its characters, scripts would have been frozen before we shot anything. That was hardly the case. Episodes were rewritten constantly, with individual scenes fine-tuned on set, often between takes. This wasn’t just a matter of perfectionism on the part of Jesse and the writers; it also reflected an ongoing collaborative conversation about everything from word choices to motivations to story twists among writers, directors and actors that even Covid protocols couldn’t derail. This isn’t to say the show was run like a commune. It was Jesse’s vision, and he had the deciding vote. But as was also the case in the London writers’ room where countless scenarios were spun out and debated for months before we entered production, all options remained open until the inevitability of a path was clear. The prospect of killing off Logan was under consideration as early as when his stroke was scripted for the pilot. The issue of when and how Succession might end started being kicked around in the writers’ room as early as season three. Gerri was originally Jerry, a guy – a couple of actors’ names were floated in early casting sessions – before she evolved into a woman and was cast with J. Smith-Cameron, one of a number of under-sung actors known mostly for their theater work who found a new life on screen when put under the show’s spotlight.

            The new Gerri didn’t stay put either. J. and Kieran Culkin were friends and sometime cast-mates before Succession; their easy comic and emotional rapport inspired Jesse to make something much bigger of her corporate player than originally imagined. Fisher Stevens (Hugo), Alexander Skarsgård (Matsson), and Zoë Winters (Kerry) are just the short list of other Succession actors whose performances drove the writers to build out their roles and their stories when the series’ architecture could support it without buckling the overall design. In season four, Sarah Snook’s yet-to-be-born real-life child spawned a mid-season story arc on the fly.

            Almost from the start – before we shot the pilot, before HBO committed to commissioning a first season – Succession felt like a living organism. The official date of birth was, by happenstance, Election Day 2016, when, on a sunny hopeful morning, the cast gathered for the first time at Silvercup Studios in Queens to do a table read of the pilot script. It ended with all of us going our separate ways, vowing to regroup for the celebratory election results at the director Adam McKay’s digs that night.

            The rest is history – and inextricably a part of our show’s history too. Soon after that first read, when we were shooting a Kendall–Roman exchange on location at the Council on Foreign Relations headquarters on Park Avenue (incongruously redressed to pose as Logan’s Fifth Avenue duplex), Adam turned to the rest of us on the sidelines and said, ‘Kind of makes you think of Donald Jr. and Eric, doesn’t it?’ Until then, that had not occurred to me (just as it had never occurred to me that their father could be elected president). The Trumps had never been a component in the show’s conception. But Adam’s observation captured as well as anything what those of us who made Succession were trying to do. Like the Trumps our Roys were a joke right up until they were not.

            Frank Rich 

April 2023

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Note on the Text

         

         
            This book contains the scripts as they stood when we started to film each episode. Reading them, you’ll discover that they are quite often a little different from what made it to screen. These departures occurred for one of several reasons: a choice we had to make on what to lose in the edit; a new line myself and my fellow writers offered on set; or a bit of improvisation or extemporisation by an actor.

            You’ll also find a few footnotes scattered through the following pages. I’ve tried to limit the footnoting to those spots where the reason for a change might not be self-explanatory. Where they occur, I’ve sometimes also included a little flavour of the research that informed the show. Any errors, failure of memory or omissions are entirely mine.

            Jesse Armstrong 

March 2023
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            EXT. upscale spa – day

            ICELAND 7 A.M. (NY 3 A.M.)

            Kendall lies, floating, eyes closed, in a small geothermic pool. 

            We’re right there with him, on his face as, in the distance, he hears steps approaching down the steps from his room. Kendall’s eyes open, alert. 

            A spa worker in a polo shirt approaches.

            spa worker

            Sorry, sir, Mr Roy. Can you come with me please?

            KendALL

            Hello?

            (then)

            What is it?

            spa worker

            We were asked— There’s a gentleman here, for you.

            He starts to get out. A hundred buzzers going off in his head. 

            KENDALL

            What is this? Excuse me?

            spa WORKER

            It came as an instruction to me, sir, can you come please?

            We follow on Kendall’s shoulder, bumpy on his face as he gets ready to face what he’s going to face. Scared, readying himself for anything. He pulls himself out of the pool and follows the worker up the steps to his suite. Maybe he wraps a towel or robe around himself as he goes and asks a couple more times what is happening—

            INT. HOTEL SUITE – LIVING ROOM – day

            Dripping, Kendall is led into his suite—

            Where a guy, Magnusson, in an expensive suit, waits.

            MAGNUSSON

            Hi, Kendall. Ragnar Magnusson. How are you?

            KenDALL

            Hi? What is this?

            MAGNUSSON

            Do you want to get dressed and we can talk? We might need to pull you out?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. I mean I’ve only been there like forty-eight hours so? Who are you – from?

            MAGNUSSON

            Nothing to worry about. Let’s get into it when you’re dressed.

            Kendall hesitates, thinking ten things at once – Is he police? Should he run? Is he saying things with his face and body he’ll regret?

            Just a slight change of plans, let’s get into it once you’re all spruced up, shall we?

            Magnusson’s fake-easy manner pushes the final button and Kendall blows up—

            KENDALL

            Look, what the fuck is this? Tell me what this is or I will ask you to be escorted from the premises and I need to see some ID I don’t know who the fuck you are, okay? Who are you? I have no clue who you even are—

            Magnusson rides it and calms—

            Magnusson

            It’s fine. Kendall, I’m Ragnar, I have a relationship with Pinks in London and your father has asked us to manage getting you on television as soon as possible?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh?

            (then, scrambled)

            But – like – can I, I’m booked for a massage and – can I have my massage?

            MAGNUSSON

            Er, no, no. I don’t think that’s going to work.

            Kendall

            Can I – can I talk to my dad?

            He starts to dial. 

            Magnusson

            It’s four in the morning in New York. Karolina is flying in. She’ll be at the studio, okay? Let’s go.

            Kendall makes a call. 

            Kendall

            Dad. Can you call me? I don’t know what’s going on. I don’t know if I should go with this guy or— Can you get someone I know here please?

            INT. Iceland – Car – morning

            Kendall and Magnusson speed through the countryside. Magnusson converses in Icelandic with the driver, about the need for speed, but not excessive speed, the driving conditions, as Kendall, feeling isolated, looks out the window. 

            Magnusson

            So the overview is: it was felt Sandy, Stewy and Maesbury Capital wouldn’t proceed with their bid without you and with such turbulence, but they have gone public with the bear hug, and they’re clearly going to proceed with their takeover attempt. So the advice was we should get you on TV this morning as New York opens? To row back publicly. Okay?

            KenDALL

            Right – will that—?

            Magnusson

            A public and personal declaration of withdrawal could be really helpful. Plus an explanation of why you backed out. So the speculation doesn’t get too – fraught?

            (smiles)

            You okay, mate? Yeah? This is an opportunity. If you knock this attack off-kilter, things cool down, the price edges lower, panic over? Right? You could do this. You could stop it?

            Magnusson looks encouraging. Kendall tries to amp himself up a bit—

            KENDALL

            Okay. If my dad wants me to do it, I’ll do it. Fine.

            Magnusson has teed up part one. Now, part two: prep.

            Magnusson

            Great.

            (then)

            So. I guess, the question will be why did you pull out?

            KENDALL

            Why did I pull out?

            Magnusson

            You allied with one of your father’s bitterest business rivals to take control of your family firm, why did you do that? And why did you change your mind and pull out?

            Kendall blinks.

            KENDALL

            I mean. What would you say would be a good answer, professionally? Cos I can really chop it any way we like?

            Magnusson hands him an index card. ‘I saw their plan, Dad’s plan is better.’

            Magnusson

            How do you feel? Because you look good.

            KendALL

            I’m fine. I’m great.

            He’s not. He’s bubbling with anxiety.

            EXT. iceland – Tv studio – day

            More chat between the driver and Ragnar as they arrive at a building that houses the TV studios. Karolina and her colleague Gavin and a guy from the TV studio are there.

            KaROLINA

            Hey, Ken. We’ve got a flash studio, with an affiliate. We have hair and make-up and a suit for you, you okay, Ken?

            KenDALL

            Hey, yup. Okay.

            Magnusson makes eye contact with Karolina: Is Kendall okay? Maybe? Maybe not.

            INT. iceland – Tv studio – Day

            Kendall in a small ‘flash’ studio, just him and a robotically controlled camera and green screen behind. He’s all cleaned up, though he does keep checking his nose. A make-up person and a technical guy giving Kendall an earpiece, pushing it too hard into his ear, talk to each other in Icelandic. 

            Gavin brings Kendall a coffee and some headache pills. 

            The room is horrible. The lights are buzzing. The coffee is bitter. A disembodied voice comes on loud in Kendall’s ear.

            Producer

            (off )

            Hi, Kendall? Ten seconds. I’ll red-light you once you’re on with Sacha, okay?

            Kendall speaks into the ether.

            KENDALL

            Okay. Thank you.

            We cut to the split screen of Sacha, the presenter on the Pierce Business Channel (PGM Business), and Kendall. 

            SACHA

            We’re joined now by Kendall Roy, who was recently allied to a proposed bid by private equity fund Maesbury to take control of Waystar Royco out of the hands of his own father, media legend Logan Roy. But now Kendall is apparently of the opinion that alliance was a bad move. Kendall, how’s things between you and your dad?!

            KENDALL

            Ha. Oh pretty good. You know, we’re pretty close so, that’s how we are—

            He tails off. Seems to have finished so the interviewer starts in. A clash of voices. 

            sacha

            Okay well that’s a good attitude.

            KENDALL

            We take the rough with the smooth. I’m sorry, go on.

            SACHA

            So – what happened? Talk us through it, why did you get involved and why did you back out?

            EXT. Luxury resort – day

            Lights twinkle from a few seven-star beach houses. 

            KENDALL

            (off )

            I mean there’s a – myriad – factors in a decision. A whole lifetime leads to a moment. And – and—

            Is he losing it?

            INT. YACHT BEDROOM – DAY

            Shiv is watching Kendall on an iPad, not a great connection. Tom is closing the blinds, manually or with a remote.

            SHIV

            Closed. All the way can you? I’m getting glare.

            Tom closes the blinds on the beautiful vistas outside.

            TOM

            Farewell, Fiji!

            SHIV

            Man, he looks terrible. He looks like a sweaty corpse.

            Tom peeks.

            TOM

            Waxy. Like an unshaven candle.

            Shiv’s phone goes, she answers—

            INT. iceland – Tv studio – day

            Back with Kendall. He looks like he might be about to freeze or go off on a soliloquy about fate and character but then—

            Kendall

            But look, the long and the short of it is: I saw their plan. My dad’s plan is better.

            SACHA

            Right. You actually delivered the bear hug yourself, is that right? But then you jumped ship?

            KENDALL

            Look. This is tough for me and my family. But I made an assessment looking at the sector and the firm’s trajectory that shareholders were being ignored. But the fact is, those concerns are now being addressed. It’s just, in the end, all about shareholder value, you know, that’s the lodestar.

            Sacha

            So that was it, you just changed your mind.

            KendaLL

            Well you know frankly, what also became obvious was there are some unstable personalities involved with this deal on the bid side, and there are some values that didn’t ultimately align.

            INT. japan – SUGIKUBO CENTER Hospital CORRIDOR – night

            Roman is looking at the interview on a tablet, he is with Gerri and two assistants. On his phone to Shiv— 

            Roman

            ‘Oooh, I’m Kendall and I’m a sassy little bitch!’

            (to Shiv)

            What do you think?

            Intercut with:

            INT. YACHT BEDROOM – day

            Shiv and Tom are looking at the iPad.

            Shiv

            What’s going on? I thought he was benched. What’s he saying? We’ve got shitty Wi-Fi.

            Tom watches, makes a face assessing Kendall’s performance – not too good, not too bad.

            ROMAN

            He looks weird, right. Why have you got shitty Wi-Fi?

            SHIV

            We wanted somewhere without Wi-Fi.

            roman

            I mean to me he looks like a joke. But what would an average Joe think? Some million-dollar-bonus-gets-me-hard fund manager, ah?

            INT. ICELAND – tv Studio – day

            Kendall is still getting grilled—

            SACHA

            And can I ask have you seen your father since – this ‘great betrayal’?

            KENDALL

            Ha. Well, ha. Wouldn’t you like to know! Ha. No. Not as yet.

            SACHA

            And what will you say, to your dad when you see him?

            KENDALL

            What will I say—? Um, you know, I don’t know. We’re a pretty tight family so.

            Beat – is Kendall going to say more? 

            SACHA

            Okay. And finally, once upon a time, word was you were in pole position, to take over, right? Now I don’t want to be morbid but, you know, god forbid, your dad was hit by a bus tomorrow. Is there a plan?

            KENDALL

            My dad gets hit by a bus tomorrow?

            (thinks)

            Um, knowing him, I’d say, the city would be down one bus, not one CEO?

            INT. waystar – big conference room – early morning

            Post-interview: Logan watches, the room is full of people lawyers and bankers plus assistants round his table. 

            As the segment ends, Logan mutes the TV, impassive. 

            Logan

            Okay! Let’s see if that’s a bucket of cold water on their balls. What’s next?

            INT. car – morning

            Stewy is watching Kendall’s performance on an iPad in the back of a car with an assistant beside him. 

            Stewy watches and comments. 

            Stewy

            Okay. Hello! Look who’s come out to play. Cuckleberry Finn. Cuck of Cuck Hall.

            (to assistant)

            Look at him! Honking on his dad’s dick so hard he’s gonna suck his kidneys out through his cock pipe.

            The video plays on. 

            Look at this reverse-gear, shit-eating, fucking, vapour trail.

            (then)

            He’s fucking jonesing. He’s jonesing for a line. Look at him!

            (watches)

            They’ve zapped him. They’ve eaten his brain. He’s gone zombie-fungus carpenter ant.

            Int. japan – SUGIKUBO CENTER Hospital – CORRIDOR – night

            JAPAN 8 P.M.

            Roman’s with Gerri (both have assistants nearby), shaking his head. Philippa, from communications, goes off to talk to someone at the hospital. 

            Roman

            How the mighty have fallen! He was a king once. Now look at him, eating shit with feet of clay. A fucking, neutered, hound dog.

            Roman clicks off the iPad. Hands it to his assistant. 

            Gerri

            He did okay.

            ROMAN

            Sure he did fine. But Jesus! Elvis on the toilet! He doesn’t come back from this, right? He just walked around the New York Stock Exchange with his severed dick in his hand asking where was good for free soup. He just ate the big dog dick. He sucked that pooch bone dry!

            Philippa returns and nods to Gerri. Gerri looks to Roman.

            GerRI

            So. First up. Quick no-liability-admission non-apology and handshake with the rocket explosion victim. Okay? The one who lost his thumbs. Then in the a.m., press conference. Okay?

            They head in to the victim’s room. Gerri’s looking at her phone. 

            RomaN

            (whispered)

            Fine. Good. Okay. You guys got any good lines on this?

            gerri

            (distracted, rambling)

            The line? It’s tough having no thumbs. What is a man in the age of the smartphone, without thumbs?

            (looks at him)

            Rome, it’s just a handshake.

            Roman

            With a guy with no thumbs? He might not be able to get any purchase? What if my hand slides off?

            (then as he heads off )

            Get the pack ready for the presser okay? I want to read that shit. I’m not looking like my fucking brother, okay? I’m for real.

            INT. YACHT BEDROOM – day

            Tom and Shiv are both staring at their own phone and a pair of tablets. 

            TOM

            What’s the reaction? What happened to the price, hun? Did it work?

            SHIV

            (looking at phone)

            Um. Dropped down, shot up?

            (then)

            I think: Sandy and Stewy offer Dad a way out, asset swap. I think that’s what the next move is?

            TOM

            Yeah I would think, right? If they’re going to proceed?

            SHIV

            They can’t go hostile. I don’t think, especially without Kendall’s equity?

            TOM

            Shit. We’re here. And it’s all happening.

            There is subtext.

            SHIV

            You wanna abandon honeymoon?

            Is this a test? Does he want to? Should he want to? 

            TOM

            I mean no. No I don’t want to. Do you?

            Yes. But maybe no. 

            SHIV

            No I don’t want to. No. Do you?

            Who’s going to be the first to say? Beat.

            TOM

            No. I mean those scallops were the size of fucking frisbees. It’s paradise.

            SHIV

            I guess, Karl shat the bed? The senior cadre are all toast. All covered in blood and shit.

            TOM

            I know! If Logan survives this—

            (tries to summon the right words)

            Things will be ‘excitingly fluid’?!

            SHIV

            Well yeah.

            TOM

            ‘They’re changing the guard at Buckingham Palace, and I for one am full of malice!’ Hahahaha.

            EXT. NEW YORK – Airport – day

            At a small private-jet airport. The Roy jet lands.

            EXT. NEW YORK – Airport – day

            Kendall, Karolina, Gavin, Colin and assistants are guided to waiting cars. 

            KENDALL

            (to Colin)

            Did you get it?

            COLIN

            Your dad wasn’t happy for you to ride a bike, Ken. We got a guy.

            Colin indicates. For Kendall there is a motorcycle chauffeur, an experienced ex-traffic cop. He has an extra helmet for Kendall. 

            EXT. Gw bridge – day

            Kendall crosses the bridge as a pillion passenger.

            EXT. waystar – day

            Kendall arrives on the bike. 

            He looks up at the building. Up and down the street. We might see an ATN News ticker outside: ‘NO SUCH THING AS “POLLUTION” SAY DOZEN LEADING SCIENTISTS’. 

            Back here again. But the world has shifted, everything is askew. 

            INT. waystar – ELEVATOR – day

            Kendall rides the elevator, breathing deeply. An assistant behind him. 

            INT. waystar – execUTIVE-floor BULLPEN – DAY

            The elevator opens. He’s greeted by another assistant with a coffee who leads him through the executive bullpen and peels off. Lot of time has passed since his last time here. Too much to compute. Workers steal glances, maybe Kendall is forced to say hi to one or two people. Can he look into his old office? Hardly. 

            INT. WAYSTAR – LOGAN’S office – day

            Kendall is marched through. As he approaches, his dad throws open his door to boom through the office space—

            LOGAN

            Here he is! Mr Potato Head. My plastic adversary! How you doing?

            Logan is evidently enlivened by battle. They head inside Logan’s office where Karl and his whole team are around Logan’s meeting table. 

            KENDALL

            Doing okay. Karl?

            (to the big gang)

            Hey?

            LOGAN

            Yeah. Wartime. Welcome to the bunker! Say hello to the grunts. No offense, Karl.

            Karl

            None taken.

            LOGAN

            Yeah well – bit of offense, Karl, because a smarter CFO might have seen this fucking disaster coming?

            KARL

            Got it. Got it. Logan.

            LOGAN

            Thank you for the TV thing.

            KENDALL

            Well, least I could do.

            karl

            Price is up a little so I don’t think it’s done anything for us.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh, well at least he tried. Okay, Karl – I need to debrief the double agent. Okay? You and the ground pounders can fuck off?

            Karl leads his team out. 

            KARL

            I’ll get the investor call list for later and update you in twenty on the poison-pill legal issues?

            Logan nods, looks at Kendall. 

            LOGAN

            Okay. Now, you. Step up onto the rack. I’m gonna pull you limb from limb like a piñata and see what falls out!

            KenDALL

            Well, I’ll do what I can, Dad.

            LOGAN

            I had hoped to let you sit this out. But I’m afraid you’re looking like my secret fucking weapon.

            Kendall has to refocus. Could have been a lot of things waiting in this room … 

            KENDALL

            Okay. Right, so, you want – what?

            LOGAN

            I want their game plan. What the timetable is, the capital structure. The endgame, what they might accept. Their weak points.

            (looks at Kendall)

            But start at the start, when did they approach you?

            KENDALL

            When did they approach me?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Did it take long or did you open your legs on the first date?

            KENDALL

            Um, well, they took a fair time to persuade me to – to—

            LOGAN

            Betray me?

            KENDALL

            Yeah.

            LOGAN

            Well that’s nice.

            kendall

            It was a big deal. It was, they seduced me and um— Look, do you want the psychodrama, of the whole thing or—?

            logan

            What do they think I’m gonna do?

            KENDALL

            Um, well Stewy thinks you might come to the table, Sandy, thinks it will be hostile.

            LOGAN

            And they think they’ll win?

            KENDALL

            Yeah we— They – they think— You know, they think—

            LOGAN

            Because you told them?

            Kendall swallows: You can pull the guilt trip if you want, I’m not going to bite.

            It’s fine—

            KENDALL

            I guess when I talked about inside the firm—

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            KENDALL

            They got the impression that there was some erratic decision-making?

            Logan doesn’t react with emotion, this is just very useful information. 

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            They think you’re emotional, unstable, not necessarily logic-driven, getting weaker and you’ll crack under pressure.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            Stewy thinks you vastly overestimate your pull with major shareholders because you’re vain and susceptible to flattery.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            Yeah. So.

            (then)

            Are you thinking of talking to them?

            Logan looks at him: I’m not telling you, son. 

            LoGAN

            What do they think my move will be?

            KENDALL

            Well, I obviously said an early play, is you pull the president in, back door, and that he would probably be pretty relaxed about using the levers to help you, so that’s a thing for them.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            They’re inordinately concerned about regulatory shit in my view.

            LOGAN

            And who have they been hitting?

            KENDALL

            Um. Obviously major shareholders. Most institutional are as you’d expect risk-averse and there’s a big degree of sort of legacy trust in you as a kind of once-in-a-lifetime voodoo guy who holds the whole thing together.

            logan

            You’re making me blush.

            KENDALL

            Even some activists are a bit fucking mimsy when it comes to actually doing a shit in your mouth.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            They targeted Kasuma.

            LOGAN

            Good luck!

            KENDALL

            Yeah Kasuma’s not solid.

            Logan shakes his head. 

            LOGAN

            Last week he was up my ass to be eating manuka honey so I can stay on till I’m a hundred and twenty?

            KENDALL

            I had two lunches with him. He’s persuadable on killing you out.

            Logan quickly recalibrates – just another piece of evidence that nothing means anything and no one can ever be trusted. 

            LOGAN

            That it?

            KENDALL

            And, look, I guess it could emerge if it gets ugly—

            LOGAN

            Well it’s definitely going to get ugly as a busted asshole.

            KENDALL

            I talked to their PR people and I gave them what medications you’re on. And they have for background you hitting Iverson. They have you pissing on the floor of my office.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            Okay. I think that’s it.

            (gets up)

            And listen, Dad? Obviously I’m— I feel—

            Logan senses an apology coming and doesn’t want it.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Right. Well fuck off. They’ll put you somewhere. Investor calls, pour me some buckets of cold shit over the bid, alright?

            Kendall heads out. 

            INT. WAYSTAR – Outside KENDALL’S office – day

            He breathes, that was pretty rough. Karolina is right there. 

            KAROLINA

            So, Paul has the list of the top-ten shareholders we’d like you to hit he’ll talk you through the lines …?

            She has a phone and papers. 

            KENDALL

            Okay. Okay.

            (he has an itch)

            Listen. Karolina. Where’s Jess?

            KAROLINA

            We’ll reach out to Jess.

            KENDALL

            (how to put it?)

            Just on some matters, normally Jess speaks to – er, my friend Nick for me? And he sources for me?

            KAROLINA

            Right?

            KENDALL

            Yeah, I need— I’m going to be cleaning up my act, I have been but honestly, right now.

            Karolina doesn’t really want to get into it.

            I want a bathroom break but I don’t have any soap powder?

            KAROLINA

            Kendall, I want to help but I can’t – who could handle this?

            KENDALL

            Can you get – your guy Gavin?

            She looks like: Not cool.

            Or call Greg and tell him to call Jess and speak to Nick, but to make it happen please, I just need a little straightener?

            Karolina looks at him, she needs to make this happen if he’s going to be usable.

            INT. smart hotel – night

            Greg heads into a hotel. He’s dressed as rich and cool as he can from his wardrobe. 

            INT. hotel bar – night

            Greg’s on the phone. 

            Greg

            Hey Karolina? Yeah. I um, yeah, Kendall’s guy is – he’s actually his tennis coach? And he’s out of town and the guy he normally leaves in control is apparently playing soccer in Bushwick, he’s not picking up and I don’t know what to do?

            Intercut with:

            INT. WAYSTAR – BULLPEN – night

            Greg and Karolina, at Logan’s.

            KaROLINA

            I can’t get involved in this, Greg.

            GREG

            Okay, shall I just leave it? It seems like maybe I should just leave it?

            KAROLINA

            No. I think not that option.

            GREG

            Can I— Should I speak to Kendall?

            KAROLINA

            He’s speaking to a number of high-net-worth individuals and I don’t want to interrupt him, Greg. He just needs what he needs, okay?

            GREG

            Okay, but what do I—

            KAROLINA

            This is New York City, kiddo. Okay? See you within the hour?

            INT. Hotel BAR – night

            Greg puts the phone down. He looks around. There’s a guy by him at the bar, Greg smiles at him. Looks at the barkeep. A young guy. 

            GREG

            Hey?

            The barkeep nods.

            Say listen. So I’ve been kind of stood up by a drug dealer and I don’t want to be rude or commit a faux pas so would it be possible at all for you to subtly point out other possible drug dealers in the bar?

            The barkeep doesn’t look keen. 

            I’m not a cop. You can ask. I believe cops have to say when asked? Though I’m not sure that’s true. Which once again proves, doesn’t it, I’m not a cop?

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – night

            Marcia and staff meet Jamie Laird, Logan’s old friend and personal banker. 

            Marcia

            Jamie.

            Laird

            Marcia. How is the old fella?

            She leads him through. Marcia does not perhaps trust Laird as fully as Logan does—

            MARCIA

            Oh. You know, he likes a fight. But he didn’t eat much. So, even his ‘trusted banker’ may need to make himself amenable?

            But Laird tries to keep the upper hand, with a twinkle—

            LAIRD

            Oh, we all have to make ourselves amenable, don’t we, Marcia?

            INT. logan’s apartment – night

            Logan and Laird are dining alone.

            Logan

            Thanks for making the time. I need an outside eye.

            LAIRD

            Well it’s good to see you.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            (then)

            I’m quite disappointed I didn’t get any advance warning of this attack, Jamie? That’s quite disappointing.

            A beady eye on him. 

            LAIRD

            Sandy’s tough and his operation is a steel box. No one knew.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            LAIRD

            So. What’s your move?

            LOGAN

            What’s my move? Look at the wine I’m serving you. I’m fucking wining and dining you. I don’t know.

            (then)

            Just the obvious, I guess, I say, ‘We’re thinking.’ Drag it out and hope it dies. Name a successor?

            LAIRD

            Uh-huh, be good. Who?

            Logan looks at him. 

            LOGAN

            Well, that’s complicated.

            Even Laird isn’t getting that information right now. There are wheels turning on that. 

            What else I got? On defense?

            Laird thinks for a long time.

            LAIRD

            Well …

            (beat)

            it’s difficult.

            LOGAN

            How much do I have to fucking pay you to say something?

            Laird smiles.

            LAIRD

            Look, you don’t want to sell, you don’t want to sell, you don’t want to sell. So where’s my margin in telling you anything you don’t want to hear?

            LOGAN

            Try to think of it as a long-term investment in my trust in you?

            LAIRD

            Alright, you’ve monetized the pain of giving you advice you’re gonna hate.

            (then)

            Because, honestly, on the business fundamentals – you should make a deal and sell.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            LAIRD

            If you don’t it’s going to be a vicious fight. It’s going to get irrational. It could extend to months, or years. Perhaps you win? Perhaps. But till then nothing else will get done, it’ll soak up all your resources and all your attention. And what then? You’ve just won, beaten them away with every regulatory and financial and political weapon you have at your disposal? There’s blood in the water, with your price edging down. Tech is coming. Tech is here. Tech has its hands around your throat. The only reason it hasn’t eaten your lunch yet is its tummy’s too full of gold. There’s probably going to be one, maybe two, legacy media operations that make themselves big enough to survive. The price Sandy’s offering is inflated by bitterness and ego and spite. You choose not to sell, what’s going to be different in two years? Four years? Things are going to get better?? More people are going to read your papers and watch TV? Culturally, structurally, financially, you’re in the toilet. In five years you’re going to be in the mega toilet. The wise thing would be to sell. Generally you do the wise thing. But obviously, not this time. This time you’ll call me something disgusting and throw a decanter at the wall.

            Logan thinks. 

            INT. tokyo – PRESS CONFERENCE – morning

            A press conference. A number of Japanese Waystar executives are answering questions posed by Japanese journalists. 

            Behind them a TV monitor plays a loop of the rocket taking off and exploding. 

            Japanese exec

            (in Japanese)

            In terms of the investigation we plan for one of the most thorough internal investigations ever seen as to how and why this occurred.

            Roman is looking serious and grave. 

            Sarah kilmartin

            One for Roman Roy? When will the investigation start, and any issues that are looking like likely causes?

            ROMAN

            Um. On the timing, right away. We take this incredibly seriously. And in terms of the determination of the cause, I just don’t want to speculate. After all, I don’t mean to be facetious but, Sarah, on that point – I’m not a rocket scientist.

            There is a little laughter. He’s nailing it. But a text comes through. WTF? The event is breaking up. Roman makes his way towards Gerri, also looking at her phone.

            ROMAN

            Holy fuck. Did you get the call? Is this for real?

            Gerri is on the phone.

            Gerri

            I got it. He wouldn’t, would he?

            INT. hotel suite – night

            Greg is looking at the breathtaking hotel suite with great views. Kendall is on the phone. Kendall ends the call. He’s shell-shocked at what Logan’s contemplating. 

            Greg

            Nice, abode, man?

            (looks at Kendall)

            You okay? What’s the news?

            KenDALL

            Fuck.

            Greg hands over a wrap.

            GREG

            I was saying, nice place?

            Kendall is thinking about the call. 

            Kendall

            Fashion week, all the good penthouses are gone.

            GREG

            No, sure, I mean, it could be better. I just don’t know how? What happened to you – your house?

            KENDALL

            I’m gutting it. Smelt of Rava.

            GREG

            Oh sure. Man. So – complicated.

            KENDALL

            No it’s pretty simple, she’s a fucking leech pig.

            Greg looks like: What, nice Rava? Kendall opens the wrap. He looks at the coke, immediately suspicious. 

            Did this come from Coach?

            greg

            Er, no. No that actually is from another source.

            Kendall dabs at the coke.

            KENDALL

            Ewwwww. Dude?

            GREG

            No? Is it not—?

            Kendall makes a line anyway. 

            KENDALL

            Where the fuck is this from, man?

            GREG

            It’s from a connection.

            Kendall looks at him.

            In the park.

            KENDALL

            Park coke, I’m doing park coke? Are you fucking kidding me?

            He snorts.

            GREG

            No? Is it not—?

            Kendall considers.

            KENDALL

            That is the worst coke I’ve ever had.

            GREG

            Oh dude, I’m sorry, he like promised me.

            KENDALL

            Oh he promised you?

            Kendall makes another line.

            GREG

            No sure but he actually seemed on the level. You want me to take it back?

            KENDALL

            Yeah take it back for a refund, Greg! The only hit I’m getting off of this is fucking nostalgia. This is fucking Proust coke, Greg. Hit that, bitch.

            GREG

            Oh? I was meant to maybe meet some—

            KENDALL

            Fuck you, Long Tall Sally, you’re with me tonight.

            (re the coke)

            Hit it.

            Kendall hits something and loud loud hip-hop kicks in. Throws Greg the phone.

            Call my coach and tell him I want some sluts up here. Cuddly sluts, okay? Big fucking day tomorrow.

            We stay with Kendall, cokey. It’s not looking like a great night. Kendall flicks on the TV to business news. 

            INT. YACHT – night

            Shiv and Tom in their room. Shiv has received a text, she’s trying to make calls, respond. 

            Tom

            Holy shit! He’s saying he’s selling? That is— He’d never sell. Would he? Do we go?

            SHIV

            Ugh! I guess? Gah. The wedding and the honeymoon fucked?

            Tom is excited to be going back, Shiv too, to be honest. 

            TOM

            What a nutty bastard!

            SHIV

            What a fucking egocentric great white! He won’t sell.

            TOM

            Jesus, I thought we’d be, y’know, going at it like tigers humping Vikings but we hardly have even—

            SHIV

            I know, right?

            TOM

            I guess we should pack?

            SHIV

            I suppose if we call them – they could pack, while we – ‘take a shower’, would that be weird?

            TOM

            I can if you can?

            SHIV

            He won’t, he never would, sell.

            Tom pulling off clothes, calling on the yacht phone. 

            TOM

            (into phone)

            Hey, yeah, we need to leave ASAP for a regional hub and then New York City, can you send someone to pack and can you arrange everything? Thank you.

            Shiv’s phone goes. Maybe she even starts to quite distractedly begin some part of sexual foreplay, like stroking Tom’s chest, rubbing his nipples or putting her hands down his underwear, swapping the phone in her hands. She’ll end the call as quick as she can. 

            SHIV

            (into her phone)

            What do you think? It’s bullshit. It’s a play, right? Unless it isn’t? I don’t know – it’s nuts.

            (to Tom)

            Roman.

            Intercut with: 

            INT. tokyo – HOTEL LOBBY – morning

            Roman exits an elevator and heads through a lobby. 

            ROMAN

            He’s opening the summer palace, to keep the summit out of view. It’s the full fucking number.

            SHIV

            See you at the hellhole, bro!

            ROMAN

            See you at the shitpit sis!

            On Shiv for a beat of thought and stillness before she re-engages with Tom— 

            EXT. Long island compound – day

            Baroque music plays. The estate is being readied. Kendall approaches, driven on a motorbike.

            The burlap is unwrapped from many hedges and delicate trees and plants by Salvadoran contractors.

            They rake leaves, clean driveways and pathways, power-wash the house, clean windows, bring in furniture that has been wrapped and stored in a barn (or offsite and brought in by a truck). Maids clean inside the house, and put out toilet paper, etc.

            The chef and his catering team arrive and unload speciality supplies. We might see lobsters, pearly white halibut steaks, racks of lamb, fruit and vegetables, fresh herbs, croissants and fresh bread, cheeses, cold meats, chocolates and nuts arrive. These get ticked off between the chef inspecting the goods and the delivery driver. 

            Kendall arrives and heads into the house. 

            Rooms that have been unopened since summer are opened and dust sheets removed from furniture. 

            Landscapers put in flowers and make the gardens look better.

            Dusters with long extensions to clean chandeliers and high-up places. Amongst the throng we might catch a glimpse of the father of the boy Roman offered a million dollars to at the baseball game. 

            INT. LONG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            A house manager is directing the bustling activity. 

            Housekeeper

            Welcome, apologies, we’ll have everything straight just as soon as.

            Kendall

            I’m early, it’s good. Don’t worry. Carry on, I’m not here.

            He walks on. Then as he gets further in—

            What is the—?

            There is a bad smell. 

            HouseKEEPER

            Sorry about the smell. We’re working on that.

            KENDALL

            That’s bad. What the fuck is that?

            INT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            Shiv is talking with the housekeeper, Tom is heading upstairs with his assistant, talking arrangements. 

            Shiv

            Maybe, you could try scented candles?

            Roman arrives.

            Roman

            Hey, what up, sexpot? What’s the stink? Dead kid shallow-graved somewhere or what?

            SHIV

            Rome, hey. You wanna get some air?

            EXT. lONG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            They walk across the lawns down to the ocean. 

            ROMAN

            I’m worried-slash-excited in case he actually fucking kills Kendall, right? I mean he might kill him?

            SHIV

            Without kidding, he could go for him, he could kill him.

            ROMAN

            Man it would be so weird if he killed him.

            They walk, Roman breathes. He has been thinking about things. He’s got some thoughts and plans and there’s a weight on him. 

            SHIV

            So, this is good for you right?

            RomaN

            What, if he sells?

            SHIV

            He’s not going to sell.

            ROMAN

            Well, I dunno about that?

            SHIV

            Nah. I don’t think so. And if he doesn’t?

            ROMAN

            He might. He could.

            SHIV

            I mean Kendall’s out, for good? Best case for him is Dad needs him for like a week to kill the deal, then he’s pure carcass. I’m with Gil? Connor’s ‘going to be in the White House’.

            Roman

            Uh-huh. Well, I guess. I hadn’t really considered but—

            She looks at him: Yeah right! 

            SHIV

            Oh you hadn’t considered?

            ROMAN

            Sure. No, I guess, theoretically—

            SHIV

            It’s a cool moment. Good luck.

            He looks at her.

            What?

            Roman

            I know what you’re doing.

            SHIV

            What?

            ROMAN

            I see what you’re doing.

            SHIV

            What?! I’m saying it’s exciting for you. It’s all set.

            ROMAN

            Sure.

            She smiles. 

            You’re fucking with me. But I’m impervious.

            SHIV

            I am not fucking with you! I’m just saying, good luck.

            ROMAN

            Great. Well then ‘thanks a lot’.

            SHIV

            What?

            ROMAN

            Fuck you.

            SHIV

            Rome. You’re in pole position!

            ROMAN

            Well, maybe. I dunno. Maybe he will sell?

            SHIV

            Enjoy it!

            He looks at her, mistrusting: What’s the play here? 

            ROMAN

            Well I will.

            They look at one another. She smiles slightly. 

            You’re trying to get inside my head. But that’s cool. I can cope.

            SHIV

            Seriously, Rome.

            ROMAN

            Maybe I’m ready for it?

            SHIV

            You are, maybe you are.

            She hugs him. 

            I think you can do this. There’s no reason for you to blow up.

            That hangs there. 

            Roman

            I mean no one had mentioned blowing up? But suddenly you mention blowing up?

            SHIV

            Romey?

            ROMAN

            And so, what, now I’m meant to be thinking about blowing up?

            SHIV

            I do not think you are going to blow up. Okay? You’re a super-talented superstar and I love you.

            He looks at her. Trying to get inside her head. 

            ROMAN

            You’re such a fucking bitch.

            EXT. Long isLAND COMPOUND – day

            Logan and Marcia arrive. The staff greet them. 

            HoUSEKEEPER

            Welcome welcome, Mr Roy.

            He sniffs. Grunts a hello. 

            marcia

            And you don’t know what it is?

            HoUSEKEEPER

            We are looking absolutely everywhere once again.

            marcia

            Did they finish the renovation?

            HOUSEKEEPER

            Yes. All – that – was resolved.

            LOGAN

            Good. Open the doors, let’s get this funk out? I need to breathe.

            Kendall appears. 

            Kendall. C’mon. Let’s hunt it out!

            INT. lONG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            Kendall and Logan walk the house – Logan poking around, sniffing. 

            KenDALL

            You get used to it.

            Logan

            Two hundred million and I need a clip on my nose to stop me fucking retching?

            They walk through the many rooms of the house. 

            KENDALL

            You want to talk about Laird’s idea?

            LOGAN

            Nuh. Later.

            Logan leads. Kendall follows. Logan steels himself. He’s going to do his best at reassuring his son but it all makes him deeply uncomfortable.

            So, listen, you alright?

            Kendall

            Uh-huh. I’m good. Pretty good. Wouldn’t mind some downtime eventually to figure out—

            LOGAN

            Sure. Just don’t, you know? Thinking’s natural, can’t be helped but – you know? In limits.

            Kendall could do with some words of advice.

            KENDALL

            Right. Exactly.

            That’s about it for Logan. 

            LOGAN

            Well, good.

            Kendall would only need a word to spill his guts. But Logan isn’t going to get into it. 

            Good. To have it all out.

            Another pause. He has brought him to Marcia, who is arranging things. 

            You can always speak to Marcia, you know?

            (then he shouts)

            Colin! You should have two with Colin?

            Logan heads off. 

            Marcia

            Kendall. How was your trip out?

            KENDALL

            It was good, it was fine.

            MARCIA

            No accidents? No hiccups?

            KENDALL

            No, no hiccups.

            She goes and, even as he flinches at her touch, she gives him a sort of benediction, a very purposeful and absolving kiss on each cheek. And a pressing of his hands that is cloying but also very much appreciated. 

            MARCIA

            You have had a difficult time, you nice boy. But out of difficult times, come strong men, tu le sais bien?

            Kendall can’t take in all the levels. Colin arrives. 

            INT. LONG ISland compound – laundry room – day

            Colin leads Kendall into an office or downstairs private room. Kendall is nervous. What is this?

            Colin

            So, I don’t know how much you know or care to know? But your dad wanted me to offer to talk you through things?

            Kendall

            Oh, okay?

            COLIN

            So, I’ll just lay it out for you?

            KENDALL

            Oh okay? I mean, I don’t need—

            COLIN

            Yeah? Shall I just so you know?

            Colin nods to a paper report he has. Kendall shuts down.

            So, the site of the crash was discovered around four a.m. by two of our guys who saw the busted fence and followed that up?

            Kendall makes human responses but really he’s elsewhere as Colin reads from the paper and summarizes for him.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh?

            colin

            And they informed the local police and as you know an entry keycard – was found and passed to me. So that’s one individual outside of our loop but who is known to me and who I consider secure.

            Kendall

            Okay.

            COLIN

            The UK police had divers go in that morning.

            KENDALL

            Right.

            COLIN

            The kid, Andrew Dodds, was dead obviously.

            Kendall nods. Under his breath maybe repeats the name. 

            He had unclipped his seatbelt, so. He survived impact to do that?

            KENDALL

            Okay.

            COLIN

            So, the initial determination was that he was travelling solo and that hasn’t been challenged and the riverbank was already heavily compromised by rain and our guys and the salvage operation – so there were no indicators of another individual.

            (then)

            So, that’s where we are. We expect the UK coroner to deliver a ruling of death by misadventure and that will be the end of it, so far as we see. Do you have any questions or concerns?

            KENDALL

            Um. I do not think so, no? Thank you. Colin.

            Kendall doesn’t know what to do, gets up. Nods to Colin or shakes his hand. Are they bonded? Enemies or collaborators? 

            INT. LONG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            Kendall leaves the room. Hyper-aware of everything. 

            He breathes deeply. Urgh. The stench. But this is good. Is this release? Is he free? He walks on and through in a daze as domestic workers lay out a buffet feast. 

            EXT. Long ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            He heads outside onto the lawn to see Roman and Shiv walking up from the sea. 

            They look at him and he waves. But they don’t wave back. 

            Roman and Shiv look at him in the distance. 

            shiv

            Ugh. Look at him. I don’t know if I can do this?

            roman

            Shall we just hit him, with a stick, or rocks?

            Kendall

            Hey!

            Kendall approaches.

            ROMAN

            Dead man walking.

            Kendall waves.

            The fucking cadaver awakens.

            KENDALL

            Hey.

            ShiV

            So when did you crawl in?

            KENDALL

            Yesterday. You?

            Shiv shrugs, not willing to engage. 

            roman

            So, you spoken to him? Is this real. Is he gonna do it?

            KENDALL

            Oh, I dunno.

            Roman

            Oh, he ‘doesn’t know’?

            Kendall shakes his head.

            So. What the fuck happened? Why did you pull out?

            KENDALL

            I guess, I, er, I saw their plan. Dad’s plan is better.

            roman

            Uh-huh? Bullshit. What happened?

            KENDALL

            I changed my mind, I guess.

            Shiv

            And you couldn’t have changed your mind before my wedding?

            Kendall tries to laugh. 

            ROMAN

            You do realize how fucked you’re going to be as soon as you’re no longer any use to him? Got you munching fucking dickcheese-and-humiliation gumbo on the TV for him, then what?

            SHIV

            Dad’s gonna play a merry tune on you then throw you out the fucking window, you do know that?

            Roman

            Right now he’s like a sex robot for Dad to fuck.

            SHIV

            He’s like an old beaten dog.

            ROMAN

            He’s like both those, and also a piece of shit.

            SHIV

            He’s a pathetic little self-righteous fucking narcissist who repeatedly puts his own self-interest above everything and tries to justify it with half-assed appeals to the rigors of the fucking market.

            Kendall won’t engage. So Roman tries—

            ROMAN

            You’re a fucking prick.

            KenDALL

            Uh-huh. Maybe I am.

            Then, they look at one another. 

            roman

            Come on, fuckbag, fight back.

            KenDALL

            I don’t – I can’t get into it, guys.

            Roman does a sad ‘crying eyes’ mime. 

            roman

            Go on, treat us, why did you actually back out?

            Kendall looks at them—

            KenDALL

            I saw their plan. Dad’s plan is better.

            Shiv

            Oh, fuck you, man.

            Kendall

            I’m sorry, Shiv, about the wedding?

            She walks off. 

            ShIV

            How dare you apologize to me?

            INT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            Marcia finds Logan with an assistant. 

            Marcia

            So, they have located the source.

            INT. Long ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            Logan and Marcia watch as the housekeeper directs three or four guys, as they send a chimney-sweep brush up the chimney and prod and prod. 

            The workmen are covering their noses and talking and giving each other advice in quiet serious voices. 

            MARCIA

            And so, would you like to tell me what you’re actually thinking?

            Would he? He looks at her. 

            LOGAN

            Lot of moving parts.

            MARCIA

            But is it real, the selling?

            He makes a face: Lot of things in play. He’s computing.

            Logan

            See how things go.

            (then)

            What you think?

            She is annoyed at not being let in as far as normal.

            MarCIA

            What, I have to dance for Daddy too?

            A chill between them. 

            LOGAN

            I’ve had strong advice to take the offer. What if I didn’t know what I think?

            He always knows what he thinks. She feels she’s being tested, and doesn’t like it, so—

            MARCIA

            Maybe you should sell. You’re old, you’ve not been well.

            LOGAN

            Okay. Very well. Thank you.

            That’s lodged and logged. She thinks he’s past it. She sees her little provocation has maybe gone too far and takes his hand. But he pulls away. 

            MARCIA

            Is now a good time to talk about the trust again. And Amir?

            LOGAN

            (no)

            Uh-huh. Sure—

            Before she can add anything, with a rumble and a slither, the guys have dislodged something. It comes grinding and slithering down the chimney – and out, flopping into the fireplace: a shredded plastic bag containing the carcasses of a family of raccoons. Rank and rotted and squirming with maggots. 

            MARCIA

            Putain de merde! 

            Others look away, Logan stares in. 

            LOGAN

            What the fuck is that?

            (then to the housekeeper)

            I need to see that contractor. Get him down here.

            Then he marches off. Past a sumptuous buffet.

            Come on! Are they here? We’re starting. I don’t want all this shit. It’s sat around in the stink. Pizza. We’ll have pizza!

            EXT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            Kendall out back having a cigarette sees as kitchen workers pour platters of lobster and seafood into sacks for disposal. 

            INT. LONG ISLAND COMPOUND – dining room – day

            Inside, everyone is gathering. Connor is hugging Roman. 

            Tom

            (whispered)

            So, what’s the game you reckon, Shiv?

            Shiv

            Dunno? Loyalty test? Say he’s selling, see who squeals loudest? Or productivity brainstorm? Or, he flips the lights, we all kill and eat Kendall as a pizza topping?

            Family conference. Everyone settles. Kendall, Roman, Shiv, Connor and Willa, Logan, Tom, Marcia, Gerri look around at one another. There are pizzas on silver platters where the buffet was.

            Logan

            So. Afternoon. Thank you all for making it. We need to discuss this bear hug. Obviously I have an – ‘obligation to the shareholders to seriously consider it’. Haha. Now Kendall’s row-back may have hurt them, we’ll see. It may kill the bid, it may not. I guess the question that has been put to me is: Do we really want this fight? Or is now the moment, we cash in and fuck off out of the casino? Because if we do fight – I’ll need to tell the board who I want to take over.

            (beat)

            So, please. I want you to speak freely.

            Shiv

            Ha!

            LOGAN

            What?

            Shiv is shrewd, Logan watches her react and sizes her up.

            SHIV

            Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law.

            LOGAN

            No no, we’re all pals here. C’mon.

            He looks around but everyone is staying tight-lipped, looking for others to make the first move and say what they think. 

            C’mon, let’s fucking have it out.

            He looks at Kendall. 

            KendALL

            I don’t know. I think you should fight but you’re the one who built it all. You’re the legend.

            Roman makes an ‘awwww’ sound.

            roman

            That’s adorable. Always looking out for Pops, aren’t you, right?

            shiv

            Yup, always got Dad’s best interest at heart, that’s one thing you can say about Kendall.

            There’s a lot Kendall could say but he takes it. 

            Connor

            But is he saying Dad should stay on because that’s what Sandy and Stewy want? How do we know he’s not a double agent?

            KENDALL

            Nice to see you, Con.

            CONNOR

            Hey, Ken, I’m just saying what others are thinking!

            SHIV

            It’s possible?

            Roman

            Can we frisk him for a wire? Can we burn him to see if he is a witch?

            logan

            He’s taken his medicine.

            ShiV

            He’s ‘taken his medicine’? That’s it? Dad, you hit Roman with a fucking slipper till he cried for ordering lobster in Gstaad? Kendall tries to kill you and he’s five minutes out in the cold?

            roman

            ‘It is not polite to order the most expensive item on the menu when you are not paying,’ Siobhan.

            LoGAN

            We’re not doing Memory Lane here. Stick or sell? C’mon.

            He looks at Tom. 

            Tom

            Well I for one think you’re in your prime and I think another decade would be just what the doctor ordered.

            He smiles. Shiv looks at him. Roman is doing a graphic blowjob mime at Tom.

            LOGAN

            So that’s one ‘stick’?

            CONNOR

            Does it have to be stick or sell? Has no one considered a third option?

            gerri

            A third option – what is that?

            CONNOR

            I don’t know. There’s got to be a third option. I leave it for you jackals to work out?

            Logan

            Come on, spit it out. What do you all think?

            People look around, all quiet.

            Willa

            You want me to go? Sell seems cool?

            Roman

            Fucking, Aristotle D. Rockerfeller speaks!

            Shiv

            Dad, I think it’s possible that you have sometimes, somewhat, chilled the atmosphere of free-flowing debate?

            LOGAN

            You know Kodak was trading at around a hundred dollars a share in ’97? Yesterday you could pick it up at about three bucks. That could be us. If we cashed out, we’d make ten billion. Roman, what should I do?

            RoMAN

            I don’t know what to say. I fucking love money but I’m really scared of you, so?

            (then)

            Look, honestly, I’m, not sure I’m willing to give my strategic advice in a public forum—

            Logan, frustrated, gets up and marches off. 

            when I could be a player in any future moves. Dad?

            The kids look at one another: WTF?

            INT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – OUTSIDE LOGAN’S OFFICE – day

            Logan has an office with sitting space outside it. Shiv knocks. 

            ShiV

            Dad? Dad?

            Roman

            Is he in there?

            Logan

            (off )

            One by one! Come in one by one!

            ROMAN

            (calling through)

            ‘One by one’?

            Shiv

            (calling through)

            Seriously? What the fuck?

            INT. LONG ISLAND COMPOUND – LOGAN’S OFFICE – day

            Roman heads on in. This is a big moment. He actually has made quite some preparations for this moment. 

            Logan

            So. Now no one’s going to hear your ‘valuable insights’, what do you say?

            Roman looks to the door. Roman has some notes he’s made. Takes a look. Then—

            roman

            Okay, well I actually do have a pitch on this, Dad. Don’t sell. Okay? Financialization. Float hot. Keep news. For political power. For market manipulation capability. The rest we play the markets with. You and me up in a little pod above the city, fucking start-ups and shitting on pension funds. Highly maneuverable, highly mobile?

            Logan

            And in terms of getting rid of Sandy and Stewy?

            ROMAN

            Scare them off?

            LOGAN

            As in?

            ROMAN

            Well, you know – Scooby-Doo it, Dad, we dress up as ghosts in the theme parks.

            Logan doesn’t clock initially that he’s kidding.

            Sue, counter-sue! Pull in the favors, President Raisin, all the Senate cock-sucks who owe us. Fucking kill kill kill.

            Logan considers. 

            INT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – OUTSIDE LOGAN’S OFFICE – day

            While they wait outside, Tom and Shiv have moved away from Kendall, Connor and Willa. Tom is a little overexcited about the drama of the process. Shiv wants to strategize too. 

            Tom

            Jesus, Shiv, might he actually sell? He’s deciding, in there? This is playing, fucking gin rummy with Zeus!

            Shiv

            I don’t buy the selling. I think it’s a test, no? Whoever tells Solomon not to split the baby, they get the baby.

            Tom moves them further away. Maybe out of the room—

            TOM

            (whispers)

            But it can’t be Kendall, right? And it can’t be Roman, can it?

            SHIV

            Tom. Let’s just take it easy.

            TOM

            The very least we want is me out of cruises and parks, right? Into something heartland media? LA?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh.

            TOM

            One of the key divisions? Right, or – or— Could we ask?? Could we accelerate the plan?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh?

            TOM

            Could I consider the big trousers? Could I fill them out?

            Roman comes out of the office. Everyone looks. Beat. Then—

            RomAN

            He’s dying, riddled with cancer.

            SHIV

            Rome?

            ROMAN

            What? That’s a funny joke, ‘Dad’s got cancer.’ What’s not funny about that?!

            CONNOR

            Sick puppy.

            RoMAN

            No. But seriously. He asked me to run the company.

            Everyone looks at him. 

            I’m kidding.

            (then)

            Or am I?

            LoGAN

            (off )

            Shiv!

            Shiv looks like: No I’m not taking your orders – makes an excuse to go and give Tom a kiss on the cheek. 

            Tom

            (whispered)

            The Studio! Or CFO? We kill Karl?

            Logan comes out to see where she is. 

            Logan

            Shiv! Dentist is ready.

            Kendall is right there. Logan gives him a supportive squeeze on the shoulder. 

            Their dad doesn’t touch them much – the sight suddenly and inexplicably enrages Shiv. It shoots a hot bolt of resentment through her heart. Nothing shows though as she heads in. 

            INT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – logan’s office – day

            LogAN

            So?

            Shiv

            So.

            (then)

            You’re best pals with him now?

            Logan shrugs, can’t get into it.

            Have you done a deal?

            LOGAN

            Come on, Shiv. Talk to me. Sell?

            Shiv reorientates. She can play the game too. So she tries something provocative—

            SHIV

            Well, fine, from my perspective, truth be told, selling would be great.

            Logan keeps a steely eye.

            No blowback with my career. You’ve all gone mad I don’t know why you’re even talking to one another. I’ll take my money. Five years’ time I’d like to be free of this company and the Roy name.

            LOGAN

            The company means a lot to me.

            SHIV

            Sure. Fine, Dad. Then keep it. It’s a toy shop. Keep running it for sentimental reasons till you nod out.

            LOGAN

            That’s it. No hope?

            SHIV

            Look, if you wanted to get into it. You’d need to forget everything, IBM it? I’ve not really thought. But what’s obvious is shutter the businesses that burn cash, and someone else does better. We make video-games consoles. Why? We make indie fucking movies. Why? Do we get a theme-park ride out of it? We have an arm that launches fucking telecoms satellites. That blow up. No. Restructure for the future. Maybe merge with a distributor. Expand parks. Expand cruises. Lose news, papers and TV. News is trouble. Ten new parks in China. Russia. Middle East. You don’t need the feedback from fucking news.

            LOGAN

            Right, but you ‘haven’t really thought about it’?

            SHIV

            Those are just the obvious moves.

            LOGAN

            You know I obviously always wanted one of you kids to take over?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh.

            Beat. 

            LOGAN

            So. What about it?

            SHIV

            Yeah, we’ve done that. What about Tom?

            Logan makes a face. 

            LOGAN

            So, no? If I keep going, if we fight, I have to name Kendall?

            That really riles her.

            SHIV

            Yup. I see this – I see what this all is. You’ve done a little fucking dirty deal, right? So long as Kendall helps to kill the bid, you, you, what, step down in a year? Kendall takes over? What a squalid little fucking deal?! He blackmailed you, didn’t he?

            LOGAN

            Shiv—

            SHIV

            You’re nuts. You put him in charge, I’ll sell my shares, I will join Sandy and Stewy, I will get Gil to go for you, I’ll fucking, kill him.

            She’s burnt herself out a little. Logan watches.

            LOGAN

            Why so angry, Shiv?

            She knows her reaction is being watched. Hard to tell what’s real and what’s part of a game. And what that game might be. 

            I have no deal with Kendall. I can do what I want. And what I have decided I would like to do is formally ask you to come in and be the next chief executive of this company.

            She looks at him. 

            Shiv

            I don’t think I’m the right person.

            LOGAN

            Yeah well I’m pretty smart and I think you are. You are, Shiv. You’re the one.

            SHIV

            Are we actually having this conversation?

            LOGAN

            Yes we are actually having this conversation.

            SHIV

            And selling, that was— Is that even real?

            LOGAN

            Well sure. If you won’t come in? Roman? Nah, Connor? Ha. I might as well sell, right?

            SHIV

            Dad.

            LOGAN

            I didn’t build all this for some fucking ‘rockstar’ CEO to waltz in and take over.

            SHIV

            I don’t think so.

            LOGAN

            Really? Because I think if there’s really no hope of you coming in. I’d rather cash out.

            He takes out his phone. 

            SHIV

            Sure. So you can finally afford that nice big TV you’ve always wanted.

            He starts to type.

            Look. If this is the way we’re having this discussion, go ahead, sell.

            LOGAN

            Fine. I’ll do it right now. I’ll tweet. The markets will move and that’ll be that?

            He composes the tweet. 

            SHIV

            Bullshit.

            LOGAN

            You don’t care if I sell?

            SHIV

            No.

            LOGAN

            I’m gonna push the button, Siobhan?

            She looks at him. He just might. Would he? He might. The moment stretches. 

            Shiv

            Don’t be a jerk, Dad.

            She takes the phone from him. 

            LOGAN

            You wanna do it?

            SHIV

            Well – yes … I would be interested, if it’s real. Yes of fucking course I would, of course. Of course I would. Dad, I could do it. I could do it so well why did you never ask me, ah? Why? Yes. Yes I’ll kill it. I’ll fucking destroy it.

            It’s a flood of emotion. She could almost cry at the relief of it coming out, saying it, but she won’t let herself cry here with him. But maybe a tear does come out and she turns and composes herself. 

            LOGAN

            Oh this is wonderful, Siobhan. It is. I’m sorry, honey. I’m sorry if I’ve been slow.

            SHIV

            This is real?

            LOGAN

            This is real. This is it. Remember this. This slant of light. Remember this. This is it.

            SHIV

            Okay. Well, we’re going to need to talk about this. For now I need to keep it between us? Okay? I need to think about Tom. Gil.

            LOGAN

            Of course. We need to figure the choreography anyway. But we can get you up to speed, fast-track you. As soon as you have the experience, we name you. Yes?

            SHIV

            Fuck. Yes. Yes, alright. Yes.

            Shiv is deeply satisfied. Excited. 

            LOGAN

            My little one. My Pinky!

            INT. Long ISLAND COMPOUND – outside logan’s office – day

            Connor gets some bad news over email. Tom’s foot is tapping. Roman is pacing wide loops.

            Connor

            Gah!

            Willa looks over.

            Just my dealer.

            Roman

            Viagra?

            CONNOR

            Antiquities. There’s a package of items my bidder is in for. Ah hell! Why not—

            He starts to type. Roman goes to get a drink.

            TOM

            Like what?

            CONNOR

            Napoleonica. Just some items.

            Willa

            Including Napoleon’s penis.

            CONNOR

            That’s not, the central item. It’s a package, with some letters and other artifacts, but yes, that’s coming to market.

            tom

            Napoleon’s penis?

            CONNOR

            It’s obviously not an item of interest to serious scholars but as a curio, sure. A British surgeon snipped it off.

            Roman returns with a drink. 

            tom

            Connor’s trying to buy Napoleon’s dick.

            RoMAN

            Naturally. Is it pickled in a jar or—?

            connor

            It’s dried. There’s really not much to see nowadays.

            willa

            It’s kind of like, what, a strip of beef jerky?

            CONNOR

            It’s a mere trifle, historically speaking. A bauble for the bovine.

            RomAN

            What you gonna do, get that and Hitler’s nutsack and blend them into a ‘take over Europe’ smoothie?

            Shiv exits from the office. Full of thoughts. Kendall heads in.

            roman

            Hey! How did it go?

            SHIV

            Cool. He just offered me the company. I’m saying he should send you to look at pineapple production in Honduras?

            Tom takes her off for a private conference.

            Tom

            What did he say? What did you say? Where am I going? How’s the plan??

            SHIV

            It’s— Yeah, couple of options, a lot to think about.

            TOM

            Shiv? What have you fucking landed me? Is it huge?

            SHIV

            Yeah. I had some leverage and I’ve got you into the belly of the beast. Chair of Global Broadcast News. ATN, baby.

            tom

            Oh shit!

            Shiv looks around. They sit. A guy passes and Shiv checks him out. Tom is thinking. He clocks Shiv clocking the handsome young estate worker. 

            Tom

            (cont’d)

            Whoa. Okay. ‘Global Broadcast News’? But – how does that fit with Cyd Peach, isn’t that – overlap?

            shiv

            He likes that. Two contenders, one chair, that’s his favorite. It’s an invitation to step up. Eat The Peach, baby!

            TOM

            Fuck. So what did you say, he’s not selling? Did he offer you more stock or—?

            SHIV

            Oh lot of – bullshit. I’ll fill you in. Something and nothing. Yeah.

            On Shiv. Sitting on a secret. 

            Int./EXT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            Logan is being led by his assistant and the housekeeper to where a contractor, Anton, is waiting outside. He’s full of vim now.

            Logan

            Afternoon.

            Anton

            Afternoon.

            LOGAN

            So.

            Logan stares at the guy, thirty years younger and pretty fit.

            Anton

            What is it?

            Logan looks at him. 

            LOGAN

            I see you.

            Anton

            Sir?

            LOGAN

            We spoke, on the telephone, is that right? You were chiseling me a little, on the stable works? Rich old fucking guy, why not pad it thirty percent, cream for the fucking cat?

            Anton

            No, sir, it was a time and material job, straight up.

            LOGAN

            So you got a bit disappointed with me setting a two-hundred-K ceiling? So you stuffed a fucking bag of live raccoons to rot in my chimney?

            Beat, Logan looks at him – yeah he did. 

            anton

            No, sir.

            LOGAN

            ‘No, sir. No, sir, three bags full, sir.’ Fuck off, look at me.

            anton

            No, sir. Don’t know about that.

            LOGAN

            Yeah well we’ll pay you a hundred grand all in and we’re done.

            anton

            That’s— That won’t even cover the materials, sir, I can’t do that.

            LOGAN

            Trying to stink me out? I won’t fucking have it!

            anton

            It’s a three-hundred-grand job, sir, that was the price and—

            LOGAN

            Yeah? Well sue me. Good luck.

            anton

            Sir?

            Logan is off. Feeling a bump from the saving. That’s money in the bank. 

            LOGAN

            My lawyer used to work for the Justice Department. Who’s your lawyer? Mr fucking Magoo?

            INT. Long ISLAND COMPOUND – dining room – night

            In the dining room, the family has finished dinner. Logan is gathering people’s attention. 

            LogAN

            Folks. Before we, break things up, can I just say a word?

            TOM

            Yes, sir, captain, sir!

            Tom dings a glass. 

            LOGAN

            Um, listen, after taking soundings from all of you, my nearest and my dearest: it seems, my friend Laird had a good point. In three, four years’ time I think there will only be one legacy media operation left.

            (beat)

            Well, I say let that be us.

            A mini cheer led by Tom. Kendall too. Roman looks at Shiv, puts his fingers to his temple – boom. 

            Logan

            One firm is going to stand up to tech. One firm will be left as last man standing. We’re going to be the number-one media conglomerate in the world.

            KENDALL

            Fuck yeah! Yes!

            shiv

            Hear, hear!

            ConnOR

            (to Roman)

            Where can I get some of the Kool-Aid, I want some of that!

            LoGAN

            Kendall and Roman will act as co-chief operating officers while I personally devote my time to the fight against the takeover.

            RomaN

            Excuse me? Co-chief?

            (he points to Kendall)

            He’s – he’s coming back?

            LOGAN

            We need to stick tight. Tighter than ever now.

            RomaN

            Sorry. He helped your oldest enemy to try to take over – and he gets a promotion? Is that what’s happened?

            LOGAN

            That’s my decision.

            Connor

            And you gonna name a successor?

            Logan looks at Shiv. Shiv looks away. 

            Logan

            Well after consideration, I think we just need a name to flag privately to big investors for now. It can be anyone. I’m not going anywhere. A stuffed shirt. Gerri. It could be Gerri. We might just as well say Gerri.

            Shiv turns to Gerri.

            ShIV

            Congratulations.

            GERRI

            Wow, okay, well, thank you.

            LoGAN

            It won’t be Gerri, but Gerri is fine.

            GERRI

            Thank you very much.

            LOGAN

            Just so we’re clear.

            GERRI

            No, I think we’re clear.

            Logan

            Kendall and I will be back later.

            KENDALL

            Yeah?

            LOGAN

            We just need to see some men about a dog.

            Roman

            No. No. Fuck this. Who wants a drink? I’m going to get a drink.

            EXT. NEW YORK helicopter landing – night

            Kendall and Logan exit a helicopter.

            EXT. Nyc – Restaurant – night

            Kendall and Logan approach. Colin with a fellow security guy.

            KENDALL

            You sure you want me to come with you?

            Logan looks at him. 

            I’m just not sure what’s going to happen exactly. He’s quite pissed?

            LOGAN

            Okay, son. I’ll hang back, would you go ahead?

            KENDALL

            On my own?

            LOGAn

            Just let them know I’m finishing a call? I’ll be right in.

            Kendall looks at Logan: What is this? Oh okay, the final, or at least next humiliation. 

            KENDALL

            Okay. Sure, Dad.

            INT. Restaurant – night

            Kendall goes in with an assistant leading the way, who liaises with the mâitre d’.

            The assistant hangs back as the mâitre d’ escorts Kendall though the restaurant to a private room. 

            There’s a space outside – where Stewy is looking at his phone. The door to the private room beyond. Inside the further room we can see Sandy and a couple of advisors.

            Stewy

            Okay? Hello, Kendall?

            Kendall

            My dad’s on his way. He, he, had to make a call.

            Kendall is intensely uncomfortable.

            STEWY

            Ooo. An important call? 1987 power move. Exciting. What, you’re the sherpa? You’re the skull tied to his belt? Oh, I’m scared!

            KENDALL

            Yeah. Well.

            Silence. Kendall tries to do anything to avoid a moment of human contact, looks around. 

            STEWY

            Okay?

            (won’t let Kendall go)

            What the fuck? You’re coming in here just with – your whole face and everything and like, no to all my calls?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh.

            STEWY

            So. Give me something? Wanna tell me what the fuck happened?

            Kendall musters – something. 

            KENDALL

            Yeah, I’m not sure our visions aligned, in the end.

            Kendall looks like: That’s all I got. 

            STEWY

            Fine, fuck you too. That doesn’t mean anything. How did he get at you? Money? Drugs? What else do we like? Sex? Is he fucking you?

            KENDALL

            I just reassessed.

            STEWY

            There’s a friend card if you want to play it, right? There’s a human thing if you want it here? You can talk to me. Like this was the whole— We had the whole world in our hands, man, and you just walked. Why?

            KENDALL

            Yeah, when I looked at it, it just didn’t make sense.

            Okay, that’s enough for Stewy, he’s out.

            STEWY

            Sure, okay, fuck you too, you pusillanimous piece of fools-gold plastic-bullet silver-spoon fucking asshole.

            Kendall soaks it up, looks through the door to Sandy. His phone goes. 

            KENDALL

            Hey. Dad?

            (listens) 

            Okay. Okay.

            (listens) 

            Yup, I got it.

            End of call. 

            He’s not going to make it. He’s got – another pressing matter. Shall we?

            Stewy starts to lead him into the private dining room—

            Stewy

            Ooooh! More pressing than us taking his empire off his hands?

            Sandy

            Hello.

            KENDALL

            Yup, so I guess my dad wanted me to ask, is there any way through this – you know, an asset swap? Something else, an arrangement that leaves you happy and him in control?

            Stewy exchanges a look with Sandy. He shakes his head. 

            STEWY

            As you know, our position is we really are after the whole thing.

            kendall

            Then, he wanted me to tell you, to say, um, obviously our public line will be that we are considering the offer but it doesn’t matter what you offer, he’ll never recommend this to the board. You’re gonna bleed cash, he’s gonna bleed cash, it will never end. And maybe you’ll kill him but if you don’t he aims to kill you. He will go bankrupt, or go to jail, before he lets you beat him. He will kill you on the business and if that doesn’t work he will send people round … he will send men to kill your pets and fuck your wives, it will never be over, so. That’s the message.

            Sandy

            Good. Well, let’s move ahead with that process, shall we?

            INT. long island bar – night*

            Later – Roman is at the bar. It’s busy. Tom is nearby. Kendall enters, he’s had a drink en route. 

            KendALL

            Hey? Hey, bro.

            RoMAN

            Hello, ‘Kendall’.

            KENDALL

            Listen, I er, I just had a pretty rough one. Can we just switch off the business for like five. Bro?

            Roman

            I think not. You know why? Because you are my nemesis. And therefore, I will destroy you. I have you in my sights, bro.

            Kendall nods. Roman chucks his cheek. Greg sees Kendall, heads over with a wrap. 

            KENDALL

            Thank you.

            Greg

            Coach is not a very nice man, is he, Ken?

            KenDALL

            Let’s do some coke and relax.

            GreG

            Sure thing. Relaxing cocaine. Nice relaxing cocaine.

            But just then, Tom puts an arm round Greg and pulls him away. 

            TOM

            So. Listen. Guess who’s going to TV? Chairman of Global Broadcast News, ATN, right in there, kiddo!

            GREG

            Oh, oh wow, okay? Nice, right?

            TOM

            Well, duh! Heart of the operation. And, good news, I’m taking you off the sinking ship so you don’t drown with all the fucking rats. You’re coming with me!

            Greg

            Oh. Okay. Really? To ATN?

            TOM

            Yes!

            (why isn’t he smiling?)

            What, Greg?

            GREG

            Nothing.

            TOM

            Don’t you want to come?

            GREG

            Yeah, I guess. Does it have to be ATN? What about movies?

            TOM

            ATN. Primo potatoes. It’s the fucking news, man. It’s Logan’s G-spot. I can finger-bang him all night long, I’m a direct direct report.

            GREG

            Sure. Just. ATN, I don’t know. My principles, I guess?

            TOM

            What principles?! Greg, don’t be an asshole, you don’t have principles!

            GREG

            It’s just ATN is a very toxic element in the culture is all.

            TOM

            Name me a principle you have.

            GREG

            I don’t know. Just I’m against, like, racism?

            TOM

            Bullshit. I’m against racism, everyone’s against racism!

            GREG

            Sure, but ATN kind of angles things— And the reporting is— I just think—

            TOM

            What else, Pope Gregory the First?

            GREG

            Like don’t, lie?

            TOM

            Fuck off. That’s your principle?

            (then)

            You’re a piece of dirt, Greg, you are. This isn’t – fucking – Charles Dickens world, okay? You don’t start talking about ‘principles’? We all want to do the right thing, of course we do. But come on, man, man the fuck up! Don’t be a wiener, wiener dog, alright? This is fun. This is the world! We’re moving up!

            GREG

            No sure. I guess.

            Kendall’s at the bar. He’s cokey and blitzed and chewy. 

            Kendall

            Can I get a glass of white wine and a shot of vodka please?

            BarMAID

            You got it.

            He smiles. She smiles. He looks a little wrecked but friendly. It’s loud. People are waiting to be served. 

            Kendall

            I don’t know what I’m doing.

            She smiles. 

            Barmaid

            Uh-huh? Right!

            KENDALL

            I don’t know what I’m doing.

            Barmaid has no interest. 

            BARMAID

            Fuck yeah. Tell me about it.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Right. You know, I killed someone.

            No idea/wants to serve the next drink/doesn’t believe him/and if she does what’s she supposed to even do? 

            BARMAID

            Wow. Crazy!

            KENDALL

            Yeah.

            Long beat, she doesn’t know what to say

            BARMAID

            Well, you know? Okay? Well, can I get you anything else?

            KENDALL

            No, I’m good.

         

         
            * This scene was cut for time in the edit but some of the Tom–Greg conversation appears in episode two: ‘Vaulter’.
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            day one

            EXT. Brightstar adventure park – the wacky wild west – day

            On Kayla (twenty) – immaculate red-and-white-striped blouse with pristine blue neckerchief. Popcorn machine next to her softly pops. Approaching voices. Kayla, careful to not look directly at them, waits and smiles. Finally – Sophie Roy, Iverson Roy plus three children sweep past, attended to by two nannies plus the Head of Guest Relations. 

            Head of GUEST relations

            Let’s go, let’s see if he’s awake—

            The kids – a little too old for this – are rushed on by the head of guest relations. They pass Kayla, who’s unnoticed. 

            We’re in the Wacky Wild West, a Western-themed section of the Brightstar Adventure Park. Well kept but an older part of the park. Three other employees on nearby concession stands.

            Kayla makes eye contact with a fellow employee on the other side of the park, two hundred meters away. Nothing spoken between them but the inference is clear: These fucking people. 

            Kendall, Shiv, Tom, Roman, Greg, Connor and Willa trail behind. Otherwise, the Wacky Wild West is empty – a private hire for the afternoon. Ambient banjo music. Gray skies. In the distance, the general public kept out by a queue barrier.

            Ahead, the children have found a sleeping Snow Joe – a theme park ‘fuzzy’ character. An Inuit character, dressed as an ‘Eskimo’ from another era.

            Can we all shout ‘Wake up, Snow Joe’?

            The kids reply, with low enthusiasm. ‘Snow Joe’ wakes up. 

            With Shiv and Roman as they walk through the park.

            ROMAN

            You know who else used to pull this shit, appointing two people to the same job? ‘H’. The A-Man. Bossdaddy.

            Shiv

            Who?

            ROMAN

            The Maestro. Uncle Adolf. This is page one from the Hitler Handbook. Survival of the fuckiest.

            ShIV

            ‘The Maestro’?

            They can see Kendall up ahead, a bit wooden with the kids. Roman can’t let drop it. Joins Kendall.

            Roman

            Here he is. My Co-COO. Himmler to my Goebbels. What’s popping, cum-dump?

            Kendall

            (keep it down, dude)

            Yeah, just enjoying my daughter’s birthday, so – yeah?

            Roman

            Sure, but listen – come Monday morning, you and me, the Co-COOs?

            Sophie’s there, no cussing.

            It is on. Mortal combat, muddyfudgebucket.

            Sophie

            Daddy, we’ve done everything. Can they make the wagon train go faster?

            Kendall looks to the Head of Guest Relations. 

            Kendall

            Can the wagon train go any faster?

            Head of guest relations

            Er, up to a point?

            Kendall

            Then give the lady what she wants.

            The Head of Guest Relations exits.

            SOPHIE

            Thanks, Daddy.

            Sophie hugs her dad. Kendall finds the physical contact uncomfortable. If he starts to hold on to something will he be able to let go? 

            Kendall

            Go on, go play. See who can hurl the furthest.

            Kendall eases Sophie away. Roman clocks it. 

            Roman

            Hey, where’s mine?

            Roman opens up for a hug. Sophie throws her arms around him.

            I have a gift for you but I left it in the car. No spoilers but – I hope you like semi-automatic weaponry.

            Sophie smiles and exits. Tom enters, surveying the park.

            Tom

            Seriously. The signage in this place is for shit. But, it’s all some other sucker’s problem now.

            Shiv’s only half-listening. Looking back, she sees Logan being ushered into the waffle hut with Gerri and aides.

            Three months ago I’m in a meeting about kids giving each other handyjobs on the Runaway Ghost Train. Now I’m about to start managing a billion-dollar news budget.

            Willa with Greg and Connor. 

            willa

            There’s a room free in my friend’s apartment. She has an issue with spores from some mold. I don’t know how your lungs are with spores?

            Greg

            I saw this one place. Six hundred square feet. But it was out on Staten Island, so—

            tom

            (overheard)

            Wait – Cousin Greg’s moving to Staten Island?

            Greg

            No. I don’t know. I’m just looking—

            Tom

            Oh my god! Did you hear this? Greg’s getting a ferry to work! Check out Bryan Ferry. Dude, why stop at the ferry? Come in from Cleveland on the Greyhound!

            Connor

            And have you considered a hotel?

            Greg

            As in—?

            CONNOR

            You pay six months upfront, you’re Hotel Pharaoh. It’s like someone scoured the earth and assembled an army of all colors and creeds whose sole purpose is to make my life a seamless round of comfort and ease. That’s just nice.

            GREG

            Oh yeah? I mean, I guess I could.

            Connor

            Or don’t you have the coin? Because you need pretty serious coin.

            Greg

            I have some coin. But I guess I should try to live in a house before I try to live in a hotel. That’s the usual order, right? As represented in Monopoly.

            An aide crosses to Kendall and Roman.

            Aide

            Logan’s requested your presence meeting room four.

            roman

            (‘me or him?’)

            Which—?

            Aide

            Both of you.

            Roman

            Obviously. Beavis and Crackhead.

            Kendall and Roman head to the conference room, leaving Shiv.

            Aide

            (discreetly)

            He asked if you’d like to join too.

            Shiv heads over, after the boys. Connor watches Kendall, Roman and Shiv as they cross towards the waffle house. 

            Connor

            Off they all go again. Marching off to Daddy, like ants to the picnic.

            Connor smiles. He turns, and kisses Willa on the mouth. 

            INT. brightstar adventure park – lounge – day

            In an immaculately clean conference room, Logan sits with Gerri in a booth with two aides. Logan watches a TV interview playing out on an iPad. Kendall and Roman enter. 

            Roman

            Ooh. Behind the curtain. This where we execute the line-jumpers?

            Kendall

            Stewy—?

            Kendall’s looking down at Logan’s iPad – Stewy being interviewed by Steve Cox (fifties) on a Mad Money-type show.

            Gerri

            They’re launching a proxy battle. They’re trying to replace the board, to push the deal through, stack it with yes-men. Well, other yes-men. Their yes-men instead of our yes-men.

            Logan stares down at the iPad. Watching the coverage. 

            stewy

            (from iPad)

            We’re asking our fellow shareholders to join us in helping Waystar Royco realize its value-creating potential. Because god knows this is a troubled industry, the bodies are piling up—

            Roman

            (re Stewy)

            This guy. Fucking, dildo dipped in beard trimmings.

            Logan

            And of course Pierce put him on. You see this? Pierce putting the boot in.

            (mumbling to himself over Stewy’s interview)

            Self-righteous fucking butter-wouldn’t-melt disingenuous Pulitzer pricks.

            stewy

            And this is a company that has been run as a family fiefdom for way too long. Logan Roy has absolutely no regard for either his board or his shareholders—

            Logan

            (to Kendall)

            You recognize any of this, son?

            Kendall takes the gut-punch. This is his mess. 

            Kendall

            It’s from the playbook, Dad.

            Logan

            Oh. The playbook, sure.

            Kendall on eggshells. Are the gods angry with me? 

            So?

            Gerri

            We keep our counsel. Dismissive. Just lay everything out in our proxy statement. A hurried public response makes us look rattled.

            shiv

            So let Stewy sway all the shareholders first while Dad sits there with his thumb up his ass? Great plan!

            The room suddenly becomes aware of Shiv.

            Roman

            Oh. Hey, sis?

            Gerri

            Respectfully, we take a beat. Let me put a solid pack together. Fire back when we have the ammo.

            Shiv

            By which point the shooting’s over? No, get out now, a salty reframe. ‘This is a standard-issue basic-bitch corporate raider versus a fucking legendary force of nature, Hurricane Logan.’

            Logan weighs it up.

            Logan

            Now. Today. Karolina runs the words past Shiv.

            A new dynamic in the room. Shiv has a voice. Gerri clocks it. Perhaps Kendall does too.

            Attention turns back to the iPad. 

            Stewy

            I mean, look at Vaulter, paid too big, huge disappointment.

            StevE

            For those who aren’t familiar, Vaulter is a platform, correct? Skews young, for entertainment and news—

            Stewy

            It’s been a huge disappointment. Revenue? Traffic? What’s going on? All I want is some answers and some vision.

            A chummy smile between Stewy and Steve Cox. 

            Logan

            You think they suckered us?

            Kendall

            Who, Vaulter—? No, Dad. We went deep on that. Full dilly. We kicked the tires good—

            Logan

            (cutting across him)

            I think they chiseled us. Revenue projections down and down. I think we got screwed.

            Roman spies an opening. He slides the blade in, loving it. 

            Roman

            Yup. Massive fuck-up. Huge. Unforgivable.

            Logan doesn’t like it. Looks up to Kendall and Roman.

            Logan

            I want a response out today. I need Vaulter fixed. Alright? So I have something to say in my fucking investor meetings. Get in there.

            Roman

            Me?

            LOGAN

            Both of you. One who fixes it gets a cookie.

            Roman

            Sure thing, Dad.

            The meeting starts to break up. Roman turns to Kendall. 

            (low)

            Oh, it’s on, Nemesis.

            Kendall gives nothing back.

            Look at you. The broken robot. You can’t even touch your own children. Yeah I saw you, you freak. Who even knows what’s going on in there?

            Roman bumps past Kendall and exits, leaving him with it.

            Logan looks to Shiv, aware they’re in public. 

            LogaN

            Pinky. Happy?

            He shoots her a knowing look. Shiv gets it. Responds in kind. 

            Shiv

            Smart. Let me know if you need anything.

            Shiv gets up. A jolt of excitement. It’s really happening. 

            day two

            INT. tom and shiv’s new APARTMENT – living room – day

            Tom, new suit, shiny shoes, perched on the edge of a sprawling white sofa. The spacious, bright, airy living room of their new pre-war West Village penthouse duplex. He’s drinking tea from a cup with a saucer. He stares slightly up.

            Reveal – Tom’s staring up at a large expanse of blank wall. Behind him, unnoticed, the dog-walker crosses with Shiv and Tom’s dog, Mondale. Another sip of tea. And Tom stands. 

            INT. tom and shiv’s new apartment – living room – day

            Shiv looking at two tablets and a phone. A speech by Gil Eavis is rolling on one screen – unwatched by Shiv – as she cycles through news on the other. 

            Tom

            You know what? I don’t care.

            Shiv tunes in.

            The empty wall, over the fireplace? I don’t care if it’s incredibly gauche. Can we just have a big beautiful portrait of us up there? I mean art is great but the truth is, what I really want to look at? I want to look at you, and I want to look at me.

            Tom lingers for a beat. Shiv looks to him, doubting.

            A bit Saddam? Too Assady?

            Her: Yup.

            Fine.

            Shiv

            You good?

            Tom

            Am I good? I’m great! Slept well. And your thing about us, you know, I think I’ve contextualized it—

            SHIV

            It’s really not a thing so—

            TOM

            No sure but I feel like, okay, if I’m a king and you’re a queen, maybe it’s fine if we fuck the odd peasant?

            Shiv

            Right I mean—

            Tom

            Because, big picture, our plan is, right on track. You saw Gil’s numbers right? And from today I’m in there. ATN! Belly of the beast?

            Shiv

            Yeah, we should talk. About strategy at some point. Update.

            Tom doesn’t get it.

            In case, you know, it’s important to keep flexible?

            Tom

            (still doesn’t get it)

            Hell yeah. Totally. I’m just gonna roll in with a Colgate smile, kiss The Peach on both cheeks and garrote her with my dental floss!

            He leans against her back.

            So listen, could we bang? Right here? Now?

            Shiv

            Um? I don’t— I’m quite, mentally in another place?

            Tom

            Sure. I’m just feeling so incredibly – potent. The new place. You know? Godlike and horny. Everyone looks two feet tall to me right now!

            Shiv overwhelmed with guilt – When’s she going to tell him?

            Shiv

            Look, tonight let’s split from the thing early – yeah – talk and—

            (suggestive)

            ‘everything’?

            TOM

            Okay! My fave. Strategy and a fuck!

            INT. Vaulter offices, williamsburg – BULLPEN – day

            Inside a converted warehouse space with exposed industrial ceilings, four hundred and fifty Vaulter employees at wooden benches with MacBooks. An exposed kitchen area manned by a chef.

            Kendall and Roman are being shown to the meeting room by Lawrence’s assistant. Kendall has Jess plus one advisor with him. Roman has two advisors with him. Roman is looking at a tablet – Vaulter promo material. 

            Roman

            You know they have their own beehive upstairs? What is this? Is that a business model? Conflict porn and hipster honey?

            The room is eerily silent. Most people plugged into their Beats as they work. 

            Shush. The pretend-journalists are pretend-working. Send an intern to Yemen, tell him to hide in a food hall and make out he’s being chased by Jihadis, then fucking blog about it.

            Kendall catches the eye of a Vaulter employee, Isobel (twenties). 

            Kendall

            Hey, what’s up?

            Isobel

            Hey.

            Kendall passes on. Isobel catches the eye of a co-worker nearby and shoots him a look: Asshole. Co-worker smiles. 

            Kendall and Roman see Lawrence in the meeting room up ahead.

            Kendall

            (low)

            Let’s move nice and slow yeah? Keep it small and general. We don’t want to spook him.

            Roman

            Okay, Ken, whatever you say, bro.

            Roman pushes in front of Kendall to enter first. 

            INT. Vaulter offices – Meeting room

            Roman, Kendall and advisors enter to find Lawrence and two key staff already sitting around a large meeting table. Fresh flowers and a long ornate shell as the centerpiece.

            Roman

            Larry Yee, King of New York. What the fuck? Thanks for making space for me, man, I know it’s last-minute.

            Lawrence is wary of their arrival. Keen to look calm. 

            Lawrence

            Dude. Anytime.

            Roman and Lawrence hug. Hug breaks. 

            Roman

            Oh. Also. My creepy cyborg brother is here.

            Kendall

            Lawrence.

            Lawrence

            Back so soon? I heard you were drying out in a schloss, doing shitty yoga with hausfraus?

            Roman

            Nope. He’s back. Like a pedo on parole.

            Lawrence is anxious about the meeting. Plays it straight.

            Lawrence

            So what’s going on?

            kendall

            We’re just here for a catch-up. Super casual. Feet on the table, whatever the fuck. Just help you out.

            LAWRENCE

            Right. Obviously I’m always pleased to get your insights. But like who am I talking to? Co-COO’s – who’s in charge here?

            Lawrence looks at them both.

            Kendall

            Me and my brother have a joint responsibility. We’re sharing duties but we’re on the same page operationally. Right, Roman?

            Roman

            I have no idea what the fuck he’s talking about.

            Kendall smiles, downplaying it. He’s keeping it businesslike. 

            kendall

            There’s just a lot of crackle in the air right now. External pressures. Proxy battle—

            Lawrence

            So you’re defusing the bomb you planted?

            Roman

            Ha! Yes! He gets it. He sees.

            Kendall

            We’re just in for a routine health check. That’s all this is.

            Lawrence doesn’t trust them. Trying to figure out the angles.

            Lawrence

            Where’s this coming from?

            Kendall

            It’s coming from us—

            Roman

            (cutting across him)

            It’s coming from Dad—

            Kendall looks to Roman. This wasn’t the plan. Roman shrugs.

            What—? Why are we dancing around this? It’s coming from Dad. Dad’s worried about you.

            Big intake of breath.

            Lawrence

            Okay—?

            Roman

            C’mon. You know how he is. He doesn’t get it. He still has a plant out in the Philippines manufacturing Xerox machines – can I move the conch? Is that cool—?

            Roman gets up and moves the shell from the table.

            But he’s fucking shrewd. And right now his giant cyclops eye is looking this way and he’s feeling like maybe he bought a big pile of bullshit, so now here I am to enquire in the politest terms possible – what the fuck is going on?

            Lawrence looks concerned.

            KENDALL

            Dad thinks maybe you fucked him?

            Lawrence

            Our numbers were solid when you bought us and they’re solid now.

            ROMAN

            Don’t take it personally. Dad thinks everyone is fucking him.

            Kendall

            I think you’re on the level. Let me help you prove this thing is for real.

            Lawrence is naturally wary of Kendall.

            Lawrence

            What do you need?

            Kendall

            Metrics. KPIs. And an office.

            Roman activated.

            Roman

            Yeah. Me too. The data. And an office. Slightly nicer. He doesn’t need beauty, he’s an android.

            As Lawrence gets up to exit – Roman eyes Kendall. 

            INT. Waystar Atn offices – Corridor – day*

            Tom and Greg approach a meeting room.

            Tom

            So, Greg. This meet? It’s on, me versus The Peach. I’m gonna swing the old meat mallet okay? Sit on her right out of the box. Could call for a bit of the old punchbagging, buddy? You ready to play the bag?

            Greg nods wearily.

            GREG

            Uh-huh. Sure.

            Tom

            What, Greg?

            GREG

            I guess.

            (then)

            Just being in at ATN? You know. It was kind of like the one thing I didn’t want to do.

            TOM

            Oh okay? You wanted me to leave you at parks? To sink?

            Greg shrugs, no.

            ATN! News, man. It’s Logan’s G-spot. I can finger-bang him all night long, I’m a direct direct report.

            GREG

            Sure. Just. ATN. I have some principles I guess?

            TOM

            What principles?! Greg, don’t be an asshole, you don’t have principles!

            GREG

            ATN is a very toxic element in the culture is all.

            TOM

            Seriously? Name me a principle you have.

            GREG

            I don’t know. I’m against, like, racism?

            TOM

            Bullshit. I’m against racism, everyone’s against racism! What else, Pope Gregory the First?

            GREG

            Like don’t, lie?

            TOM

            Fuck off. That’s your principle?

            (then)

            Greg. This isn’t – fucking – Charles Dickens world, okay? You don’t start talking about ‘principles’? We all want to do the right thing, of course we do. But come on, man, man the fuck up! Here’s comes Cyd.

            GREG

            No sure. I guess.

            They see Cyd Peach approaching with a couple of assistants. A legendary figure in news. The cubicles bristle around her as she approaches. Tom takes Cyd in as she nears. They both know only one of them can survive. But they’re both too smart to do straight antagonism—

            Tom

            Hey! Cyd, The Peach. The legend!

            Cyd

            Tom. Great to have you aboard. I know this is going to be a really productive collaboration and I just hope, there’s no weirdness with our fuzzy boundaries? Right?

            TOM

            Are you kidding? ‘Wanna go fast, go alone; wanna go far, go together,’ right?

            CYD

            Exactly – come and meet the team!

            TOM

            Amazing. You wanna lead?

            CYD

            Fuck no! You lead, Tommy.

            TOM

            Cool, mind if I big-ball the first one?

            CYD

            Do it.

            (with a smile)

            Your funeral, buddy.

            INT. Waystar Atn offices – Meeting room – day

            Tom and Cyd enter to find the ATN staff already assembled. 

            Tom

            Hello! Say, is this the beating heart of the American news media?

            Tom and Cyd cross. Tom takes the best seat at the head. Big win. 

            So Cyd stands behind him. Makes Tom uneasy. Tom clocks a tray of pastries on the table. 

            CYD

            So. Welcome, Tom. Joining me as our new ‘Chairman of Global Broadcast News’.

            A smile between Tom and Cyd – presenting a united front. But Tom feels undermined, sitting there. 

            Tom’s smart, he’s talented and I fought to get him on the team so I’m delighted.

            Tom

            Thank you, Cyd. I’m delighted to be here.

            Cyd puts her hands on Tom like he’s a protégé. What can he do? He’s been outmaneuvered. He reverts to plan A—

            And this is Greg!

            Greg

            Hey. I’ll be working with Tom and—

            Tom

            My Executive Butt Plug. Right, Greg? He’s great. My right-hand man. ‘The Human Toilet Brush’. Pull up a pew, Pig-Man.

            (to those next to Greg)

            Don’t worry, he’s not contagious.

            All eyes on Greg for a long beat.

            (rolling on)

            So, before we get into strategy, I’d love to get to know you and you can get to know me. So here we are, ATN, heart of broadcast networks. But tell me, if you could work anywhere, where would that be?

            Tom picks out a staffer – Jonah.† 

            jonah

            Jonah. Satellites. You mean, somewhere else within Waystar?

            Tom

            The world is your lobster, my friend. What’s your dream?

            jonah

            Well. I guess I’ve always wanted to edge creative. So maybe at one of the studios?

            Tom

            Ooh. Sexy.

            (then)

            I’m going to do you a favor, Jonah. You’re fired.

            No one’s sure how to react. Is this a joke? 

            I’m one hundred percent serious, my friend. Follow your dream. This is the greatest division at the greatest company in the world. And if you’re not happy, I’m not happy.

            Jonah

            What?

            Jonah looks to Cyd for support. She tells him to stay with her eyes and hands.

            CYD

            Everyone get it? Good point, Tom. Jonah, that’s good to remember, right?

            Tom

            Uh-huh. Exactly, thanks, Cyd. But you are fired, Jonah.

            CYD

            You’re ‘fired’, sure. But – you’re good. Tom’s new. We don’t do summary dismissals. That needs HR and legal sign-off?

            TOM

            Absolutely. Cyd, thank you. Jonah. If you please? Just make your way to security? While we just square it off bureaucratically, okay?

            Jonah doesn’t know what to do. Looks between Tom and Cyd.

            INT. basic business HOTEL – Meeting room – day

            Fifteen advisors and pollsters, assistants and associates have headed back after a speech. Pizza coming in. Celebratory air. Shiv on her phone. She briefs a staffer. 

            Staffer crosses to let the room know. Nate crosses to Shiv with pizza on a plate. 

            NatE

            Just to check, did he actually ever see my draft?

            SHIV

            Um, no, in the end I just thought that the draft I did with Kelly had a bit more—

            (searches for the word)

            goodness.

            NATE

            As in?

            SHIV

            As in it had the quality of being good, rather than being imbued with the attributes of being shitty.

            Shiv gives nothing back. Nate gets to the thing on his mind. 

            Nate

            Uh-huh. Great.

            (beat, then)

            Um, just also re Kelly, little sidebar. Could you stop telling people about us?

            SHIV

            Oh. Right. But there is no us?

            NATE

            Well, there was an us – and the problem is my wife doesn’t know about it—

            SHIV

            Well my husband absolutely does know about it, so I guess that’s what, your problem—?

            NATE

            We had the affair, we didn’t have the conversation about telling people—

            shiv

            Nate, I am very sorry we didn’t get on a conference call to discuss how to tell your wife we fucked.

            Nate smiles. Changes tack.

            Nate

            (from his phone)

            You’ve seen this right, on Boing Boing? ‘Gil Eavis consultant Shiv Roy’s husband takes the reins at ATN.’ It’s getting a lot of static. Big headache.

            Shiv

            Sure. A lot of static. ‘On Boing Boing’.

            Nate

            You’re a problem for us.

            Shiv

            I’m a problem for you.

            Gil enters. All eyes on him. 

            GIL

            (addressing the room)

            Okay. Everyone—? Great event. Good work. Thank you for all your hard work. And on the polling – nobody’s getting carried away. It’s just one set of numbers. One pretty big set of numbers.

            A laugh in the room, a winning smile from Gil.

            On Shiv. Watching him. Only one in the room not smiling.

            But it’s testament to all of your faith. So please. Eat some gluten and melted cheese on us.

            Gil crosses to Shiv and Nate.

            Shiv

            How was the call?

            Gil

            Great. Eating out of my ass-crack. Offered me use of the fucking jet on the weekend?

            SHIV

            Right. Wow. I mean you know the rules around that are pretty—

            Gil takes a piece of pizza. And starts to eat.

            GIL

            (with a mouthful)

            From each according to his abilities to each according to his needs!

            SHIV

            I mean, the legals are wonky and the optics are shitty but go ahead.

            GIL

            Shiv. You don’t look a gift Boeing in the teeth. I’ll be so much fresher. Right?

            She watches Gil chewing on his pizza. A piece of cheese on his chin. Suddenly he seems disgusting to her.

            You know. You start getting a fair deal from skeptical media, and – well, it helps.

            A loaded look between Shiv and Gil – they both understand. 

            And listen—

            Gil takes a step away, for Shiv to follow, taking them both away from Nate. 

            Long road to travel, all that, but, the compass points towards Pennsylvania Avenue. And I’m going to need to start thinking about appointments.

            (then; dangling it)

            Chief of Staff.

            Shiv reacts. Wasn’t expecting this.

            Shiv

            Oh—?

            Gil

            Can you imagine the fear, when they see you coming? Those corpulent old white fucks. How’s that for a carrot? You like carrots?

            Gil puts a hand on the small of Shiv’s back. A little too low. Gil moves past her – and takes another handful of pizza. 

            On Shiv – watching him closely. 

            INT. waySTAR ATN OFFICES – cyd’s office – day

            Tom is handed a flat white from his favorite small outlet – Stumptown or similar. Tom and Cyd enter her office. ATN plays on a feed into her office.

            Cyd

            So – that’s where we shape the debate.

            Tom

            Cool shit. And I like how the debate keeps on getting shaped like a swastika!

            Cyd fixes him – he’s exposed a chink in his armor. 

            CYD

            Oh, you don’t share our news values?

            TOM

            I’m kidding. I get it. I’m from the Midwest. My mom’s friend Deb weighs like three hundred pounds and she’s pissed as fuck about practically everything, so I am down. Trust me. I get it. Besides. What Logan wants, Logan gets, right?

            CYD

            Logan doesn’t set our news agenda.

            TOM

            Sure. Oh, I know. And in ten years the Corleone family will be entirely legitimate!

            CYD

            Tom, if Logan had to tell me or any of our news editors what to run, what the angle was, we’d be fucked. That’s not how it works. This isn’t mind control. We hire people who want to work here. And we broadcast the facts no one else wants to touch. We serve a demographic of intelligent viewers who are tired of being patronized elsewhere by latte-sipping douchebags with one-hundred-dollar haircuts.

            Tom looks at his coffee. Runs his hands through hair. 

            TOM

            I’m sorry – did I upset you, firing little guy back there, is he a favorite?

            Cyd

            Please. He’s styrofoam. If you want to fire him, he’s gone.

            Tom

            Thank you. Appreciate it.

            Cyd

            No, I guess I just wonder, Tom, look you’ve got the cool job title, freedom of movement. Why don’t you take a look somewhere more comfy? Entertainment?

            TOM

            Oh but this is the action, this is the profit center. And—

            (then)

            Median age of our audience is sixty-eight? Time spent viewing is dropping like a stone? Ads are all adult diapers and shit pills. Our lead in the news demo’s halved? Maybe I can lend a hand to look at that?

            She looks at him coolly. 

            Cyd

            You know, he sends me one of you every four years. That train’s never late.

            TOM

            Interesting. And tell me – these others he sent, were they his son-in-law too? I’m curious.

            (then)

            Efficiencies, Cyd! I’m gonna trim the flab.

            Cyd

            The flab? Uh-huh. Have you told Logan this?

            Tom

            I spy savings, Cyd.

            Cyd

            Good. I run a pretty tight ship, Tom. So good luck. I’m sure you’ve got him very excited. I hope you can deliver.

            Cyd smiles. And stands. Tom might’ve just dug his own grave.

            INT. WAYSTAR Atn offices – OUTSIDE CYD’S OFFICE – day

            Tom walking away as Greg trails him. 

            Tom

            Greg. I need you on the floor at ATN. Be my representative on earth. I’m sending you on a mission. To body-shame ATN. To find fat and point it out.

            Greg

            Like, how do you mean—?

            Tom

            Find me the excess. The extraneous Danish. The surfeit of stationery, the lazy cleaner, find the mail guy who walks slow – snuffle out the waste, Pig-Man!

            Tom moves on, leaving Greg’s head spinning. 

            INT. Vaulter office – Kendall’s office – evening

            Kendall, Jess and his advisors in with Lawrence, Christo (forties, CFO) and Lawrence’s assistant, who’s just handed Kendall a large file of printouts. Christo is passing Kendall a laptop. He’s being swamped with data.

            Kendall

            Wait – which are these?

            Christo takes a look at the documents. 

            Christo

            You know what, I’m not sure. Let me go check.

            Conspiratorial look between Lawrence and Christo as they exit. 

            Lawrence

            (low; to Christo)

            Keep it coming. Flood the zone.

            They share a smile as they exit, leaving Kendall alone to struggle with the data.

            INT. vaulter office – ROMAN’s office – evening

            Roman in his office, at his desk, at a laptop. A pile of Vaulter papers sit unread. Advisors nearby on their phones. 

            Then – Roman looks up and out of his office – sees Kendall over in his office.

            Angle on – Kendall with his advisors in his office. They look busy, engaged. Working through piles of printouts. 

            Roman

            What’s he doing?

            Advisor becomes aware of Kendall in his office.

            Advisor

            I could go ask—?

            Roman

            (reacts)

            Don’t fucking ask.

            They look over.

            Advisor

            He’s – I guess – reading?

            Roman eyes Kendall suspiciously. Roman thinks. And grabs his phone. 

            INT. Waystar – MEETING ROOM – night

            Gerri accepts the incoming call. 

            Gerri

            (into phone)

            Roman. I can give you fifty-two seconds.

            Intercut with: 

            INT. vaulter office – ROMAN’s office – evening

            Roman in his office.

            Roman

            (into phone)

            I’m in at Vaulter.

            Gerri

            Yeah, so—?

            Roman

            Yeah, so. Let’s game this out.

            A lot going on at Gerri’s end. She’s in a meeting room with twenty people. They’re waiting on her. 

            Gerri

            Roman, we’re in a proxy war. The plane’s just been hijacked, the engines have fallen into the sea and the captain’s hair is on fire.

            Roman

            (low)

            Gerri. C’mon. I need something. Kendall’s doing shit.

            Gerri

            Okay so do shit.

            (indulging him)

            What have you got?

            Roman

            I don’t know. There’s like twenty ways to look at it. Here’s one idea—

            (then; feeble attempt)

            Pivot to video—?

            Gerri

            Yeah. They tried that already.

            Roman

            (reacts)

            Look can you just come over? I want you in the room.

            Gerri

            (thrown)

            ‘Can I come over—?’

            Roman

            Ah fuck you.

            Roman hangs up. He looks out at the Vaulter employees. 

            Roman thinks. An idea. He stands, and exits his office. 

            We hear Roman as he approaches the employees. 

            Hey, how’s it going—? So hey, anyone feel like going out for one of those fucking IPAs that looks like run-off at the carwash?

            INT. LogAN’S APARTMENT – foyer – night

            Shiv enters. Feelings of anxiety kept in check.

            Shiv

            (to housekeeper)

            He in the chair?

            Housekeepeer gestures for Shiv to go through. 

            INT. Logan’s apartment – Living room – night

            Shiv enters to finds Logan sitting alone in his armchair. He has a tray with a laptop on it. Feet on a footstool. He looks small. Shiv crosses and kisses him on the head.

            ShiV

            Hey, Dad.

            Logan

            I need three independent women. Know any?

            Shiv

            Uh-huh. The board?

            LOGAN

            Get me some lady options. Nice and worthy. Gays, cripples. Full handout brigade.

            ShiV

            Easy now, save a little for your Nobel acceptance speech.

            Logan looks back to his laptop. 

            Logan

            Proxy statement.

            (testing)

            So, what would you think about Pierce?

            Shiv

            Buying? PGM, as a defense? Honestly, I’d feel like you’re chasing the white whale and it’s never going to happen and it’s not a good fit.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Logan nods. Black mark. Returns to his laptop. 

            Do you think? Could anyone see through that window?

            He nods to a high window. Paranoia? Shiv looks. 

            SHIV

            I don’t think so. Dad? I wondered if we shouldn’t like, talk? I mean it wasn’t a dream, right?

            LOGAN

            Are you kidding? I’m excited. But I want to do it properly. I’ve been thinking how we get you in control of this whole thing.

            Shiv’s heart thuds in her mouth. Proximity to power is dizzying. 

            Shiv

            So let’s talk.

            Logan sets aside his laptop. All his focus on her now. Full bearing. Shiv takes a breath. Not so small anymore. 

            Logan

            Would you like to go or should I—?

            Shiv

            Well I have ideas?

            Then. Marcia enters, handing off her coat. 

            Marcia

            Siobhan? A nice surprise. He never said.

            Marcia and Shiv kiss, cordial. 

            Logan

            It’s a pop-in. Pinky tells me Connor’s moved into a hotel in the city.

            Logan looks to Shiv, making her complicit in the untruth. 

            Marcia

            I saw. He sent out his email bulletin, with all the photographs. He rents a girl, he rents a room.

            Shiv smiles politely. 

            Shiv

            How’s Amir? I hear he’s doing great things.

            Marcia

            He’s a very capable boy. Nothing he could do would surprise me.

            Shiv smiles and nods. Uncomfortable silence settles. Logan does nothing to fill it. It’s left for Marcia to leave.

            LoGAN

            Will you check Richard has that fucking Alexa off? Not just off, unplugged. I got enough spies after me without Bezos in here too.

            Shiv watches Marcia go. She enjoys the sensation of being closer in Logan’s confidences than Marcia. 

            So, here’s how I see it. You come in. Six months with Gerri. Six months with Karl. Then you go to Hong Kong, twelve there. London or Berlin. Management-training program for six. Then you come back here and you work alongside me for twelve months. Then, when we’re ready, I step aside.

            Shiv

            Wow, Dad. That’s a lot of months.

            Logan

            (prickly)

            It’s appropriate.

            SHIV

            Also – management-training program? I’m sorry. Roman’s COO. A toddler with a hard-on is your chief operating officer – and I’m on a fucking training plan?!

            Logan

            Siobhan. You’re a young woman with no experience—

            Shiv

            (reacts)

            Woman? That’s a minus?

            LOGAN

            Of course it’s a fucking minus. I don’t make the world.

            Shiv

            Well, only a bit of it.

            Logan

            (aggressive)

            If that doesn’t work for you, tell me what does?

            Shiv

            Dad, I had one little query.

            Logan

            You think you turn up on day one and they give you the big fucking golden key to the washroom?

            Shiv

            I need to be able to say what I think.

            LOGAN

            So what do you think?

            SHIV

            I think – I don’t know – that’s like a, what, three-year timeline, I mean—

            Logan

            Okay, come in tomorrow and spend the day with me.

            Shiv

            Jesus Christ, Dad—

            Logan

            What?

            Beat. It’s defused. 

            Shiv

            Dad. I just need time. I haven’t even told Tom.

            Logan

            So tell him.

            Shiv

            And there’s Gil. I have a job. I can’t just run to you.

            LogaN

            Which is it, Siobhan – too fast or too slow?

            Shiv takes a breath. 

            Shiv

            Look. I want this. It’s just about the process. Okay?

            Logan

            Okay.

            Shiv

            Okay. So shall we get into it?

            Logan

            I’m busy right now.

            Shiv

            Oh—?

            LOGAN

            Proxy statement. You gave me no warning! Tomorrow night could work?

            Shiv

            Tomorrow? Let me take a look?

            LOGAN

            Oh, it’s no good—?

            A dance between them. 

            Shiv

            Dad. I’m around. I’m excited.

            Logan

            Uh-huh. Well, me too.

            They share a look. A smile. But uncertainties on both sides. 

            Shiv

            I’ll get back to you. Okay? On tomorrow. On the names.

            She kisses Logan on the head and exits. 

            On Logan – watching her go, his expression hard to read.

            INT. vaulter offices – kendall’s office – night

            Kendall with Jess and his advisor. Still working through a mass of data. Intense. It’s late. Everyone but Kendall just wants to get home. Kendall takes a pen and starts writing directly onto the glass walls.

            day three

            INT. WAYSTAR atn OFFICES – Various Corridors – day‡

            Greg passes through a corridor at ATN. Bins in the hallway. A large pile of cardboard boxes being broken down. 

            A handwritten sign taped to the outside of an office door reads: ‘DO NOT LOCK THIS DOOR!! DO NOT ENTER!!’ He moves on.

            Greg turns a corner. More corridor. He spots a very large, very old gray plastic printer on the side. A thick tangle of old cables. A relic from another time.

            He sees a stack of flats from their ‘Election 2000’ coverage. 

            Some filing cabinets. He looks around. And slides open the cabinet. It’s empty apart from – six very large 1980s TV remotes and a dusty, faded Santa hat. Grim. Greg moves on. 

            Greg passes an office. He looks inside – and sees a male worker slumped on his desk with a gray ‘Ostrich Pillow’ on his head. The pillow covers his entire head. It’s clear that the worker is asleep inside the pillow. Greg moves on. 

            Greg crosses. He stops dead as he catches sight of – a six-year-old boy alone at a boardroom table. Greg almost can’t compute – what is going on around here?

            INT. WAYSTAR Atn OFFICES – Meeting room – day

            Greg enters. The boy sits at table with coloring pages. 

            Greg

            What are you doing—?

            Boy stops and looks up Greg blankly. 

            Sorry. Do you—? You don’t work – here, right? Are they interviewing you? On the television? Are you – like, onscreen talent? Do these words mean anything to you, at all?

            Production assistant is walking past. She sees Greg with the boy. 

            PRODUCTION ASSISTANT

            His mom got a late lockdown. I guess she was supposed to be down?

            Greg looks down at the table. A large spread of completed coloring pages. This kid has been here a very long time. 

            Greg

            Okay. Well. Don’t worry. I’m sure Mommy will be back down. At some point. Over the course of today.

            Greg exits. 

            INT. WAYSTAR Atn OFFICES – Corridor – day

            Greg crosses the corridor. He enters the bathroom. 

            INT. WAYSTAR Atn OFFICES – men’s bathroom – day

            Greg enters – and reacts. There is a half-inch of water all over the floor. 

            INT. WAYSTAR Atn OFFICES – Corridor – day

            Steph (thirties, ATN Production Assistant) stands. Greg enters. 

            GreG

            Um. Excuse me. We have a crisis, of sorts, in the stalls?

            STEPH

            Which bathroom—?

            GREG

            Also, there’s a guy with a hood—?

            Steph

            What hood—?

            Greg

            I don’t know. Like this large, head covering? A little bit like he’s been the victim of something?

            Steph

            Oh he’s on-pillow.

            Greg has no idea.

            Out-of-town production staff get the pillow, to sleep between shifts. Cheaper than a motel or Uber.

            Greg nods. Steph takes him in. 

            Sorry are you Butt Plug?

            Greg

            Oh my, word travels fast? Yes. I am he. AKA Greg. Just trying to find my way into the old system here.

            STEPH

            Um … Well, Greg. You’re a big guy.

            GREG

            Thank you.

            STEPH

            Do you do big shits?

            (then)

            Because – pro tip – anything larger than a cocktail sausage and the bathrooms by the elevator bank. Cannot. Cope.

            GREG

            (that’s gross)

            Oh. Well, thank you.

            Steph’s moving on. 

            Steph

            Which way you going, this way?

            Greg spies an opportunity to get inside. An idea. 

            GREG

            Oh, sure.

            (as they start moving off )

            So tell me – what should I know around here they don’t teach you at Harvard Business School?!

            INT. Waystar – logan’s office – day

            Kendall, Roman and Gerri waiting. Kendall on his phone. Roman stands shadow-boxing Gerri as they talk. He bobs and weaves; she stands impassive.

            Roman

            So I have a pitch for Vaulter. No thanks to you.

            Gerri

            You want to run it by me?

            Roman

            I would but it’s so hot I’m worried it might make your vulva explode.

            GERRI

            Thank you for your concern. That is always a worry.

            On Kendall – his face intense, staring at his phone. He’s swiping upwards through photographs of escorts in lingerie. They all have their faces digitally blurred out to spare their privacy. Pages and pages and pages of faceless women. 

            Logan enters. Kendall shuts his phone. Snaps back to the moment.

            Logan

            Let’s get into it, I haven’t got all day.

            Logan sits. They join him at the table. Gerri chairs it. 

            Gerri

            Agenda is Vaulter. We need a way forward on the Vaulter problem ahead of investor meetings in two days’ time. Would you like to present jointly or—?

            Roman

            Ken?

            Kendall’s pure focus. Ready to go. Looks direct to Logan. 

            Kendall

            Headline is – it’s still a killer business. The brands, the platform. Ethos and culture are leading edge. But. They have a mass of data with no analytics. There’s no way of telling what’s a hand and what’s a foot. I think anything misleading we got was just cos it’s such a mess, no conspiracy.

            Logan

            Uh-huh. Funny how these fuck-ups always make the bottom line look fatter?

            Roman’s enjoying it. Kendall keen to play this down.

            Kendall

            All they need is adults in the room. Accounting team, an analytics team. And investment. We burn fifty mil a year for a couple of years, make it the best thing in the world.

            Logan

            Oh, is that all?

            A smile. Kendall feels like it’s still alive. He loosens. 

            KENDALL

            Come on, gotta burn to turn.

            (the big pitch)

            Then we use Vaulter to pull together our own direct-to-consumer play. All our content under one mobile umbrella. Double down on the brand, bake some machine learning into the back end and – yeah, that’s how we fix it.

            Logan

            Romulus. What’s your read?

            Logan turns to Roman. Roman’s glad to be asked. 

            Roman

            You know, it’s interesting, Dad. Because I hear everything he’s saying. And I call bullshit.

            Hard eye contact. Roman’s making his move.

            Because I spent some time down there and I just don’t see it. I don’t know exactly what they’re doing, but they’re fakes. Fucking beehives and almond milk and ‘take another week on that report Matilda.’ It smells wrong. They’re hiding shit. Plus, I took a couple of staffers out, got them shitfaced and word is they’re looking to unionize. And soon.

            Ooh. Logan doesn’t like that. 

            LOGAN

            Oh yeah?

            Roman

            Pay transparency, bargaining rights, nasty, knotty shit. It’s a fucking muesli pit and it doesn’t fit with our core you know ‘values’. So now I’m thinking—

            (a look to Gerri)

            maybe we just shutter it.

            Kendall laughs. 

            LOGAN

            Close it? That’s chunky.

            Kendall

            It’s fucking insane—

            Gerri

            That would be a write-down of what – my god, that’s a bitter pill.

            Kendall

            (completing her thought)

            Yeah and in the middle of a proxy fight when we’ve got Stewy and Sandy taking out full-page ads in the Journal attacking us for pissing capital up the wall – it makes us look weak.

            Roman

            Or ruthless.

            Kendall

            It makes me look like an asshole.

            Roman’s keeping calm. He looks to Logan. 

            Roman

            C’mon, Dad. What are we doing here? Show me the bloat anywhere else in the company. Show me the waste we let these jack-offs get away with.

            Kendall

            Sure. So we restructure them and we grow—

            Roman

            (talking over him)

            Okay, fine – you know what? If we can’t shutter it then we gut it. Carve that shit out like a pumpkin.

            logan

            How?

            RomaN

            (bluffing)

            Hive off the profit center, keep the domain name and the archive. Gut level, this thing isn’t coming back. They’re assholes.

            Kendall

            Dad. Vaulter can be our lodestar. This isn’t the time to retreat—

            Logan looks at papers. Some compelling numbers.

            Logan

            Your brother’s right.

            (then)

            Gut it.

            Kendall stopped dead in his tracks. Logan fixes his eyes on Kendall. 

            KENDALL

            Okay.

            Logan

            Roman – I want you on the proxy fight with Gerri. Kendall – you think you can gut Vaulter for me or you need help?

            Kendall’s face impassive but inside pillars are crumbling. 

            Kendall

            I’ll take care of it.

            INT. Waystar – Outside logan’s office – day

            Kendall drifts away. Roman catches up. In his ear.

            Roman

            Hey, bro. How you like that?

            KendaLL

            I’m not sure it’s the right idea.

            ROMAN

            Oh you’re not? Okay, well that’s not very interesting. You’re a dead man. You’re a ghost, K-Dog.

            Kendall tuts, walks on. Roman watches him go – feeling good. 

            INT. Waystar – Private executive bathroom – day

            Kendall enters. He reaches up and itches his temple. Itching hard. Compulsive itching. Skin starting to go red. Nails digging into the skin. 

            INT. the intercontinental – Private elevator – evening

            On Kendall riding in a private elevator. Smart and together now, everything under the surface. 

            We’re in a private elevator in a hotel. Busboy (thirties) stands. He holds a silver ramekin filled with ketchup and a silver spoon. 

            The elevator arrives at the penthouse. Kendall steps out. And enters the party. (Busboy crosses to Connor with the ketchup.)

            INT. the intercontinental – Penthouse suite – evening

            Kendall enters, takes a soft drink, and disappears into the guests, somewhere into the corner. 

            We’re at a small party in a large, open-plan hotel suite. Two staff circulate. Connor and Willa hosting. Roman, Tabitha, Tom, Shiv, Greg and Kendall in attendance, along with twenty other guests. 

            Connor with Roman. Connor dunks his slider into the ketchup.

            Connor

            And we needed somewhere in the city because I’ll be ramping up soon so I need a campaign HQ.

            roman

            (thrown)

            Wait – you’re still doing that?

            Connor

            Very funny, Rome. Yes, I’m still applying for the job of the President of the United States.

            Roman nods, genuinely surprised. He wasn’t joking. 

            Roman

            Con, do you think it’s a natural progression from ‘never done nothing never’ to ‘most important job in the world’? Could you get a bit of experience like at a CVS?

            Tom with Greg. Greg is midway through the big pitch.

            Greg

            Every time they need file tape it’s forty-five minutes all the way out to some warehouse in Queens.

            Tom

            Okay, so—?

            Greg

            So, I don’t know. How come it isn’t digitized? The whole of ATN, it’s totally analog, Tom. They have PCs running Windows 2000.

            Tom

            Uh-huh. And I could fire people, correct? If we did this?

            Greg

            Well you’d be removing like, two links from the production chain, from every show. But you know it’s—

            Tom

            Sure and in terms of skulls. How many skulls you reckon?

            Greg

            That we can lose—? I guess thirty? Maybe fifty.

            Tom

            Fifty skulls! I’m slavering, Pig-Man! Fifty skulls is a lot of skulls!

            Greg feels conflicted. Satisfied but morally compromised. 

            Roman with Shiv, looking over at Kendall, who stands alone.

            Roman

            Look at this prick. I almost feel sorry for him.

            Shiv doesn’t follow. Roman excited to tell her. 

            I just emptied the contents of his scrotum at Dad’s feet. We’re gutting Vaulter.

            Shiv

            Oh yeah? Is that a good idea?

            Roman

            It’s a great idea. It’s Kendall’s baby and now we’re going to burn it.

            (then; embarrassed)

            And listen – we were thinking – me and Tabitha. We’d like to have you and Tom over to dinner.

            SHIV

            (thrown; as though he’s speaking in tongues)

            Wait—? Dinner—? You? Roman Roy? You’re – ‘having us for dinner’?

            ROMAN

            Yeah I know. Metro cuck bullshit. Napkins and fucking soup spoons and the environment, gerrymandering.

            (re the two of them)

            We should cement this. You and me. Because we’re about to go Post-Kendall. And we’re the future of this whole operation.

            Shiv smiles.

            Greg with Connor. 

            Greg

            Have you heard of this neighborhood Bensonhurst? It’s halfway to Philly and all the apartments are so small I’d need to drink a shrinking potion to get inside them but other than that it’s perfect.

            connor

            Greg. I make one call and I have a bistro-quality hamburger in my hands within seven minutes. One call.

            GREG

            (conscious there may be waiting staff around him)

            I make a lot of money but I can’t afford a place to live. It makes no sense. It’s like my money isn’t stopping me from feeling poor. It’s like bad, worthless money? It’s like Monopoly money. Only with Monopoly money you can at least buy houses.

            Kendall stands. Shiv crosses to him. 

            ShiV

            Do you think if I called room service and asked them to poke me in the eye they would? This is pretty unbearable.

            Kendall smiles politely. He can tell this is preamble. 

            I hear Dad’s got Vaulter in the crosshair.

            Kendall

            Roman—?

            Shiv doesn’t deny it.

            He shouldn’t be talking to you about that.

            Shiv

            It just feels like a bad move. Tech’s driving us into the sea. We’re a pile of rusty cogs and fucking cuckoo clocks, and what – we shut Vaulter?

            Kendall takes in Shiv. Is something going on with her? 

            Kendall

            Why you so interested?

            Shiv

            I’m just saying. Vaulter. I always liked it.

            Kendall

            Dad’s right.

            Shiv

            (reacts)

            You’re serious? You’re with him on this?

            Kendall

            He’s seen something, Shiv. He’s fucking – divined it from the entrails and he knows what’s coming. We just have to follow where he goes.

            SHIV

            You have a hard time finding a happy medium between worshiping him and trying to kill him, don’t you, Ken?

            Kendall shrugs. Shiv tries to exert some soft power. 

            Not like I give a shit but wasn’t Vaulter the future for us? Cos it ain’t gonna be the Philadelphia Gazette.

            Kendall broods on it. Shiv moves on.

            Roman and Tabitha. A private thought. He’s fretting.

            Roman

            This Vaulter thing. Gutting it. What if it’s the wrong thing?

            Tabitha

            I thought your dad agreed with you?

            Roman

            Yeah, he did. And now they’re doing it. They’re actually doing a thing that I said.

            TABITHA

            Fuck. I think maybe you just did your job. Should we get champagne?

            Roman

            I mean. It could be right? It might not be. But it could be. Maybe I’m smart?

            TABITHA

            Sure. Maybe. You did a thing. Mazel tov. 

            She knocks back her drink.

            Roman nods. He’s glad they had this conversation.

            Shiv with Tom. Tom giving her the big idea. 

            Tom

            Digitize ATN. We overhaul the whole thing. Because that place, it’s like working in 1985. It’s all landlines. And big calculators. It’s a fucking museum.

            Shiv

            Sounds great, Tom.

            Tom

            And word is Kendall’s basically a human corpse and Roman’s still trying to cleave his head off with a bone saw, and meanwhile here’s me, Mr Plausible, ol’ Plausible Tom.

            (an idea)

            Yeah. I’m going to schedule some time with Logan. Maybe a late dinner, lay it all out for him. Wine him and dine him, make love to him with my ideas. This could be huge, Shiv.

            Shiv can take it no longer. Can’t bear not telling him. 

            Shiv

            Tom. I think maybe we should talk.

            Kendall stands. Cold, dead expression. Connor with him.

            Connor

            — sadly, I was outbid at the last second. Some guy in China bought the whole lot. The letters from Elba, the Lodi Bridge toothpick, all of it. Yup. Much like Josephine on her wedding night I have let Napoleon’s penis slip through my fingers.

            Kendall nods. He’s not quite present. Connor reaches out.

            You look tired, brother.

            Kendall’s making hard eye contact with a female guest at the party. 

            Kendall

            Hey, Con? You know this one? You think she’s down to fuck?

            CONNOR

            Um. That I do not know.

            Kendall pushes past Connor and towards the female guest. 

            On Kendall – crossing to her, dead-eyed – he looks like he could sleep for a thousand years. 

            INT. Tom and shiv’s NEW apartment – kitchen – night

            Tom and Shiv enter. Tom’s apprehensive. Shiv fixes a drink.

            Shiv

            You want anything? I’ll get you something.

            Shiv pours a large whisky.

            Tom

            (nervously)

            Ooh. That’s a biggie! Is this about the arrangement?

            She fixes a drink for him too. Tom sits. Heart in mouth. Shiv’s very careful about how she’s going to couch this. 

            Shiv

            Okay. Tom. It’s Waystar. So. Look. This is never going to happen. I don’t even trust him. And even if I did, I’m not even sure I’d want it—

            (then)

            But he offered to me. To be next.

            (off Tom’s blank look)

            Dad.

            Tom suffers a sudden attack of what feels like vertigo.

            Tom

            Oh my god, Shiv—

            Shiv immediately pulls back, keen to protect herself.

            Shiv

            Like I said. It’s not real. And I’m probably not even interested.

            Tom

            When—?

            SHIV

            What – when? I don’t know. The Hamptons?

            Tom

            The Hamptons! That’s— Shiv, that’s amazing! That was like a week ago? Congratulations. What the fuck?

            Shiv

            I don’t know what to think.

            Tom feels sick.

            Tom

            Yeah! Holy shit! This is huge! But I mean, do you—?

            Shiv

            Want it—? No. I don’t even trust him. So it doesn’t apply.

            Tom

            Because I thought that we wanted for me to have it?

            Shiv

            We do.

            Tom

            I mean that was the plan.

            Shiv

            This is the same plan. Me would just be a modification of the plan.

            TOM

            No, sure. Quite a big modification.

            (then)

            So he asked, and— I’m just picturing the scene and—

            SHIV

            Well he asked and I said yes. But only as a play.

            TOM

            Uh-huh. Totally!

            (then)

            So what’s the play?

            SHIV

            I mean he’s asked before obviously but this was real and it felt like I would be deleveraging power if I said no?

            TOM

            Exactly. Yes.

            Shiv

            Tom. This is one hundred percent not going to happen. But it’s smart to say yes, right?

            Tom

            I’m so excited for you. For us.

            (the light dies)

            I am.

            (reaching a hand up to brush her hair)

            And you know, it’s okay for you to say if you want it. I’d support you.

            Shiv

            Look. Say I did want it – and I don’t – if I was CEO of Waystar then you’re going to be something huge.

            Tom

            Yeah. Sure. Like what?

            Shiv

            I don’t know but we’ll figure it out.

            Tom

            No, sure. That’s all for – some time later down on the road. Whenever. Just whenever.

            Shiv takes a moment to feel out her headspace. 

            Shiv

            Hilarious, right?

            Tom

            Oh. It is very fucking funny.

            Shiv feels something stirring. She looks to Tom – lustful. 

            What – now?

            Tom suddenly doesn’t feel like it. 

            Oh – Shiv – yeah? Great. Um, just hold on. I should brush my teeth—

            Shiv pushes herself onto him. Tom is utterly powerless. 

            day four

            EXT. Vaulter offices – ROOF TERRACE – day

            Kendall with Lawrence. A private meeting. 

            Lawrence

            I hear your brother’s running for president. Maybe we should get him here. He sounds like the serious one.

            Kendall

            Yeah funny. So, Lawrence, we have a problem. My dad wants to shut you down.

            Lawrence

            (reacts)

            What the fuck?

            Kendall

            Yeah. But don’t worry about my dad. I can handle my dad.

            LAWRENCE

            Um. Okay, like, what?

            Lawrence’s head is spinning.

            Kendall

            I know what you did, Lawrence. It’s a Potemkin village. The engagement and bounce rate have been inflated and fucked around so much they’re impossible to verify. You suckered me in, and I bought it.

            Lawrence feels the earth moving from under his feet. 

            Lawrence

            (opening up)

            We had a couple of tough months. But we’re turning the corner now—

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh.

            Kendall leaves it in the air. He has the whip hand. 

            Lawrence

            Is that real, from Logan?

            KENDALL

            I can fix this, Lawrence. But no more obfuscation. No more shitty data. I need the full fiber-optic clear-channel shit. CT scan the whole place. And we move fast.

            Lawrence takes this in. 

            Lawrence

            Double-crossing your dad? This is your favorite, isn’t it?

            Kendall smiles, shrugs.

            Kendall

            I’m of the opinion he can be persuaded he’s making a mistake.

            Lawrence takes this in. Then.

            Oh, one more thing – I need everyone to cool it on unionizing.

            Lawrence

            They’re not going to do that. Half of them are about to sign union cards.

            Kendall

            Let me speak to them.

            LAWRENCE

            Everyone here fucking hates you.

            Kendall

            I think I can take it.

            Kendall breaks a smile.

            INT. Vaulter offices – Bullpen – day

            Vaulter staff gathering as Kendall stands on a chair. Ad hoc. 

            Kendall

            Everyone. This won’t take a moment.

            Staff stare back, unimpressed. Hard stares. 

            Hey. Not a lot of warmth in the room, but that’s cool. Look, some of you might’ve noticed already but – Waystar management has been taking a look at the business over the last week. But I just want to say this to you in person – Vaulter’s the future of this company. You. All of you.

            Isobel

            (coughs)

            Bullshit.

            Kendall

            Sure. Look, you can question my sincerity, ma’am. But you can’t question my belief in what you’ve built here, in what Lawrence has built. This is my hill to die on. If I fuck this up I’m done forever. But if we’re going to come through here we need to be light on our feet. And that’s why it would be a mistake for you to unionize.

            A sudden temperature shift in the room. Exhalations of disbelief. Shaking heads. Kendall’s losing them.

            We can get you a really punchy independent arbitration panel. Dispute adjudication. A pay bump. I understand a lot of you are flirting with the guild. But, if you can just ice that—

            The room doesn’t like it.

            figure this out inside, not to be cheesy, but in the family, okay? That way, more cream to go around? Issue fresh options. We do not want an adversarial situation. We want: communication and engagement. Okay? Tough times. All pull together. Trust. Trust me. Any questions?

            Sullen looks between employees. Too scared to voice their opinions. 

            And when you feel like it, go back to your desks and generate me five, ten, a hundred ideas and hit me and my man here up. Okay?

            Eyes on Lawrence now. He’s in a difficult situation.

            Lawrence

            I know this feels like an intrusion but you’ll have to trust me when I say, I endorse this approach. I need for you to give Kendall and team everything they need. Let’s get back to work.

            The employees file away. Lawrence turns to Kendall.

            Happy? Now, what do you need?

            Kendall

            Appreciate it, bro.

            Kendall exits. Lawrence looks to Christo cautiously: What choice do we have?

            INT. Very small brooklyn apartment – evening

            Greg stands, head cocked sharply to one side, in the mezzanine level of a Brooklyn apartment. There’s insufficient clearance for him to stand up straight. He’s trying out the space. 

            Greg

            Yeah I don’t know, Stanley. I just don’t know how I could ever practically make use of this area?

            Stanley (twenties), the broker, stands nearby.

            STANLEY

            Well, this is just the mezzanine. This is just a bonus. You have a kitchen-living room with all that under-stair storage?

            Greg

            Sure. It’s just, the thing I need storage for most urgently of all, Stanley, is me. I need somewhere to store myself.

            Greg’s phone goes. He takes it.

            (into phone)

            Kendall—?

            (then)

            Totally.

            (then)

            Right now—?

            Greg stands, half-cocked in the mezzanine, phone to his ear.

            INT. Empty apartment – West side – evening

            A significant and newly renovated West Side apartment. And entirely empty. Kendall stands against the far wall. On Kendall – all alone in the empty apartment. Greg enters. 

            Greg

            (re bag with Advil)

            It’s right here.

            KendalL

            What do you think?

            Greg

            Of this—? I think it’s huge. I think it’s obscene. What’s the footage?

            Kendall

            Developers overestimated demand. I bought four and my guy’s going to flip them.

            Greg

            Because it is an abundance of footage. An embarrassment of footage.

            Kendall

            Yeah. It’s yours. I’m in the one upstairs. This one’s yours until the market starts to move. You live here now, Greg.

            Greg

            Okay, Kendall? I can tolerate a lot, in terms of psychological pain. Don’t do this to me.

            Kendall

            There’s your key until I get a guy on the door.

            Greg

            Oh my god – Kendall. Holy shit – Kendall. Man—? Thank you so much— This is just— Look at this! These ceilings. I could put a fucking trampoline in here and I wouldn’t even— I mean, I won’t.

            (surveying it)

            I could actually sprint in here. There is clearance for me to sprint from one side of the apartment to the other side of the apartment.

            Greg moves off through the space. A soft jog, into a sprint. Round a corner, and out of view, and back around again.

            Kendall

            We should hang out tonight. Here.

            Greg

            (running a circle)

            I can actually get a good pace up.

            KENDALL

            I need to blow steam. Lot of heavy lifting tomorrow. Do you know any girls, Greg?

            Greg

            (stopping)

            Um, sure. I don’t think I know the ones you mean though.

            Kendall makes a call.

            INT. Roman’s apartment – Entrance hall – night

            Shiv and Tom, dressed for dinner, have their coats taken. Roman and Tabitha welcome them. 

            Roman

            Tom Wambsgans. Manly handshakes.

            Roman and Tom shake hands. Shiv and Tabitha hug. 

            Tom

            (to staff; re scarf)

            I’ll hang on to this, thanks.

            They stand for a beat, unsure where to place themselves. Roman can bear it no more. He has to puncture the balloon. 

            Roman

            So, I have this overwhelming urge to either knee someone in the vagina or spit on the ground?

            Tabitha

            He’s been a little nervous about this.

            Roman

            Nervous? For din-din with Firecrotch and Normcore? Please.

            A smile. The ice broken. They all turn and cross to the living room. 

            INT. Roman’s apartment – LIVING ROOM – night

            They enter to two waiting staff standing with trays of drinks.

            Tabitha

            (re the two wait staff)

            So. Let me get this right or we’re all going to be in trouble – spiked on the left, unspiked on the right.

            A smile. Tom, feeling sorry for himself. 

            Tom

            (discreet; to waiter)

            Do you have Diet Coke?

            Shiv

            Oh. Tom has a cold. He wants everyone to know.

            A smile.

            Tabitha

            We could send out for saline? Stand around, watch you do a nasal wash?

            Tom

            I’m good. Thank you.

            Roman can’t hold his tongue any longer. Needs to talk shop.

            Roman

            So, I’m hearing a lot of stories about that brother of ours.

            Shiv

            Oh—?

            Roman moves over towards the terrace, Shiv following, leaving Tom and Tabitha all alone. A polite smile between them. Then—

            Tabitha

            You should try swallowing something.

            Tom blinks – a haunting memory. 

            Like honey.

            Tom

            I’m fine. Thank you.

            EXT. ROMAN’S APARTMENT – TERRACE – night

            Outside with Roman and Shiv. 

            Roman

            Word is he’s on maneuvers again, making all kinds of promises about keeping Vaulter open.

            Shiv

            Dad knows?

            ROMAN

            Hell no Dad doesn’t know. He’s a shenaniganizing piece of shit.

            Roman has a pretext. 

            But here’s the thing I’ve been turning over in my mind – do I tell Dad? Because if I drop the shoe on Ken now he’s crushed forever.

            Shiv

            You want my opinion or no?

            Roman does but doesn’t want to ask. He shrugs.

            If Kendall’s going rogue, let him. Sooner or later it’s going to blow up in his face.

            Roman

            I love it when it blows up in people’s faces. It’s my fucking favorite.

            (re the two of them)

            I like how this is working. Us. I see a future here.

            Shiv

            (humoring him)

            Sure, me too, Rome.

            Roman

            Because there’s an opening, sis. No one sees me coming but I’m right on the shoulder. If Dad announces tomorrow, he announces me. Has to. No option. It’s fucking insane but I’m the best they got.

            (then)

            Unless—? There is one other.

            Shiv

            Who—?

            Roman looks to Shiv. 

            Roman

            C’mon. You know who.

            Shit. Does he know? Roman lays it out there. 

            Shiv – do I need to be worried about Tom?

            Shiv makes a face: No. Roman’s unsure he fully trusts her. 

            And look. If – when – if I ever get in the chair, would you consider coming in and working for me?

            Shiv makes a face.

            You actually have a lot of talents, Shiv.

            SHIV

            Why thank you.

            Roman

            C’mon. You and me, we get married and rule the kingdom forever. Padlock the gates, banish Kendall to Shanghai. I mean, we wouldn’t have to fuck. Although we could.

            Shiv

            Let’s just see what happens.

            Roman

            Well sure. Let’s do that.

            Roman exits. On Shiv – sitting on the world’s biggest secret.

            INT. Roman’s apartment – Dining area – later

            Roman, Tabitha, Tom and Shiv at the table, bowls of soup.

            roman

            So. How’s news, Tom?

            Tom

            Oh. Challenges. A tough row to hoe. But I think I see a way out.

            Roman

            Good for you, man.

            They eat on. Roman won’t leave it.

            So what is it? This way out?

            Tom

            Oh. Early days. I still haven’t even discussed it with Logan.

            Roman

            Wait it’s a secret? Are you keeping secrets now, Tom? Do I need to fling this boiling soup in your face?

            Tom smiles. He puts down his spoon. He’s willing to engage. 

            Tom

            Well. We’re um – I’m looking at digitizing ATN. Total overhaul of the legacy analog infrastructure. Yeah. Productivity gains too. So I think your dad will be pretty pleased.

            Roman nods. It’s smart. Plausible. And therefore threatening.

            Roman

            Look at the corn-feeder. Going all synergies and shit. Nice. Worth a shot.

            Tom smiles politely. Roman feels the need to diminish him.

            Where do you get your suits by the way, Tom? Maybe that’s why I’m not moving as fast as you. Right, I just don’t have that boxy corporate look?

            Shiv laughs.

            I’m sorry but what the fuck? You look like a Transformer. What’s wrong with your body, Tom?

            Tom, in his scarf, smiles thinly, trying to brush it off.

            shiv

            What? Your suits are terrible.

            (to Tom)

            What? We’ve laughed about it! They are. He’s thrifty and he has the worst suits.

            Roman

            You look like a divorce attorney from the Twin Cities.

            Shiv

            I think it’s partly the walk. He has a real agricultural walk.

            Roman

            He looks like someone took a pig farmer to a Brooks Brothers in Times Square.

            Shiv and Tabitha laugh. 

            SHIV

            I had him one tailored a couple of years back, from the guy that Dad uses but he just looked—

            Tom

            (with venom)

            Hey, Shiv? Fuck off, yeah?

            A genuine flash of anger. Shocked silence around the table. 

            Roman

            Whoa. Wambsgans just shat his whack.

            (like a scolded child)

            Sorry I told the truth, Tom.

            TOM

            Please. No need to apologize.

            Staff arrive to take Tom’s soup. He smiles, too brightly. 

            (putting on a front)

            The soup was—

            (kisses fingers)

            Mein compliments to all involved.

            The dinner party continues, but a strange mood settles. 

            INT. Tom and shiv’s NEW apartment – night

            Tom and Shiv have just got home. Tom removes his scarf. 

            Tom

            So I’m probably going to sleep on the daybed because I don’t want to keep you awake.

            Shiv

            Are you kidding me?

            Tom

            What? We’ll both sleep better—

            Tom turns away from her. He’s sulking. 

            Shiv

            Tom? We’ve gotten a bit tangled up.

            (reaching out)

            You’re the only one I can talk to about this stuff. I need you.

            Tom loosens up. Nice to be needed. 

            I have a choice. And it’s kind of a headfuck. It’s either Dad or it’s Gil.

            Tom

            Okay. Well, let’s break it down.

            Shiv sits with him.

            Shiv

            Because here’s what I’ve been thinking – what if a good person ran Waystar?

            Tom

            Well. Sure. You’d be perfect.

            Shiv

            Maybe we can just pivot the brand away from being the giant deranged bear that eats money and sticks its dick in the democracy? But it will take a while to turn that aircraft carrier around. And if Dad’s still breathing down my neck.

            (a breath)

            Then there’s Gil. What if he wins? Chief of Staff. That’s, like, the game beyond the game.

            Shiv looks to Tom. She’s unsure which way to turn. 

            TOM

            Yeah, you know? Waystar. The family business. Your inheritance. You could make it your life’s work, fix everything that’s wrong with it. The ultimate fixer-upper. It would be amazing.

            (then)

            But, got to say it, I like Gil.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh?

            TOM

            Look. Shiv. I love you. It might be cleaner for me if we were in separate spheres, like we planned but I can adapt.

            Shiv takes this in. 

            But you saw what your dad did to Kendall. There’s gotta be the chance he’ll do the same to you? Get bored of you, once he’s got you?

            Shiv

            I know. I know.

            Tom takes Shiv’s hand. 

            Tom

            I don’t know. Maybe it’s about keeping your options open, Siobhan?

            Shiv

            Yeah definitely. Yes.

            Tom

            I mean politics. You’ve carved out your sphere, Shiv. You’re like, top-five strategists in the US. Can you not just see how it goes, keep the plates spinning? Go Dick Morris? Run things from out back?

            Shiv nods. Tom’s making sense.

            Shiv

            You’re right. You are. That’s the play.

            (then)

            That’s sensible. You are sensible, Tom. That’s what I love about you.

            (beat then she smiles)

            One! One of the things.

            day five

            INT. Vaulter offices – Kendall’s office – day

            Kendall in with Jess and an advisor. His office now seems ordered. The messy scrawls on the wall have been replaced by neat, ordered writing on two of the glass surfaces. For the first time, it seems like Kendall’s on top of this thing. 

            Kendall

            Where are we on office two? I need to be operational by tomorrow.

            jess

            They’re outside right now.

            EXT. Vaulter offices – loading bay – day

            Kendall, Jess and advisor enter to find twelve Waystar employees offloading office furniture from two large haulage trucks. 

            Kendall

            They know where it’s going? Seventh floor right? I don’t want this on six.

            INT. Office space – Seventh floor – day

            Jess and an advisor show Kendall plus the removal foreman up to the seventh floor – the floor above Vaulter. It’s currently empty. They cross to a small portion of the office – a couple of cubicles and a small open-plan desk area. 

            Kendall

            This is perfect.

            jess

            (to foreman)

            Tell them to bring it all up to seven.

            Foreman gestures to the Waystar employees; an employee props open the double doors in readiness for the load-in. 

            INT. Office space – Seventh floor – night

            Office furniture has now been loaded into the space. Waystar employees continue to position the furniture as Jess and Kendall’s advisor helps to set up monitors/workspaces, etc.

            Kendall sits at a desk, feet up, on his phone, endlessly scrolling up. We don’t see his screen. He stands and crosses towards the elevator bank. 

            Isobel passes, returning from a secret smoke break. She clocks Kendall and the furniture. 

            Kendall

            Hey. Vaulter two-point-oh. Expansion plans. This is exciting.

            She exits. Kendall turns back to the room, face hard to read.

            day six

            INT. Kendall’s apartment – bedroom – morning

            Kendall wakes. Sits up. Warm body in the bed next to him. 

            EXT. vaulter offices – day

            Kendall climbs off a motorbike as the driver sits idling. He removes his helmet, hands it off and enters Vaulter. 

            INT. Vaulter offices – entrance – day

            Kendall enters. He clocks four security guards lingering by the elevator bank. 

            As Kendall crosses past the video wall, he checks the Wi-Fi signal on his phone. It shows full strength.

            Jess enters.

            Kendall

            We good?

            jess

            Sixty seconds.

            INT. Vaulter offices – Bullpen – day

            Kendall enters from the stairs. As he crosses, he checks his phone.

            Beat. And his phone goes from three full bars to empty. 

            Kendall puts his phone away. And looks up to the bullpen. 

            Kendall

            Okay? Guys. If I can just have a second.

            Employees look up from their laptops. (We take in a couple of screens, now showing error pages.) They stand and start drifting towards the front. Kendall gets up on a chair or desk. 

            So, I just wanted to update you on a couple of developments. As some of you may have noticed we’re setting a new office up on seven and I’m afraid I have to inform you as of now, you are all dismissed.

            (beat)

            You’re all fired. If you could leave your laptops where they are and hand in your passes, security is coming round right now.

            Security guards enter. They start collecting up laptops that have been left on desks. Confusion. Disbelief. 

            ISOBEL

            What the fuck—?

            Kendall

            I’ve been through everything you’ve shown me. Cooking and weed. That’s the only two verticals making us money so we’re spinning them off. So you’re all free to leave.

            A sense of bemusement around the office. A female employee, Nikki, looks on.

            NIKKI

            This is a joke—?

            Some employees standing in amused disbelief. A couple filming events on their phones.

            Kendall

            Separation agreements coming round now. One week of severance per year served. With full non-disclosure. Post your little videos, you get three days.

            Advisors start handing out separation agreements. A male employee, Scott, steps forward. 

            SCOTT

            Dude. Come on. I just moved out here.

            Kendall

            Unused vacation days will not be reimbursed. Health benefits will be terminated at the end of the month. I’d like to thank you all for your hard work—

            A voice from the back, female employee, Laurie. 

            laurie

            You piece of shit—

            ISOBEL

            Get cancer you asshole—

            Jeering and shouting. Kendall stands – impassive – letting it all just wash over him. 

            We become aware of Lawrence entering at the back of the room. He’s late to this. He looks around, taking in the scene as someone nearby leans over and starts to catch him up. 

            Amid the discord – some employees taking selfies by their workstations. A drone – someone’s desk ornament – suddenly takes flight and starts circling around the office. 

            Scott at the front approaches Kendall calmly – and spits in his face. It rolls down his cheek.

            Kendall

            Do it again.

            scott

            (weirded out; thrown)

            What—? Fuck you—

            Scott gets pulled away by security. 

            Kendall watches as employees start to file out of the rapidly emptying bullpen. 

            Lawrence steps forward, into the space. Facing off with Kendall. A security guard remains with Kendall. 

            Lawrence

            (reacts)

            Dude, what the fuck—?

            KENDALL

            Oh, hey, man. Yeah, sorry about the cloak-and-dagger. I just needed some time to untangle all your shit, find the profit center. Keep the union off our back and line up the PR. We’re already fully operational up on the seventh floor.

            Lawrence’s head is spinning. The only question he can form.

            Lawrence

            Why?

            Kendall shrugs. 

            Kendall

            Because my dad told me to.

            Lawrence

            You fucked it, bro. Jesus Christ.

            Kendall

            Uh-huh. Go find some other chicken coop, cunt.

            Kendall turns and walks away as, behind him, somewhere in back of shot, security guard deals with Lawrence. 

            On Kendall – adrenalized but feeling nothing. He takes out his phone. Makes a call. Paces. Then. 

            (into phone)

            Hey, Greg. We’re having a party tonight, your place.

            On Kendall – feeling nothing.

            INT. GREG’S NEW APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – NIGHT

            On Kendall – drunk and disconnected and floating through the party like a ghost. A large sound system in the corner. Seventy guests drinking straight from the bottle.

            Kendall passes Greg. A shark searching for chum.

            Greg

            Hey, man. How’s it going—?

            KendalL

            All good, Greg. Looking for pussy like a techno Gatsby.

            GREG

            Oh yeah—? That’s – nice. So, Ken. I’m actually pretty wiped. Could we maybe move the party up to your place—?

            KendaLL

            Yeah I don’t think so, Greg.

            Greg

            Only, I feel like some of your acquaintances might be humping in my bedroom?

            Kendall just drifts back into the party, leaving Greg. 

            Greg smiles. He looks out. Then, to self— 

            (thin enthusiasm; a rallying cry)

            New York City!

            Hold on Greg – smile drops. A songbird trapped in a gilded cage.

            day seven

            EXT. hotel – day

            Gil, Shiv and Nate, heading towards their car. As they approach, a pedestrian (fifties) passes, sees Gil. 

            man

            You’re him right? You’re the guy?

            GIL

            So they tell me.

            Man shakes Gil’s hand. 

            Man

            Good to meet you, man. I like you, man.

            GIL

            Well. We’re just getting started.

            Man

            Who’s the other woman? The asshole? You’re the guy.

            Gil

            Hey. I’m nothing without people like you. Corny but it happens to be true.

            They’re still shaking hands. This is a very long handshake. 

            Shiv watches Gil closely. 

            Great meeting you. And maybe once the work is done we’ll get a beer.

            Handshake finally breaks. And Gil’s off and into the car. 

            INT. Car – day

            Gil, Shiv and Nate settle into the car as it pulls away. 

            Shiv

            You want some gel?

            Gil

            Sorry—?

            Shiv

            Purell—? For your hand—? How long since you touched a prole?

            Gil frowns.

            Gil

            No thank you, Shiv.

            Shiv reacts. She feels as though Gil’s taking the high ground. 

            Shiv

            Come on. I’m kidding.

            Gil

            The joke being what exactly? Do I want to sanitize my hand after I meet with a guy on the street? Thank you, I’m good.

            Nate

            (a twinkle; loving it)

            Yeah that’s a pretty shitty joke, Shiv.

            Gil

            I just think we need to be more respectful of working folk, even internally. I don’t want us to fall into that—

            Shiv

            Yeah. Gil. I get it. I get it alright?

            GIL

            I’m sorry, Shiv, I just think maybe you live in kind of a bubble and maybe that kind of joke is okay around your family and friends but—

            Shiv

            Oh don’t fucking give me that.

            Gil

            Excuse me—?

            Shiv

            I’m fine. Sorry.

            (then)

            Just don’t pull a guilt trip on me because you’re selling your soul.

            Gil’s thrown. He reacts. 

            GIL

            I’m sorry – do we have a problem here, Shiv?

            Nate

            Jesus, Shiv. Do you need a banana and a nap?

            Gil’s keen not to have this conversation in front of Nate. 

            Gil

            You know, I think perhaps we should continue this conversation in private.

            ShiV

            Why? You don’t want him to know you’ve still got my dad’s cock in your mouth?

            Gil

            Siobhan. I discussed an arrangement that you recommended.

            Shiv takes this in. It disgusts her. 

            Shiv

            Oh. You did. Didn’t you just?

            Gil

            Sorry. You’re riding me over a deal you told me to take—?

            Shiv

            Yeah. Took it pretty quick though. Didn’t you? Rolled over pretty fucking fast. Now you’re taking reach-arounds, flights on a 787—

            Gil

            Where is this coming from, Siobhan?

            Shiv

            Look, I’m sorry, I just wonder if perhaps we should reassess. Maybe I Dick Morris things, operate from the background?

            They drive as Gil thinks.

            Gil

            Uh-huh. Maybe we should reassess more comprehensively.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh.

            Gil

            I think perhaps Nate’s right. Your connections to Tom, ATN, could be a distraction.

            Now Shiv thinks as they drive.

            ShiV

            Yeah well actually I’m out. I’m out, I think.

            Gil

            I’d already fired you, Shiv, if you’d even noticed?

            Shiv

            Yeah well I’d already fucking quit, if you had any antennae?

            They drive on. An uncomfortable silence settles. Nate smiles.

            INT. Waystar – Logan’s office – day

            Kendall, somehow clear-eyed, in with Logan. He’s returning with a fatted calf. 

            Kendall

            It’s done. Four hundred and seventy-six off the payroll. Full-timers, contractors. I negotiated an early break from the lease and hired an editor and five interns for the two remaining verticals. The rest will be user-generated. Reviews, upload pics, all that shit. Also, I harvested a ton of ideas from the Vaulter staff before they left. IP and start-up ideas. Most of it’s bullshit but you never know.

            Logan nods, impressed.

            Logan

            We’ll say you tried to keep it alive. Valiant efforts, et cetera.

            KENDALL

            (brushing it off )

            I’m good. I’ll wear it.

            Logan’s phone goes. He checks it. 

            Logan

            I should take this.

            Logan steps away to take the call. 

            (into phone)

            Yeah—?

            Shiv

            (from phone)

            Dad. I just told Gil. I’m ready. Start looping me in. Let’s get started.

            Logan

            That’s great. I’ll be in touch.

            Logan hangs up. He thinks on it. 

            And returns to Kendall.

            Kendall

            Everything okay?

            Logan

            You know. Usual headaches.

            (then)

            You did good, son.

            On Kendall – it means a great deal but he can’t let it show.

            INT. Waystar – Outside logan’s office – day

            Roman crosses. He looks ahead and sees Kendall in with Logan.

            INT. Waystar – Logan’s office – day

            Roman enters. A relaxed, easy air between Kendall and Logan. 

            Roman

            Hey. Should I be in this—?

            Logan

            Roman. Your brother’s going to have a desk in here from now on.

            This is news to both Roman and Kendall. 

            Roman

            Oh yeah—?

            Logan

            I need him across the proxy battle. I can’t afford any communication slips.

            Roman stands for a beat. Logan waves him away. 

            Okay! Go on! Begone! Bye-bye!

            Roman looks to Kendall. Kendall stares straight through him. Roman exits. 

            INT. Waystar – OUTSIDE LOGAN’S OFFICE – day

            Roman walks away. He passes a Waystar employee.

            Roman

            Keep staring, asshole. Keep staring and I’ll staple your dick to the carpet.

            Roman exits – filled with impotent rage. From inside the office, Kendall watches him walk away. 

            INT. WaySTAR – ATN OFFICES – corridor – day

            Tom’s listening to his messages. Walking through a bullpen or down a corridor. In the distance he can see a guy at a desk smiling at him. Jonah. 

            Shiv

            (from phone)

            Tom. Call me when you get this. Something happened at work. Don’t panic, everything’s going to be okay.

            Tom makes a face: Okay. What the fuck is going on now?

            Tom considers what to do as he walks closer and closer and Jonah wonders what’s going to happen. Tom makes a calculation and nods to Jonah. Jonah nods back – not pushy, but Cyd has won this one. 

            EXT. Street – night

            On Kendall – holding on to the back of his motorcycle driver. Kendall gestures for the driver to pull over. Kendall gets off outside a bodega. Removes his helmet and enters.

            INT. Bodega – night

            Kendall approaches the counter. Vendor stands.

            Kendall

            Twenty Marlboro Lights.

            Vendor turns to the cigarette cabinet. Kendall reaches up and grabs two packets of batteries. He puts them in his pocket. 

            EXT. Bodega – night

            Kendall unwraps the cellophane from his cigarettes and lights one as he crosses to a nearby trash can. He puts the cellophane in the trash. He reaches into his pocket, takes out the batteries, puts them in the trash too. He crosses back to his driver. Stubs out his cigarette. 

            Kendall

            Let’s go.

            Kendall climbs on the back, helmet in hand, as driver pulls away and they’re off and through the traffic.

         

         
            * This is where we decided the Greg–Tom dialogue from episode one fitted more organically.

            † We previously tried to include a version of this ‘Tell me what your dream job is’ moment in season one, episode three. Both got cut for time.

            ‡ These scenes didn’t make the final cut but were inspired by stories of life behind the scenes in US cable news. 
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            day one

            INT. NICE RESTAURANT/CAFé – day

            Greg settles in across from journalist Michelle Pantsil (fifties/sixties), doing his best to project a serious air. 

            MiCHELLE

            So, obviously it’s daunting, writing a biography, a serious study, of a man like Logan Roy. So, thank you so much for agreeing to meet with me.

            GrEG

            Sure. But just to be clear. This isn’t a meeting. This is a precursor, to see if I might be willing to meet.

            MiCHELLE

            Absolutely. You were very clear about your concerns.

            Greg’s pretty nervous. But playing the big guy—

            Greg

            Because actually meeting you would be a big step. I’m a time-pressed executive. So, before we even get to the ethical considerations, can I eke out time in my calendar?

            MicHELLE

            Of course.

            Beat. 

            GrEG

            On the other hand I don’t think it’s too self-aggrandizing to hope I might have some wisdom to impart.

            She makes a note. 

            MicHELLE

            Uh-huh. So there’s no time like the present shall we just—?

            GreG

            But it would need to be discreet. I don’t want to make my uncle mad because he can be, well he can be, scary, vindictive, paranoid and violent.

            She makes a note. 

            MICHELLE

            Uh-huh?

            GREG

            Sorry, none of this is, I’m not actually saying that yet …

            MICHELLE

            Oh you’d like this meeting to be on background?

            GREG

            I mean, we’re not meeting? This isn’t a meeting.

            MICHELLE

            Well we are meeting. We have met, so?

            GREG

            But this isn’t— You can’t say I said anything. That would be—

            MICHELLE

            True? Look, if you want to be anonymous you really have to say that at the outset, you can’t do it retrospectively?

            GREG

            But – but, no because, this isn’t a meeting. That’s not fair?

            MICHELLE

            Look, Greg. I’m writing this biography. I’ve already spoken to a bunch of people. And I’ll be speaking to many more. I’m going to cover all Logan Roy’s life and work, and no doubt I’m going to hear about meetings you attended and things you’ve done, so I guess the question is: Do you want to put your side or are you happy for everyone else to tell me their versions?

            She takes out her phone and starts recording. Greg thinks. 

            Greg

            Okay. I need to think. I’m going to go. But this leaving, is off the record, okay? This is all, how I look, how I’m getting up, all – off the record. Thank you, ma’am!

            INT. WAYSTAR – LOGAN’S OFFICE – DAY

            Logan walks in. Doctor Troy Judith is waiting for him.

            LogAN

            Let’s keep it brief.

            Doctor troy JUDITH

            So you’re still getting the stiffness? Neck and shoulders?

            Logan nods.

            And chest pains too I heard?

            LOGAN

            Pain. One pain. But only cos you got me working out so fucking much. I’m Johnny Weissmuller here.

            Doctor troy JUDITH

            And the meds we’ve got you on. Will you let me know if you suffer from any anxiety, paranoia, irritation?

            Logan looks at him: All of them.

            At an abnormal level.

            LOGAN

            I get all those sprinkled on my fucking oatmeal. They’re trying to destroy my life’s work.

            Logan’s younger secretary enters.

            LUCY

            Maria just called about Mo. She wondered if you’d like to go to the hospice?

            LOGAN

            (no)

            Uh-huh. Let them know yes.

            Lucy

            Should I schedule a visit? She says he’s probably only got a matter of a week or two?

            LOGAN

            Nuh.

            She looks at him.

            Remind me in a week or two.

            She looks confused but makes a note and heads out.

            Lucy

            And Shiv’s on the line.

            LOGAN

            I’ll do her after the proxy-battle meet. Pencil it for midnight.

            Doctor troy JUDITH

            Can I suggest you look for some downtime? Could you sit out the corporate retreat this year?

            LOGAN

            (mumbled, paranoid)

            Cuh. Let that lot meet without me?

            Logan spots Laird with a guy hovering outside, motions for Laird to come in. 

            How we looking?

            Laird

            I have moved mountains and razed forests and I think perhaps, with the right offer, correctly couched, we could be at a ‘maybe’.

            That brightens Logan.

            LOGAN

            Maybe!

            LAIRD

            Uh-huh. ‘Maybe’.

            (then)

            Exciting times. Maybe I’ll finally make some money out of you?

            They head out and walk. 

            INT. WAYSTAR OFFICE – DAY

            A strategy meeting with Gerri, Karl, Kendall, Roman, Cyd, Tom, Karolina, Mark (Head of Waystar Studios), Peter (Head of Global Publishing), Ray (new Head of Parks, from outside the firm) and other senior staff. It’s been going on a while. Everyone has broken and people are having coffee and checking their phones and talking to their assistants.

            Logan and Laird join. Logan looks round the room. 

            LOGAN

            So?

            roman

            Just taking five to regroup, Dad?

            LOGAN

            (you lazy bastards)

            I got three banks, fifty lawyers, two PR agencies, D.F. King’s and an army of private dicks fighting this takeover but take five to eat my pastries why don’t you?

            gerri

            We were actually at something of an impasse, there’s some doubt whether, you know, an acquisition is what we need right now?

            There’s been a big argument in the room. 

            LogAN

            Uh-huh. It is. The bigger the better. And, I have it. We go … for PGM, Pierce.

            Beat as the room takes this in. Is he serious? No one likes it, but no one wants to say. 

            GerrI

            Okay? Great. Again?

            Murmur of forced approval. ‘Nice’, ‘Exciting’. 

            tom

            That’s chunky. What, twenty bill?

            Logan’s eye is drawn to the dissent.

            LogAN

            Nice and chunky.

            TOM

            Precisely. Deliciously chunky!

            LOGAN

            We leverage up and eat Pierce, we’re too big for Sandy and Stewy to come for. They’d fucking choke!

            No one wants to say no. Logan looks to Laird, who is the silent power and authority behind this news. 

            GerRI

            Could be a great move.

            RomaN

            Could be.

            KaRL

            Very—

            (crazy)

            unexpected. Not the obvious move.

            GERRI

            I mean it’s an exciting challenge because last time we tried their surrogates said we were ‘cultural vandals’ and ‘poison in the well of public discourse’.

            LogAN

            Times have changed.

            He nods to Laird. 

            LaIRD

            I don’t want to say a great deal.

            GERRI

            Some of the young cousins want yacht money?

            Laird makes a ‘you may be on to something’ face.

            LAIRD

            It’s delicate. It’s a minefield, covered in eggshells.

            LOGAN

            We’re gonna fucking eat them. Good?

            Logan eyes them all up. No one wants to be the first to speak. Then—

            KeNDALL

            I love it. Let’s do it.

            RoMAN

            Dude, don’t be such a suck-up. It’s pathetic.

            LOGAN

            What about you, Romulus?

            RoMAN

            I fucking love it. But that’s my honest opinion.

            LOGAN

            Great! Forward! Fast. We all like this?

            Beat as everyone looks round the room.

            KARL / GERRI / CYD / TOM

            Sure. / Got it. / Okay. / Love it!

            Logan heads out. Followed by Laird and Karolina and Tom.

            Gerri, Karl and Cyd, Mark and Ray, Roman and Kendall loiter. The group check each other out – who’s going to say something? 

            ray

            Pierce? How much will we have to raise?

            CYD

            Twenty? There’s PGN – the papers, the wire service, the television stations. All the European shit?

            RaY

            Why does he keep coming back to it? I don’t get it.

            KendALL

            One sector, many brands, it’s a strategic vision.

            romaN

            Yeah, it’s cos Uncle Ewan watches it. It’s Ewan’s favorite news. Dad wants to buy it to piss him off.

            Karl

            For twenty billion? Could he not hire Mossad to put saran wrap over his toilet?

            roman

            Plus, Pierce own the New York Mail and we hate the Mail.

            Ray looks like: Why?

            Gerri

            Logan loaned a number of Ancient Greek military artifacts to the Getty Villa and held a drinks reception. The Mail did a hit piece saying he served warm white wine and thought Plato was one of the Marx Brothers.

            Karl

            And to avenge that four inches of newsprint we’re embarking on a twenty-billion-dollar suicide mission?

            Kendall looks around, makes an assessment. Needs intel.

            KENDALL

            I mean, if there are doubts let’s hear them? Because if the debt from an acquisition like this became unmanageable, we could death spiral. And we’d all go down with the deal. It would be a reputational and financial disaster for all of us, right?

            Roman

            What are you saying, Ken?

            KENDALL

            Just gauging the room?

            People look around. How freely can they speak? People look at one another. Can they trust him?

            GERRI

            Nope. It’s nevertheless extremely exciting.

            karl

            (I hate it)

            Yup I like it.

            Ray

            (me too)

            Good.

            Cyd

            Good.

            Nods all around.

            GERRI

            (you cowardly bastards)

            Great. We all fucking love it!

            Kendall

            Excellent. I look forward to working with you all on this.

            Kendall and Roman exit. 

            INT. WAYSTAR – BULLPEN – DAY

            Logan walking back to his office with Laird.

            LogaN

            Fucking Doubting Thomases. You see them, giving it the fucking eyes? Who told the doc I had chest pains?

            They arrive back at Logan’s office.

            Pierce is the answer. The business answer, the takeover defense. It’s the whole thing. So, what’s next?

            Laird

            Twin track: financing, I’ll get you options. Complex but, leave it with me. The tough part is contact with the family. You need a safe pair of hands. Dainty hands in exquisite mittens.

            Kendall and Roman rejoin. 

            Logan

            Who’s our most pointy-headed fuck?

            LAIRD

            It’s a shame, because you did have one heavyweight they liked. Old Bore Vidal?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. They always loved fucking Shakespeare Frank. Back-stabber.

            Logan thinks, he makes a not uninterested noise. 

            ROMAN

            Oh no, Dad. Frank? My nemesis.

            (looks to Kendall)

            My other nemesis.

            LAIRD

            He has friends in dry places. Nan Pierce. Naomi?

            LOGAN

            (to Kendall)

            Would he come back?

            keNDALL

            Me? Er, maybe? He’s power hungry and status obsessed and avaricious.

            Roman

            And pretty much your godfather and closest business friend? Jesus Christ.

            KENDALL

            Those are just the facts. I think he knows he did bad.

            ROMAN

            Seriously, Dad, if you bring him back, I’m walking.

            (off Logan’s look)

            Back to my office. To sulk.

            LOGAN

            Fine. I don’t fucking care. Forward! Fucking, guest of honor on the retreat. Let’s try it. Good?

            KENDALL

            The corporate retreat? We still doing that? You don’t want to hunker?

            LOGAN

            Can’t cancel the retreat. It’s the high point of the year for this lot. And where is it this year?

            KeNDALL

            Hungary.

            LOGAN

            (disappointed noise)

            Still. It’s a morale booster. Besides, I need the top team tight, till we agree the strategy. No leaks.

            Gerri arrives, looks at Karolina: Will you say? Karolina looks away. 

            GERRI

            Logan?

            She motions to Karolina.

            KaROLINA

            It’s Connor.

            INT. roman’s apartment – living room – night

            Roman comes in.

            TabiTHA

            You see this?

            (looks at email)

            He says he’s ‘beta-testing’ it before he Instagrams and enters the ‘ideas primary’?

            She hits play on her iPad, the footage is a phone video as an attachment:

            Connor is talking to camera from his hotel suite. A video clip. He’s acting casual. Drinking from a cup of coffee.

            Connor

            My plan is for a fair, flat tax, same for all Americans, but aiming to taper down to zero within a decade or so. And what am I going to do about making that happen? Well: I’ll tell you. Let it be known on this day, in this time and place one man said: No more. The tax is too high, and I ain’t paying. And if, like Henry David Thoreau or Gandhi the authorities jail me …

            TabITHA

            Do you think he knows what a jail is?

            ROMAN

            Yeah he thinks it’s where they keep naughty cowboys who haven’t paid for their sarsaparilla. He’ll ask for the presidential suite.

            TABITHA

            He’s not gonna actually put it out is he?

            ROMAN

            Dad’s on it.

            (looking at phone)

            Listen, you’re pals with Naomi Pierce, right?

            TaBITHA

            Sure. Why?

            RomAN

            I can’t tell you. But obviously I am going to tell you. But you can’t tell anyone.

            TaBITHA

            (flirty)

            Why? Will you punish me?

            ROMAN

            Don’t. It’s gross.

            (then)

            Dad wants to buy PGM, Pierce.

            TaBITHA

            That wouldn’t be allowed, would it? That’s what my parents watch. I mean that’s actual, news?

            ROMAN

            He can do whatever the fuck he likes. He’s like a human Saudi Arabia.

            TaBITHA

            So what? You want to use Naomi to broker a deal?

            ROMAN

            Yeah. I’m kinda thinking of going maverick?

            TABITHA

            Ooooh!

            ROMAN

            Yeah. But it’s tricky. Dad hates anyone doing anything without his agreement. But – he loves people solving shit without bothering him. He hates insubordination. But he loves wildcards.

            (then)

            Do you think I should go maverick?

            TaBITHA

            Checking every angle and consulting widely. Classic maverick.

            RomAN

            Fuck you. I land the deal, I stab Kendall in the back, and the face, and the balls.

            TaBITHA

            (emailing)

            Here’s Naomi’s address. She’s cool. You’d like her.

            Roman’s phone pings as she sends him the email address.

            ROMAN

            How do you know her anyway?

            TaBITHA

            (I fucked her)

            Oh, you know …!

            RoMAN

            Is there anyone you haven’t fucked?

            TaBITHA

            Um … you?

            ROMAN

            Fuck you.

            He takes the iPad to watch Connor again. 

            INT. SHIV AND TOM’S APARTMENT – living room – NIGHT

            Shiv’s in sweatpants reading, looking at Connor’s video on her phone. She gets a call. 

            ShIV

            Dad! Finally. Hello?

            LogAN

            (on phone)

            Hello. Enjoying your downtime?

            ShIV

            I’m rereading the ten-K? We need to talk about Pierce.

            Intercut with:

            int. waystar – logan’s office – night

            LOGAN

            That’s not to be spoken of, who told you?

            SHIV

            Am I not supposed to know?

            Beat – nothing.

            Listen, do you think we should make up a reason to get me along on the retreat if you’re talking strategy?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh, listen, I’m emailing, I want you to go see Connor.

            Tom arrives and dives into her lap. 

            SHIV

            I’m Connor’s babysitter now?

            LOGAN

            You’re unemployed. He could hurt us. You don’t go shouting about tax. We have arrangements. We’ll talk when I’m back, okay?

            End of call. 

            ShIV

            What the fuck’s going on? You heard about chasing Pierce?

            TOM

            Sure, I was in the fucking meeting. How did you hear about Pierce?

            ShIV

            I had Gerri on the phone. She thinks Dad’s gone woo-woo and I agree.

            TOM

            Ooh, she thinks he’s gone woo-woo? She was all over it? Has your dad updated you?

            Shiv is embarrassed to be un-briefed.

            SHIV

            Look, this is a disaster. Who said what, who wants to stop it?

            TOM

            I thought it could be good? Double-dick it. Dick over Pierce, dick over Sandy and Stewy. Double our size?

            (then)

            No one wants to tackle an angry puffer fish, bristling with dick.

            SHIV

            It’s batshit. It’s an obsession. And can you imagine the blowback? Us trying to buy Pierce? The most respected name in news? They’ll say the Munsters bought the Library of Congress for firewood—

            TOM

            No. But I mean we do news, so more news? Synergies? One skull in Paris instead of three?

            SHIV

            I mean, if we own all the news I do also wonder, where will I actually get my fucking news? I mean, at a certain point someone needs to kind of actually keep track of what’s happening, you know, in the world, who went where and who wore a hat?

            TOM

            I think it’d be a separate brand. We’d keep the branding, you know, the truthy kind of oatmeal branding?

            Shiv is walking around, amping herself up, trying on arguments for size. 

            SHIV

            I mean, the American Republic is not in great shape. You’ve got the Times, the Post, some news editors at Pierce and one hundred angry young women on Twitter and that’s about it. They’re the last arbiters of whether or not we can do public executions or have a coup. You could get all the bulwarks of our democracy into a single outlet of the Cheesecake Factory. It’s pretty fucking threadbare out there and now we’re going to eat another one?

            TOM

            Uh-huh? Do you want to tell him that?

            She breaks into the truth of her anxieties. 

            SHIV

            Tom, this is serious. We need to work together.

            Tom

            It could be tasty? As Chairman of Global Broadcast News I’d say ‘Yum Yum’ could be the headline.

            SHIV

            Tom. It’s a snake trying to eat a crocodile. It doesn’t fit. It’s a twenty-billion acquisition that either breaks us or takes half a decade to integrate. We need to stop him. Talk to him in Hungary?

            Tom

            I don’t think I want to do that, Shiv?

            ShIV

            (teasing him)

            Hello? Is this the replicant department? My meat puppet’s stopped working.

            TOM

            Shiv?

            SHIV

            Tom. I’m kidding. But big picture? Yeah? People would be smart to remember there’ll be another sheriff one day. Rally the resistance.

            Is Tom one of the people who needs to remember that? 

            INT. logan’s apartment – RECEPTION room – NIGHT

            Marcia is sitting on a sofa in the room to the left of the elevator, with a glass of white wine. Her feet up on the couch. Writing in her diary. Kendall arrives. 

            KeNDALL

            Hey, Marcia. Where’s Dad?

            MarCIA

            I’m sorry. He’s running late. He might not in fact be available.

            Kendall hesitates.

            But, come, sit here. Join me.

            Marcia swings her legs down and pats for him to sit by her.

            Anyway, it’s nice just us, no? Un ‘catch-up’?

            (smiles)

            So, are you doing okay?

            KeNDALL

            Oh yeah. I’ve got a new trainer and we think I might have been breathing wrong for most of my thirties actually, so. Yeah. I’m excited.

            Marcia

            I’m glad you’re looking after yourself. I want you to let me help to look after you too?

            KeNDALL

            That’s kind. But I’m good.

            Does he try to get away from the intimacy but she takes his hand or lightly touches his knee?

            MarCIA

            Family must take care of family.

            (beat)

            That’s why I want to talk to you about your stepbrother.

            Kendall looks nonplussed for a second.

            Amir? Your father’s stepson?

            KENDALL

            Oh? Okay?

            MARCIA

            He’s so talented you know and you two I think have a wonderful rapport.

            KENDALL

            Yeah well, he’s, he’s you know, he’s a super-talented guy.

            MARCIA

            I agree. And I miss him. So. One idea is we get him over to New York? He’s done his time I think in Frankfurt?

            KeNDALL

            In animation? He’s done like five months.

            MaRCIA

            Can you help me with this, Kendall?

            Kendall’s not sure what’s going on.

            KeNDALL

            Did you ask my dad?

            MarCIA

            Sometimes I don’t like to bother him. But he’ll listen to you. He trusts you. After everything.

            Kendall doesn’t like her insinuating. 

            KENDALL

            Okay. Let me think. It’s a decent proposition so no need for it to be cloak-and-dagger.

            Marcia

            I trust you, Kendall. And sometimes it’s nice to have secrets. And it’s nice to keep secrets, you know?

            She puts her hand on his arm. There’s something almost flirtatious about it. Kendall doesn’t react.

            KeNDALL

            I’ll talk to him.

            MarCIA

            You’re a good boy.

            She smiles at him and he forces a smile back. 

            EXT. airport – night

            The Waystar team get out of SUVs towards their waiting private jet. Karolina has brought Sam (thirties), Waystar digital forensics specialist and rat-fucker, along.

            We feel the agendas at work: Tom looks over to Gerri, Karl, Cyd, Ray, Mark – the other ‘adults in the room’ who are huddled. 

            Logan’s car arrives. Laird and Logan emerge. Gerri and the gang change their topic of conversation.

            Kendall looks at Marcia saying farewell to Logan. She oversees the passing of some medication to an assistant. She looks at Kendall and gives him a smile: Remember? Closes the door.

            Tom passes Gerri on the way to the plane.

            TOM

            Why Hungary this year, Gerri?

            GerRI

            I think we’re running out of places that will let us come back.

            Roman rocks up, full of vim. He spots Kendall overseeing a gun case. 

            ROMAN

            Oh what, you brought your own? Super Soaker?

            KeNDALL

            Yup, I’m going on a fucking killing spree.

            ROMAN

            Yeah well I got my own. Blaser. And I’m going to use it, to kill communism.

            KeNDALL

            They’re not communist anymore.

            ROMAN

            Fine, I’ll use it to kill hookers, I don’t give a shit.

            LogAN

            (calls out)

            Ken. You’re with me. Let’s talk timetables.

            Kendall’s with Logan.

            KENDALL

            So listen, Marcia invited me over for dinner?

            LOGAN

            Oh yeah? That’s nice.

            KENDALL

            Yeah. She tried to blackmail me into getting you to move Amir to a job in New York.

            Logan looks at him.

            Yup. I thought you’d like to know.

            Logan doesn’t say anything. Shaking his head, looking around – who can he trust? Walks off.

            INT. roy private jet – night

            Mid-flight. Upbeat mood. The Waystar team enjoying drinks. 

            GreG

            I can’t believe I’m on a private jet. It’s like I’m a band. A very white, very wealthy band.

            (a thought)

            It’s like I’m in U2.

            roman

            Welcome to the inner sanctum.

            GreG

            Yeah it’s nice. Way nicer than the outer sanctum.

            roman

            Well. I hope you like red wine and killing shit.

            GreG

            Oh. Yeah, no. I like – some of those things.

            Logan passes.

            I just wanted to say, sir, thanks for including me. I know no one else my level is here so thanks for the – feather in my cap.

            LogAN

            Uh-huh. It’s not performance-related. Family.

            GreG

            (slightly deflated)

            Uh-huh? Sure. Well, thank you anyway.

            Logan heads off. 

            Logan

            (muttering to himself)

            And I want everyone where I can see them.

            Karolina and Gerri are in conference. Looking over at Logan, talking. 

            Logan clocks them, they clock Logan. 

            What? What the fuck’s the whispering?

            GeRRI

            Um.

            (heads down to him)

            Karolina has bad news I’m afraid. On the book? The biography.

            LOGAN

            I told you to stop it.

            gerri

            I know. I’m sorry.

            KAROLINA

            We made it clear there’ll be no cooperation but she’s signed her deal.

            LoGAN

            Well I don’t want it to come out.

            kaROLINA

            Okay. Got it.

            GeRRI

            I mean, it will come out. I can’t actually, in this nation, yet, sadly, halt the publication of a book.

            LOGAN

            Yeah we can.

            GERRI

            We can threaten and harass. We can intimidate names who might cooperate and get a little dicey?

            LoGAN

            Everything. And the writer. Can we get her writing us a fucking movie for a decade? Let her know in is nice, and out will be fucking horrible. Tooth-comb her.

            KaROLINA

            Leave it with us.

            LOGAN

            Anyone speaks to her and they’re fucked. They’re dead to me. No one goes sniffing my fucking panties.

            KAROLINA

            I’m afraid what I have from our friend suggests she has met with at least one person close to you.

            LOGAN

            Who?

            KAROLINA

            We don’t know. But someone inside.

            LOGAN

            (doesn’t fit)

            Ken? Is it you.

            KENDALL

            No, Dad. Jesus.

            LOGAN

            It’s just, historically speaking, when someone betrays me, it’s usually you.

            Kendall nods, takes it. His burden to bear.

            A way off, Tom watches, summoning the courage to approach.

            I’m kidding, son.

            KeNDALL

            You want me on this, rat-hunting?

            KarolINA

            I can get Sam on it? Go to IT and comb emails and company phones?

            Logan nods. Karolina nods to Sam. Tom looks at him. Logan nods and Tom thinks – maybe now? He starts to head over. 

            Logan suddenly explodes.

            LOGAN

            Fuck!!! Fucking rats! Rats.

            People look around. Tom turns right around – not now!

            What you looking at? Ah? Shouldn’t I shout?

            Kendall makes his way down the plane. Passes Greg. They have a rapport – Tom clocks.

            GrEG

            What was all that, dude?

            KeNDALL

            Someone wants to write Dad’s biography.

            GrEG

            (covering)

            Oh? I hadn’t heard? That’s interesting. And he what, he doesn’t favor that, outcome? Not a fan of the old, the old biographical—

            He fades out. 

            KeNDALL

            Someone’s talked.

            Greg lies as well as he can, which is well enough to get away without raising Kendall’s suspicions. 

            GrEG

            Okay? Right. Is that bad? They might have just said he was a great guy and whatnot? Or am I being dumb.

            KeNDALL

            My dad is quite a private gentleman.

            GREG

            Right, yeah.

            KENDALL

            With a number of personal and business matters he doesn’t wish to be brought into the public domain.

            GREG

            Yeah. Yeah. I can see that.

            KENDALL

            Yeah, so if someone talked, someone close, Sam will smoke them out and Dad’s going to chop them up and throw them in the Danube.

            Kendall nods to Sam who is on his phone. 

            GREG

            Right. Blue Danube no more!

            KENDALL

            You hear anything, let me know, okay?

            On Greg – scared but covering. 

            day two

            EXT. HuntING LODGE COUNTRYSIDE – day

            A convoy of Range Rovers speeds through the countryside. One for each person on the hunt. The scale is impressive.

            They head towards a majestic-looking hunting lodge. 

            EXT. HunTING LODGE – courtyard – DAY

            Logan and Laird head in past various welcoming staff, some in traditional Hungarian dress. 

            Logan

            So can we start to push?

            Laird

            That would be pushy.

            LOGAN

            Too slow it’s no defense?

            LAIRD

            Too fast we spook them. The first harpoon has to land like spring rain. Let me figure it out.

            INT. HunTING LODGE – staircase – DAY

            Karl, Gerri, Cyd, Ray, Mark are huddled. Logan and Laird pass.

            LOGAN

            So this is nice, right? Good for morale. How’s your morale?

            GerRI

            Great. We’re very happy.

            LOGAN

            So I need my top minds on Pierce. PR, legal, financial, strategic, I’m gonna need some meat in the sandwich, alright? You can do that, Top Minds Committee?

            GerRI

            We got it.

            Logan and Laird continue on. The huddle remains. 

            Good?

            KARL

            Good.

            GERRI

            Yeah I think we can come up with a good set of arguments right?

            KARL

            Uh-huh.

            Are they ever going to say it?

            GerRI

            Okay look. I’m gonna say it – my only minor sidebar would be it’s a very exciting deal but it is obviously completely nuts.

            Karl

            Uh-huh. If we’re puppy-punching, I would tend to agree. It’s insane.

            cyd

            I wouldn’t even say it was that good. We have no bandwidth with the proxy battle.

            Karl

            We can’t offer any equity because of Sandy and Stewy so it’s mostly debt and we might just make it, but a point or two of a twitch from the Fed and …

            Karl pulls a face: We’re fucked.

            RAY

            He screws it, our names are shit and our stock is for shit.

            Gerri

            Look, Karl, maybe while you’re out, do you think that would be a good time to raise some concerns? In a more relaxed atmosphere?

            Karl

            Uh-huh. In a more relaxed atmosphere, with guns?

            Cyd

            Karl? C’mon.

            KARL

            I mean personally, I think it’s kind of a human-rights issue that you ladies are not coming hunting. I’m quite angry about that. I might raise that?

            gerri

            Thanks, Karl. Always looking out for the ladies.

            Cyd

            CFO. I think this is on you?

            Karl looks around at them. They have him kind of cornered. 

            GERRI

            We’ll be in the spa, getting rub-downs from yokels with strong hands.

            Cyd and Gerri head off. 

            Cyd

            It’s a pity I don’t get to go hunting.

            GERRI

            Seriously?

            Cyd

            I could have shot a big stupid animal. Tom perhaps.

            Ray and Karl watch them go.

            Ray

            I think they just cut your balls off. Maybe you should join them in the spa.

            INT. HUNTING LODGE – reception room – DAY

            Logan, Kendall, Roman, Gerri, Tom, Karl, Mark, Cyd, Peter, Ray, the rest of the senior cadre and Colin are having welcome drinks. Greg eyes Sam, scared.

            Frank walks in, flanked by staff.

            FrANK

            Hello hello. Is this the right place for the punishment beating?

            LOGAN

            Frank. How’ve you been? Come here, you old bastard. Come on.

            Logan shakes his hand.

            Kendall, where’s the thing? I’m sorry we didn’t get to talk at the wedding.

            FraNK

            You must have cut me dead four times?

            LOGAN

            Just busy. You know. All’s fair in love, war and M and A, Kendall, where’s the thing?

            Kendall has a watch which he gives to Logan who presents it to Frank. 

            FRANK

            What’s this?

            LOGAN

            The back?

            Frank flips it for the inscription.

            FRANK

            ‘Some work of noble note may yet be done’—

            (then, finishing …)

            not unbecoming men who strove with gods.

            Logan smiles. But maybe Kendall has chosen this apposite quote, not Logan. Frank is touched. 

            That’s nice. That’s a nice thing. You okay?

            LOGAN

            Sandy and Stewy have got my nuts in the vice. But, Frank, you’ve got the grease to slip ’em out, right?

            FrANK

            Truly, revolting image. Hey, Kenny!

            Frank expects a big hug from Kendall but Kendall hangs back. It’s weird. Almost like Kendall is chained to Logan. 

            KeNDALL

            Good to see you.

            Logan looks at Roman: Do as you’re told.

            RoMAN

            Frank. It’s not been the same without you. It’s been better. Nah, I’m fucking with you. We’ve missed your blah blah and all your great …

            FrANK

            Typically exquisite oratory.

            ROMAN

            You want oratory? Blow me. That’s oratory.

            GUIDE

            Gentlemen? Time to change and our safety briefing?

            Logan

            (to the room)

            Here’s the safety briefing – if you move against me, I will blow a hole in the back of your fucking head.

            ROMAN

            (to the room)

            Also – stay hydrated. Happy hunting!

            Forced laughs.

            EXT. hunting lodge COURTYARD – DAY

            Beaters in hi-vis jackets finish loading Range Rovers with guns, ammo, binoculars and other equipment.

            Logan, Kendall, Roman, Tom, Karl, Laird, Mark, Peter, Ray, Frank, the other senior men and Colin are in camouflage gear and hi-vis baseball caps. Some already have their ear-defenders around their necks. 

            Guide

            So before I do the safety talk, let me introduce you to the team. These are our local hunters who will be with you today …

            Tom

            Do we need this, we all know how to shoot, right?

            RomAN

            Sure. I mean. Do you?

            TOM

            Yeah, me and Dad used to hunt game.

            ROMAN

            Wow. I knew you were poor, but I didn’t realize you couldn’t afford food.

            TOM

            It was recreational, Roman. My dad teaches.

            ROMAN

            Did you eat roadkill too?

            TOM

            No, Roman, we did not eat roadkill. He teaches media studies—

            Guide

            So. Hello. Take care. Wild boar are dangerous. They are very fast and very aggressive. Also, we have had sightings of bears in from Romania. If you see a bear, alert us immediately.

            roman

            Wait, there are bears?

            Greg

            If there are bears, are there wolves?

            ROMAN

            Bears don’t automatically mean wolves. Do they?

            greg

            Should we shoot the bear?

            GuIDE

            Do not shoot the bears. But if you do shoot the bear, shoot the bear dead.

            Roman

            What’s the best way to shoot the bear dead, sir?

            kendALL

            What do you think is the best way, numbnuts?

            Roman

            Shoot it in the heart?

            ToM

            That’ll just break its heart, then you’ll have a sad bear.

            Greg

            Is it safe, I mean, should we go, if there are bears?

            Tom

            Don’t worry, Greg, I’ll protect you.

            ROMAN

            (whispers)

            That’s what men say just before they rape you.

            EXT. HUNTING LODGE COUNTRYSIDE – DAY

            On Greg and Tom walking. Greg is nervous. 

            Tom

            You okay there?

            Greg

            Uh-huh. Just wary of the many – guns.

            TOM

            Not much of a hunter?

            GREG

            Not really got much of the old, blood lust. Nope. You like—

            TOM

            Annihilating my fellow mammals? What’s not to like?

            (then, pally)

            I tell you what you’d be good at hunting? Truffles. You’d make an excellent truffle pig. Snuffle out a few ‘tartufo’ for me to shave onto my tagliatelle?

            Greg

            I’d prefer to hunt truffles. They’d be less likely to gore me.

            TOM

            You okay? You seem jumpy.

            GrEG

            I mean how do they know we won’t accidentally shoot each other?

            TOM

            That’s what the hi-vis cap is for.

            GrEG

            This is my only line of protection? If this is meant to protect me why isn’t the rest of me hi-vis? The rest of me is basically camouflaged. That makes literally no sense. Also, my head is not where you expect to see a head. It’s much higher. So if you’re looking at head height, you’re actually looking at my nipple area and all you’ll see is, you know, nipple camouflage. I’m a high-rise bullet hotel with plenty of vacancies.

            Tom laughs and shakes his head. They walk. 

            Tom

            This is nice. ‘Europe’. Nice bit of war-torn, spooky, anti-Semitic, vampirey, authoritarian, Europe.

            Greg

            So much shit might have happened right here, probably, maybe, right? Wars and so on?

            TOM

            Oh sure, man. Sure.

            (then)

            It’s good to see you, Greg. You spend so much time hanging out with Kendall a girl can start to wonder!

            GREG

            Ha. Haha. No. No. Listen, Tom, can I ask you something, as a, on the friend level?

            TOM

            Of course, man. Are you worried about what you did at cruises?

            GREG

            What we did, no. No it’s this – Sam guy, do you know him?

            TOM

            Rat-fucker Sam? Oh sure. He background-checked me when I started dating Shiv.

            GREG

            Right.

            (smiles)

            And is he like, is he—? Like what’s his – competency? Is he nice?

            TOM

            You’re enquiring as to the moral character of a man named ‘Rat-fucker Sam?’ He’s a piece of fucking shit.

            (looks at Greg)

            What’s up, Greg?

            GREG

            We’ve been through a bit, right? Can I trust you, Tom?

            TOM

            Well, we’re born alone and we die alone.

            (smiles)

            But yes. Of course. Up to a point of course you can.

            GreG

            Uh-huh, it’s just, I mean, it’s nothing really. But, you know how Logan’s mad someone talked to his biographer?

            TOM

            Greg?

            GREG

            I mean how likely is it that Sam will find out the person, if they emailed from a private email?

            TOM

            Oh fuck, man. Really?

            GrEG

            I didn’t even meet her. I pre-met her! But she tried to make the pre-meet a meet-meet. So I left.

            Tom thinks.

            TOM

            Okay well, honestly, I think if you told Logan, he might kill you. So. You need to put that in the locker and don’t tell anyone ever and pray you can trust me because you just handed me a valuable piece of capital. Greg, buddy. Never ever do that again. Okay? Right? Trust no one. Ever.

            GREG

            Right. Thank you. Wise words. Thanks.

            INT. CONNOR AND WILLA’S HOTEL SUITE – KITCHEN – DAY

            Shiv is shown in by a hotel staff member. Connor greets her. 

            Connor

            Hey! There you are!

            ShIV

            (can’t quite believe it)

            Yeah, here I am.

            She hands over the bottle of wine she’s brought. Connor doesn’t like the look of it and hands it off. He introduces her to a couple of political strategists sitting around working – Eric and Bud, veterans of the scene.

            ConNOr

            You know Eric Schulman and Bud Henley of course. They’ve joined the team.

            Shiv’s surprised. These guys are serious. 

            ShIV

            Eric. Wow. Hey?

            CONNOR

            Good guys. You saw the vid?

            As they walk.

            SHIV

            Those are serious guys? They’re fucking pieces of shit, Con?

            ConNOR

            Yup, they’re my pieces of shit. Willa’s finishing a rewrite. Would you like a drink?

            Connor goes over to a blender full of red liquid. 

            SHIV

            I’m good. What’s in the smoothie?

            CONNOR

            Burgundy.

            SHIV

            I’m sorry?

            CONNOR

            I hyper-decant. You don’t hyper-decant? You’re just doing regular decanting?

            ShIV

            If by regular decanting you mean pouring it into my mouth, then yes.

            CONNOR

            You should hyper-decant. It softens the tannins, heightens the aromas. You can age your wine five years in ten seconds.

            Connor adds some salt to the wine. 

            ShIV

            And you’re adding salt to it?

            ConnOR

            Sure. You salt your food don’t you? So salt your wine. Brings out the flavor. But you mustn’t oversalt – that’s important – otherwise, it tastes too much of salt.

            SHIV

            I’ll tell you this much, they’ll be giving you some salty wine up at Rikers if you go to jail? Do you know what they do to rich people in jail, Connor?

            Connor

            Yes. They let them out early. To mitigate the risk of being sued.

            SHIV

            Going to jail is not a good look. Not many campaign posters use mugshots.

            CONNOR

            The world’s changed, Shiv. The old shibboleths are crumbling. And you know what, the elites are scared.

            (looks out of his window)

            I can see them down there, a-scrabbling and a-reconfiguring. But no clue what the whirlwind they have stirred heralds.

            SHIV

            Do you think if you’re looking down on the elites, from like your penthouse, maybe that is indicative of something?

            Willa joins them, giving Shiv an apologetic look.

            CoNNOR

            Smart.

            (to Willa)

            She’s smart right?

            ShIV

            Listen, Con. Don’t put your video up, okay?

            CONNOR

            Why?

            SHIV

            The family. We’re worried you’re going to humiliate us and humiliate yourself.

            CONNOR

            Oh okay. Dad? Great. Badge of honor. You hear that, Willa? I got them on the ropes already.

            SHIV

            I don’t think he’s on the ropes, Connor. I think he’s worried that you’re going to die in prison.

            Connor is pissed off about Shiv coming as the messenger. 

            ConnoR

            Look. Tell Dad he can sleep easy. He’s safe, for now. As for us, this, I’d like to make you a rather, indecent proposal.

            ShiV

            I’m guessing you haven’t seen that film.

            WilLA

            He has, it’s his favorite.

            CONNOR

            I happen to know you’re at a loose end. Shiv. Come and work for me?

            ShIV

            Oh, sweetie. No. I mean, that’s so— But no.

            CONNOR

            It’s a big offer. And if Gil fired you, maybe you’re a difficult hire now?

            SHIV

            He didn’t fire me.

            CONNOR

            What would it take to change your mind?

            SHIV

            A lobotomy and a total realignment of modern politics. Con, seriously, the video is batshit.

            CONNOR

            You’ve sent the message. I’ll consider. With my team.

            Connor heads off. Willa watches him go. Smiles at Shiv.

            Shiv

            So what’s your read?

            Willa’s now gathering her stuff on her way out the door. 

            WiLLA

            Sorry. Listen. I’ve got to go. I’m meeting my cast for a drink.

            Shiv

            Oh. Okay. Okay.

            (thinks)

            Sounds – fun?

            Shiv has seen another way in. Willa brightens. 

            WiLLA

            It’s basically a bunch of actors bitching in a really shitty bar. I take my own Pinot from the cellar?

            ShIV

            Well let’s hit it with salt, pepper and hot sauce and go, baby!

            It’s nice – to be treated with affection by someone from the family.

            EXT. HUNTING LODGE COUNTRYSIDE – DAY

            Kendall sees a boar. He shoots it. And shoots it. And just keeps on unloading. It’s weird and a little frightening. 

            EXT. huNTING LODGE COUNTRYSIDE – HIGH-SEAT TRACK – Day

            A flattened track with woods on either side. A row of ‘high seats’ (wooden platforms for shooting) line either side. Most of the Waystar execs have taken their positions in them.

            Down nearby, Kendall and Roman find themselves heading the same way at the same time. Their beaters are nearby. Kendall eyes Roman. 

            KeNDALL

            Hey how you doing?

            ROMAN

            My guy’s useless. I think he’s working for the boar. I got fucking nothing.

            Kendall laughs. Ingratiatingly. 

            KENDALL

            So, listen, you get a call from the biographer?

            ROMAN

            Obviously. I’m the interesting one. You?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Yeah. Yeah.

            Roman looks at him. 

            ROMAN

            You thinking of talking to her?

            KeNDALL

            I dunno. You?

            RoMAN

            I mean, if you talk to her, I’ll have to talk to her, to correct all your bullshit.

            KeNDALL

            (gentle joking)

            But I’m gonna tell her you’re a great guy so?

            RoMAN

            Then I will set her straight.

            Beat. Roman conflicted. He ‘hates’ his brother but it’s so rare that he gets let in … 

            So c’mon, why you so into Pierce?

            KeNDALL

            Me?

            ROMAN

            Last time Dad went after it you were like, ‘That’s so last century, let’s buy The Internet.’ I may be paraphrasing.

            Kendall

            Yeah I just think. We know news. Stay in our lane. Do you like it?

            ROMAN

            Oh, I love it.

            KeNDALL

            The synergies are great.

            ROMAN

            Exactly. Carnage. Lay-offs.

            Roman gets a call: Naomi Pierce. 

            He takes out his work phone, realizes it’s the wrong one – takes out his personal phone. Kendall looks at him: Who?

            Private.

            He walks off. Kendall watches him, maybe even follows. 

            Hey Naomi. How’s it going?

            (casual)

            Oh, what’s that?

            (then)

            Uh-huh.

            (shit)

            Well thanks for letting me know. Let’s stay across that. Thank you for, that information. Talk soon, thanks for letting me know.

            He hangs up, looking like death warmed up.

            KeNDALL

            Good news?

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Sure.

            Roman looks at his phone, nervous, starts to text. 

            KeNDALL

            I can tell. Anything you want to share? I’m here for you.

            ROMAN

            Yeah. Sure. Rava’s pregnant and I’m the dad.

            KeNDALL

            Uh-huh. Sure. C’mon, bro. What was that?

            ROMAN

            A PR thing. Nothing.

            Kendall looks at him. Brother knowledge. 

            KENDALL

            You’re lying. Why?

            RomAN

            Well, you’re lying about being into Pierce.

            KeNDALL

            I know you. You’re full of shit.

            ROMAN

            And I know you. Why the fuck are you lying? Ah?

            Guide

            We’re ready to do the drive now!

            ROMAN

            C’mon. Let’s murder a terrified mammal.

            EXT. huNTING LODGE COUNTRYSIDE – HIGH-SEAT TRACK – Day

            Dogs bark. 

            Tom

            Okay. Such shitty hunters now we’re shooting piggies in a barrel. We might as well just throw a grenade at the pigs.

            The beaters let out cries to alert the hunters. Boar run across the track. A volley of shots is fired. 

            EXT. HuNTING LODGE COUNTRYSIDE – NIGHT

            Bonfires have been lit. The hunting party pose for a photo in front of their kills which are laid out in rows. Not a huge number. Some beaters laugh and joke in Hungarian. Probably about how bad the Americans are at hunting. 

            Some of the local guides play horns, a kind of ode to the fallen.

            Guide

            Dear Logan Roy and guests, today I am happy to report you have shot fifteen boar. In the name of my team and myself I would like to thank you very much for the good and safe hunting. We hope to have you back soon. Waidmannsheil!

            KeNDALL

            And we’d like to thank you and your team, Johannes, for a great day. It’s been a lot of fun.

            The photo’s taken. People disperse. Karl looks at Tom. Tom looks at them, he has something to propose. 

            Tom

            Hey listen, Karl. Just wanted to have a little chat about a cool move for you?

            KaRL

            Oh right – Gerri! We wanted to have a chat with you, Tom?

            Tom

            Uh-huh?

            He feels boxed in as Gerri approaches.

            KARL

            Yeah, I don’t know how you feel, about Pierce? But a few of us were having a few doubts?

            TOM

            Okay. Well that’s interesting! That’s really smart. Well maybe you should raise it?

            gerri

            Okay, although, we also thought it could be good for you to say something?

            Tom

            Oh, right. Okay, although wouldn’t it be better if it came from, you know, trusted old—?

            GerRI

            Right. Smart. Karl? That’s interesting. Should we do it?

            Fuck no, no way.

            Karl

            That could be cool. It’s not a big deal right who actually says it?

            GerRI

            I guess you are family. And he does treat family differently?

            TOM

            No, sure. I mean he did once call me the ‘Cunt of Monte Cristo’?

            GeRRI

            That was joshing. In a way that’s testament to your closeness?

            TOM

            In a way.

            KARL

            He likes you. And you’re a fine mind, articulate, a strong leader.

            The veneer breaks.

            ToM

            Oh I’m articulate? You’re kind. In fact I’m so flattered I’ll walk right into the fucking machine-gun nest, right?

            GeRRI

            Also, I’ve spoken to Shiv and I know she’s asked you to talk to him?

            Game-changer.

            TOM

            Uh-huh?

            Tom now feels the net closing.

            GERRI

            Yeah. So if you don’t, and she asks? Yeah?

            KarL

            We’ll back you up. It’s an honor. You get to lead the charge?

            GeRRI

            This is where heroes are born, Tom. On the battlefield.

            TOM

            It’s also commonly where they get killed, Gerri.

            They look at him – he looks like: Fine, I’ll do it! 

            INT. BAR – DAY

            Willa and Shiv are with a bunch of actors from her play.

            SHIV

            So, listen, Willa. About Con, can I ask you a favor?

            WILLA

            Sure thing?

            SHIV

            Maybe ask him to pump the breaks on that video? And also the whole ‘wanting to be leader of the free world’ thing?

            WILLA

            He does love a project?

            SHIV

            I know but at least with the eco-dome, it wasn’t a public humiliation? You’re smart. You get it.

            WILLA

            Okay. I thought it looked okay?

            SHIV

            And. I hope you don’t mind me asking this – but, you and Connor. You’re okay, right?

            WILLA

            Sure. I mean we both, just – support each other’s dream. His dream is the White House. Mine is Broadway.

            SHIV

            Sure. You realize, those guys he has in there? Those are serious guys. They’ll suck ten million out of him and he won’t even feel it go. I mean how much is your play gonna cost?

            WILLA

            Uh-huh. I’ll think. I will. Thanks, Shiv.

            Shiv checks out Chris, a handsome actor with the group. Willa thinks she’s with a friend. 

            And you, Shiv?

            Shiv

            Me?

            WILLA

            Are you okay. You’re happy? Tom, everything.

            Shiv didn’t expect her life to be up for discussion.

            SHIV

            Oh yeah. Fuck yeah. I’m really happy. I have everything I could want.

            Shiv looks up and sees Chris, looking at her from across the room. It’s obvious he likes her. 

            Willa gets pulled into a conversation with an actor who looks a tiny bit like Shiv – red-haired and fair.* 

            Shiv checks her phone. Nothing. She texts Tom: ‘Any news?’ 

            INT. HUNTING LODGE – corridor – NIGHT

            Logan makes his way down a corridor. 

            LAIRD

            Um, Logan, so, look, I hate to be a party pooper, but I have poop.

            LoGAN

            Huh?

            LAIRD

            The Pierce family banker called to say the family got word you were on maneuvers and it’s freaked them out, we need to back right off.

            LOGAN

            This was supposed to be choreographed! That’s about as choreographed as a dog getting fucked on roller skates. Was there a leak?

            laird

            He was cagey. Might have been accidental.

            LOGAN

            This is no accident. Did you see a fatter fucking deal, Jamie?

            LAIRD

            Logan. It sounds like maybe someone put out a feeler?

            LOGAN

            Did you put out a fucking early feeler? Get greedy, want a deal this quarter? Huh?

            LAIRD

            C’mon. I’m not worried about getting my slice of pie.

            Logan looks at Laird.

            LOGAN

            Someone’s trying to fuck me. Who knew? No one. It’s someone here. I’ve got snakes in the fucking basket.

            LaIRD

            Do you want me to go down the list of other acquisition targets?

            LOGAN

            No! I want Pierce! Get back to the city. Find another way in. Some of these fuckers are trying to kill this. They’re fucking pygmies. Fucking lice.

            Tight on Logan as he walks and thinks and glowers through the many corridors and passageways. 

            INT. HUNTING LODGE – DINING ROOM – NIGHT

            A medieval vibe. Candlelight. Mounted animal heads on the walls. The Waystar team chat over drinks. 

            Tom clocks Logan as he enters. Text from Shiv: ‘Have you done it?’ He’s eager to do his duty. Gerri nods to Tom: Say something. 

            LOGAN

            (to the room)

            How we all doing? We all having a nice time on the company coin?

            Then, to Gerri, without Tom hearing, but others might. 

            You okay, Gerri? You’re looking tired.

            GERRI

            I’m good, thanks.

            LOGAN

            Good cos I want the Pierce pension options first thing.

            GeRRI

            I was going to do that Monday?

            LOGAN

            Sure. But you are aware how fucking urgent it is we land Pierce to fight off the Sandy–Stewy bid?

            GERRI

            Shall I get into it now?

            LOGAN

            No. Not now. Enjoy the party. Just make sure it’s done tonight.

            GERRI

            Right? I should probably – go?

            LOGAN

            Stay. We need to boost morale.

            GeRRI

            Okay? Well, great.

            (sarcastic)

            I can feel it rising.

            Logan walks on. Tom steels his nerve, tries to make a surgical-strike approach.

            Tom

            Er, Logan?

            Logan

            Uh-huh?

            TOM

            Just – um, heads-up, family heads-up, to let you know, in a minute I might say something, but don’t worry, it’s not real. Okay?

            LOGAN

            Uh?

            TOM

            Just headline is: I’ll say something, but disregard it.

            Logan looks at him, more required. 

            I guess people see me as a leader or something. And there was an issue they wanted raised. But don’t be under the impression I’m really against what I’ll speak against, okay?

            Logan’s look makes Tom explain further. 

            Pierce.

            LoGAN

            What?

            TOM

            People are against it, but they’re scared, but they think of me as kind of brave. Which I would be, if I needed to be, but I don’t. So? Good?

            Logan looks at him. Then walks off, takes a glass and raises it.

            LOGAN

            A toast! To my top team.

            Everyone drinks. 

            Again! Fill ’em all up! Eat, everyone, eat! And drink, c’mon. It’s a party isn’t it?

            Karolina catches Logan’s eye as she slips out of the room. Something about Logan’s air says she can go. 

            Logan spots Ray trying to escape, sensing the vibe. 

            Ray. Where you going?

            Ray

            Just for a leak.

            LOGAN

            Nah. Sorry. We’re sticking together.

            Ray stuck. 

            You need to take a leak, piss in a bucket. We’re locking down. It’s alright, we’re all pals here.

            RaY

            Right?

            Really? Ray is caught in the headlights. After a beat Ray heads to the drinks table to grab an ice bucket. 

            LOGAN

            Jesus Christ, Ray, I’m pulling your pisser, come back here, put the bucket away you disgusting bastard.

            Staff wheel in food on trolleys. Dinner’s about to be served.

            INT. BAR – day

            Shiv checks her phone – no answer from Tom. Willa’s still talking to the red-haired actress. Chris joins Shiv.

            CHRIS

            Hey. Chris.

            ShIV

            Shiv.

            ChRIS

            Actor. Me. I’m an actor. You a writer?

            ShIV

            Is this weird to ask but the redhead, who is she in the play? Does she work in politics?

            CHRIS

            Um, she lives in the desert, she’s trapped in the desert by this sort of, I guess you’d say he’s like an eccentric pervert?

            SHIV

            Right.

            ChRIS

            So what do you do? Something ‘important’?

            ShIV

            (yes)

            Oh no, not really no.

            ChRIS

            Oh, I bet you will one day!

            ShIV

            Fingers crossed! I should make a call.

            ChRIS

            Jealous boyfriend?

            SHIV

            Just a guy that works for me.

            ChRIS

            He’s still at work?

            Shiv

            He’d better be.

            ChRIS

            Wow, sounds like you’re riding him hard.

            (then)

            But maybe he likes it?

            SHIV

            Yeah, that was – almost a coherent flirt. Let me get back to you on that.

            She steps away. The call goes to voicemail.

            Tom, just checking you’ve talked to him. Because I’m thinking … Don’t let me down, soldier.

            She hangs up. Willa joins her.

            WiLLA

            Shiv?

            SHIV

            What?

            WILLA

            Um. It’s gone up.

            On her phone is a local New York news report.

            Newscaster

            It’s kick-off season for presidential campaigns. And one potential candidate’s come up with a twist: he wants to go to jail! Connor Roy, eldest son of media mogul Logan Roy, announced today his intention to go to prison rather than pay federal income tax at the current level.

            The report segues into Connor’s tax speech.

            SHIV

            Jesus Christ, Con.

            Shiv looks a little defeated. Chris doesn’t understand what’s going on but smiles, supportively.

            INT. HUNTING LODGE – DINING ROOM – NIGHT

            A long table piled high with a lot of meat and other foods. Some people are still eating. Logan gets up and prowls the room.

            LOGAN

            C’mon, drink up! You’re meant to be enjoying yourselves. I paid enough.

            Karl

            (whispers to Tom)

            I think, now’s the time, Tom?

            Tom

            You think?

            Logan watches. Walks. We might see that out of view he nods for a waiter to pour water in his vodka glass, then switch to vodka for everyone else – Logan with his eyes encourages top-ups all round. 

            Logan turns to Frank and asks, through the drunken rising chatter—

            LogAN

            A toast. Frank. You wanna?

            Frank

            Er. Okay. To old friends!

            LOGAN

            Lovely. So, why’d you come, Frank?

            FrANK

            Here? Well, because you invited me.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh? Not here on recon for your stuck-up pals?

            FRANK

            Logan. We’re old. I try not to leave fences broken.

            LOGAN

            You’re a fucking creep.

            FrANK

            Excuse me??

            LOGAN

            You went for three jobs, you didn’t get any of them. Your vineyard was a write-off. And now your trophy girlfriend’s sucking some waiter’s dick in Palermo, so you come crawling back. Like a fucking worm.

            Roman leans in to Kendall.

            ROMAN

            Actually, I’m kinda glad he’s back now.

            FrANK

            What’s happening? Ken?

            Kendall doesn’t want to see Frank punished but can’t say anything against his dad. He shrugs and looks at the floor.

            Karl looks at Tom.

            Karl

            Now?

            Tom looks like: Fuck you. Logan turns to the room. 

            LOGAN

            Someone’s talked to Michelle Pantsil. There are rats on this ship. And Pierce. What’s going on? Who’s got my back? Ah? Who’s really behind me?

            Roman looks uncomfortable. Greg’s shitting his whack.

            Anyone want to own up? Anyone want to rat out a rat?

            (looks around)

            Are you a rat? How about you?

            Beat. No one says anything. 

            What about you, Karl? Nothing to tell me?

            KARL

            Such as?

            LOGAN

            I dunno? Where the local whorehouse is?

            KARL

            Oh hahaha. I don’t know about that?

            LOGAN

            That used to be your favorite, Karl? Your old lady know about that?

            KARL

            Well, you know? She knows I’m something of a libertine.

            LOGAN

            Is that a yes? Shall we get her on speakerphone and ask her?

            KARL

            Logan, please?

            GrEG

            (whispers to Ray)

            I thought this was a morale booster?

            LOGAN

            Everyone! Phones on the table. Company and private. We’re getting down to brass fucking tacks.

            Everyone puts their phones on the table. Roman puts down his work cell. (But keeps his personal.) 

            GerrI

            Is this really necessary? It may not be legal, to demand—

            LOGAN

            We’ve got a snake.

            Logan looks at Tom.

            Tom? You and your fragile ego talk to Pantsil?

            Tom looks at Greg. Greg’s scared Tom’s going to talk.

            TOM

            No, sir. Logan? Shall we switch to strategy?

            LOGAN

            Here’s a strategy, Tom, why don’t you pipe down till you come tell me I’ve got a grandson coming, alright? Or are you shooting blanks?

            (then)

            Karl. You like the Pierce deal?

            Karl

            I like it. I like it. Sure.

            LOGAN

            Bullshit. Boar on the Floor!

            KARL

            Excuse me?

            LOGAN

            It’s a game – over there – in the corner. Stand over there!

            Karl goes over to another part of the room.

            Tom?

            TOM

            Me? Pierce? Well there’s a lot of factors.

            Tom looks at him: Why is he doing this?

            But. Yes I personally like it.

            LOGAN

            Boar on the Floor. Over there. Gerri. Pierce?

            GerrI

            I – I well, I guess honestly, I have had some doubts.

            LOGAN

            You see. Honesty! Greg? You get some orders from my brother, the fucking ‘Conscience of the Prairies’?

            Greg

            Me? Oh I, I don’t … Yeah I guess I had some doubts too.

            LOGAN

            Fucking doubter! Go on. Over there!

            GREG

            But, I thought you got spared if you told the truth? That seemed to be the rule?

            LOGAN

            Roman?

            Roman

            I like it, for real, Dad. I want to help.

            (then under his dad’s gaze)

            Kendall took a call from the biographer!

            KENDALL

            We all got a call, Rome.

            ROMAN

            But he said he might talk to her.

            KENDALL

            To smoke you out for Dad.

            ROMAN

            Why do you get to smoke me out? I was smoking you out!

            KENDALL

            What was your mystery call anyway, mystery man?

            ROMAN

            Yeah it was your kids telling me how much they miss me.

            Logan looks at the group standing off. 

            LOGAN

            Someone spiked Pierce. Which of you fucking boars did it?

            (to Frank)

            You get a sniff of it over here? Tell your Brahmin cunt friends, Tennyson?

            A moment of eye contact between Frank and Kendall. 

            FrANK

            Logan. This is horrible.

            LOGAN

            You love it, Frank. Tom. Sit on the floor. It’s fun.

            ToM

            Are you serious?

            LOGAN

            It’s a game, Tom! Boar on the Floor.

            TOM

            I really feel—

            LOGAN

            C’mon, everyone plays, we’ll all play, get down. It’s fun.

            Tom sits gingerly on the floor. 

            An awkward moment of eye contact between Tom and Greg. It’s painful for both of them.

            Boar on the Floor! Boar on the Floor!

            He chants. After a while, everyone starts chanting—

            EverYONE

            Boar on the Floor! Boar on the Floor!

            Another painful look between Tom and Greg as Greg joins in with the chanting. 

            LOGAN

            Karl? Get down. Greg, on the floor, boar!

            GrEG

            Why am I in this, Tom?

            TOM

            How the fuck would I know, Greg? You think I have a rational explanation for this?

            Logan throws sausages at them as they sit on the floor. 

            LOGAN

            Come on, Frank! Feed the piggies! Guest of honor!

            He makes Frank throw a sausage.

            ROMAN

            Boar on the Floor, Boar on the Floor!

            LOGAN

            Honk for your sausages, piggies!

            They start honking. 

            On the count of three. The last little piggy to eat a sausage is the mole!

            TOM

            That doesn’t seem like a very good way to get to ascertain the truth?

            LOGAN

            Who spoke to Panstil?

            Tom and Greg share another look. Suddenly Greg realizes Tom’s going to crack.

            GreG

            (quiet)

            Please.

            LOGAN

            Three, two, one!

            There are two sausages on the floor. Tom, Karl and Greg dash to grab a sausage, barging into each other. The rest of the gang start shouting encouragement. 

            Tom and Greg grab a sausage each. Then Karl grabs Tom’s sausage. 

            ToM

            It was Karl! Karl stole my sausage.

            LoGAN

            Too slow. I’ll get your prize. Eat up, piggies.

            Logan walks out. 

            Roman has got his phone out and is filming Greg and Karl on the floor with their sausages. Kendall grabs Roman’s phone.

            KENDALL

            Hey, c’mon, this isn’t Abu Ghraib.

            ROMAN

            Hey! Give that back!

            KeNDALL

            Oh? What’s the problem – something to hide? What’s your code?

            ROMAN

            Fuck you.

            KENDALL

            Facelock? Fucking hold still.

            Kendall tries to hold Roman’s phone in front of his face to unlock it. 

            ROMAN

            Fuck you.

            Roman shakes his head. Kendall grapples to hold it still. They wrestle. 

            INT. CHRIS’S APARTMENT – living room – NIGHT

            Shiv is on the couch in Chris’s shabby apartment. He emerges from the kitchen with mismatched glasses on a tray with a bong.

            CHRIS

            Do you want to hit this? It’s just some resin I scraped from the downpipe in the bowl I’m afraid.

            SHIV

            Yum. No, I’m good. No TV? You a laptop guy?

            ChRIS

            Nah, no screens.

            ShIV

            No – no news?

            ChRIS

            Oh I don’t follow the news. These days, the real news comes from comedians.

            SHIV

            (playful)

            If I kiss you will you stop talking?

            She kisses him.

            So – I’m in an open relationship. It probably sounds complicated and bohemian but it’s pretty simple. Any questions?

            ChriS

            Um, I don’t think so, no.

            SHIV

            God, look at you. You’re practically perfect.

            CHRIS

            Thank you. I know about Bohemia. I was in The Winter’s Tale by William Shakespeare which is set there—

            She kisses him. 

            INT. HUNTING LODGE – dining room – NIGHT

            Logan enters with a member of staff who is pushing a kitchen trolley with a silver dish cover. 

            LOGAN

            All must have prizes!

            TOM

            W—? What’s in there?

            Kendall brings Roman’s phone over to Logan.

            KeNDALL

            It was Roman. Roman talked to Pierce.

            Kendall shows his dad Roman’s phone.

            He took a call from Naomi Pierce.

            LOGAN

            Roman? Did someone get at you?

            ROMAN

            I didn’t betray you, Dad.

            kendaLL

            Oh yeah, what was the call? You make her a fucking ‘promposal’?

            RoMAN

            I wasn’t trying to fuck the deal. I was trying to land the deal. I was trying to help. I thought it would be a nice surprise?

            LoGAN

            Son, you’re a moron.

            KenDALL

            Boar on the Floor? Just saying?

            RomAN

            Fuck you.

            LogAN

            How much is a gallon of milk?

            RoMAN

            What? I don’t know. Who the fuck knows, Dad? Literally no one knows. Who gives a shit?

            Logan points at someone in the room.

            LOGAN

            You. How much is a gallon of milk?

            They shrug: Don’t know.

            ROMAN

            Ten bucks?

            LOGAN

            You’re a bunch of silk-stocking fucks. I’m surrounded by snakes and morons. Who backs me on Pierce, ah? Who?!

            KENDALL

            None of them do, Dad.

            Everyone looks at Kendall. He just takes the hate. 

            LOGAN

            Yeah well we’re going after it and I will win.

            EXT. HUNTING LODGE – NIGHT

            Kendall back out where the deliveries come in, having a cigarette, drink in hand. Turns round to see Roman waiting, with a rifle in his hand. 

            RomAN

            You owe me an apology.

            KeNDALL

            Uh-huh, Rome. Bedtime.

            ROMAN

            I was going to tell him in my own time.

            KeNDALL

            You don’t always get to choose how things play out.

            ROMAN

            Says the guy who tried to fuck the company and the family and is still somehow golden. Man, you’re a grade-A, state-of-the-art, surround-sound piece of shit.

            KeNDALL

            You’re entitled to your opinion.

            Roman snaps, puts the gun to his shoulder.

            ROMAN

            Oh fuck you.

            KeNDALL

            Yeah?

            He edges closer to Kendall, the gun aimed right at his face.

            Roman

            Yeah. Fuck you.

            KENDALL

            I wouldn’t. You’ll feel bad.

            ROMAN

            No. I don’t think so.

            KeNDALL

            Accidents happen, dude.

            ROMAN

            Yeah they do.

            He edges even closer.

            Tell me what’s going on with you and Dad.

            KENDALL

            This is you being persuasive?

            Roman

            What’s. Going. On.

            KENDALL

            Nothing.

            RoMAN

            Fine. I’ll do this.

            KeNDALL

            Go ahead. Do it. I don’t give a fuck.

            RomAN

            Alright, you asked for it.

            He pulls the trigger.

            Bang. You’re dead.

            KeNDALL

            Yup.

            Kendall walks off.

            ROMAN

            Ooooh! Iceman. Fucking asshole.

            INT. HuNTING LODGE – corridor – night

            Gerri walks drunkenly down the hall, heels in hand.

            INT. HuNTING LODGE – empty POOL – night

            Tom is in the empty pool. A group of men stand on the edge looking down at him. A weird menacing atmosphere. What’s going to happen to him? 

            INT. HuNTING LODGE – bar – night

            Kendall drinks alone.

            INT. HuNTING LODGE – tom’s room – night

            Tom closes the door. Glad this night is over. He calls Shiv. But he gets no answer. 

            day three

            EXT. HUNTING LODGE – DAy

            A beautiful new day. Calm and still.

            INT. HUNTING LODGE – BREAKFAST ROOM – DAY

            The morning after. People eating in awkward silence. Tom walks in but no one wants to meet his eye. He tries to brazen it out.

            TOM

            Morning! Quite a night. Don’t know about you, but I might have had one too many – I can’t remember anything!

            He stands next to Cyd at the breakfast buffet.

            Cyd

            Morning, Tom. Sausage?

            ToM

            No thank you.

            CYD

            I’ll eat your sausage, Tom.

            TOM

            I’m sure you will, Cyd.

            Cyd takes an extra sausage from the counter.

            Gerri’s with Frank.

            GeRRI

            What you were expecting?

            FRANK

            Not really.

            GerRI

            Although, you remember ‘Mole in the Hole’?

            FrANK

            Whac-A-Mole? That was great for morale. That sent morale sky-high.

            GeRRI

            He said he offered you a job back?

            FRANK

            Yeah. I’m considering.

            GerRI

            Why?

            FrANK

            I need the money to pay someone to kill a guy in Palermo.

            Gerri looks at him: Really?

            Baby needs shoes. Moth to a flame.

            Gerri looks at him more: Really?

            I dunno.

            Frank joins Kendall.

            Hey.

            KENDALL

            Hey.

            Logan enters. Beat of tension. But he’s relaxed.

            LOGAN

            Morning, morning, all!

            He looks in the direction of Frank and Kendall.

            Come! Sit with me.

            Neither Kendall nor Frank is sure who he’s addressing. They look at each other, hesitate, then trot over to Logan almost in lockstep. Two loyal lapdogs. 

            Sorry if last night got fruity. Jet-lag. Meds. Horseplay, right?

            FrANK

            That jet-lag. Uh-huh. I get the same way.

            Logan pats Frank on the back. Karolina looks at an email. She reluctantly goes over to Logan. 

            KarOLINA

            I just heard who the writer spoke to?

            Logan looks at her.

            It was Mo.

            LogAN

            Piece of shit.

            KaRoLINA

            I also spoke to Maria. Mo passed away last night.

            Mo was a close friend for a while. It hits Logan. 

            LOGAN

            Huh. Mo now? Jesus. Give Maria my regards.

            (then)

            In fact, send Sam over, and let’s crack his email, see what the fuck he’s been saying.

            Tom sits next to Greg.

            Tom

            Hey, Greg.

            GrEG

            Hey, Tom. Thank you, man.

            Tom makes sure no one clocks this moment but he nods. 

            INT. HUNTING LODGE – roman’s ROOM – DAY

            Gerri knocks. Roman opens the door, his shirt partially unbuttoned. He looks very hungover.

            GERRI

            They’re waiting for you.

            ROMAN

            I can’t do my buttons.

            She helps get him ready.

            So Frank’s my fucking babysitter again? Dad’s killing me. He’s cutting my fucking balls off.

            Gerri finishes dressing him.

            You know I’d totally jump on you if I was capable of any sudden movement.

            GERRI

            Well the feeling’s mutual. How are you doing?

            RoMAN

            Terrible. I’m blaming Tabitha by the way. It was her idea. She goaded me.

            GERRI

            Next time you want some business advice, ask me instead.

            RoMAN

            Okay. How do I get him to take me seriously? Go to HBS? Cos I’ll do it.

            GERRI

            Do the management-training program. Ground floor. Work in a slaughterhouse. Learn the price of a gallon of milk.

            ROMAN

            What is this obsession with milk? I should be learning the price of a gallon of Wi-Fi.

            INT. CHRIS’S APARTMENT – bedroom – DAY

            Shiv’s phone goes, waking her up. Chris is there with his phone. Looking at it. 

            Chris

            Hey?

            Shiv

            Did you take a photo of me?

            CHRIS

            I’m sorry?

            SHIV

            Did you just take a photo of me?

            CHRIS

            What like now?

            SHIV

            Yes like now. Let me see your phone.

            CHRIS

            Well, no.

            SHIV

            Let me see your fucking phone!

            She is very scary when angry. He hands it over. 

            chris

            Why would I take a photo of you?

            Shiv looks at his photos. 

            ShiV

            (she’s looked, no photo)

            Okay. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I just heard— I’m sorry. I may be a little paranoid.

            She looks at her phone. Dead.

            You don’t have a charger, do you?

            Chris

            Well actually, yes. I have a bunch of chargers.

            He offers her a surprising large array of phone chargers, all plugged into one handy bar of plugs by the bed. 

            ShIV

            Wow. That’s a lot of chargers.

            CHRIS

            It’s just a service I like to provide. If people stay over.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Well that’s delightful. Like the Uber of fucks. Nice.

            CHRIS

            So you are someone?

            SHIV

            Sure, I’m kind of someone.

            CHRIS

            But you’re not an actor? Are you a producer?

            Shiv’s annoyed. He was meant to be a notch on her bedpost, not the other way round.

            ShIV

            Do you not have Wi-Fi?

            ChrIS

            Nah. But babe, enjoy it. You know, life does go on without you Instagramming it? Right?

            SHIV

            Oh. That’s cool. You’ve blown my mind.

            He’s trying to figure her out.

            CHRIS

            Are you in business or something?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. I’m in marketing and you know what, in market research we have a category for guys like you. ‘Zero zees’. You think you’re aloof and uninvolved and special but we know who you are and where you live and what you do and not to be rude, but it’s bullshit. Okay? I mean, that’s just marketing jargon. But you know, I thought you might be interested.

            ChRIS

            (confused)

            Okay, I don’t know what I did, but I’m sorry.

            SHIV

            It’s fine. It’s fine. It’s just good to know where you are on the marketing map okay?

            CHRIS

            Who are you?

            SHIV

            I’m no one, okay? I’m fucking no one.

            INT. roy private jet – day

            The Waystar team in the jet. Frank approaches Logan.

            FRANK

            PGM’s new CEO, Rhea Jarrell, emailed saying she heard about your approach?

            LOGAN

            So can you bring me her head on a platter?

            FRANk

            I can bring you her head attached to the rest of her body.

            LOGAN

            Even better. Good.

            KENDALL

            Great.

            Frank smiles. Glad of the approval. He sits down next to Kendall. Who gives him the cold shoulder.

            INT. SHIV AND TOM’S APARTMENT – NIGHT

            Tom comes in. He’s been stewing on events. Shiv’s waiting.

            ShIV

            Hey. How was it?

            Tom is waiting to unload.

            Tom

            Yeah it was, it was pretty tough actually. Did anyone fill you in?

            Shiv

            (yes)

            No? What happened?

            TOM

            Nothing. Your dad was a little – peppery.

            ShIV

            Oh. I’m sorry, Tom. I am.

            He has a lot to say, can he muster the words? 

            Tom

            Yeah. And I just think, you know, maybe, it wasn’t totally great what you sent me to do? Which was kind of the opposite of what I wanted to do? And maybe that wasn’t a great thing? Like I feel like maybe I should be a person in the world, sometimes?

            ShIV

            Uh-huh. No sure. Tom. I get it.

            Tom

            I mean, we’re a team, right? But – and I don’t want to be a dick – but maybe I should get more input into team tactics?

            SHIV

            You’re right. You are.

            Weight off his shoulders. Breathes. 

            TOM

            Okay. Great. Thank you. How was your weekend? Anything to report?

            SHIV

            (yup, not easy)

            Okay. Yeah, right, so, do you want to know?

            He looks at her for a long beat – doesn’t want to hear.

            Tom

            (no)

            Uh-huh? I don’t— Maybe later?

            (then)

            Come here.

            She gives him a kiss full of regret. He’s surprised by its force. But then she gets a call. 

            SHIV

            Dad?

            Intercut with:

            INT. LogAN’S apartment – STUDY – night

            Logan’s alone in his study.

            LOGAN

            Hello, Pinky. Sorry I missed your calls. Had a lot to deal with. Termites in the woodwork. Insurgents.

            Shiv looks at Tom. Did he rat her out?

            SHIV

            Oh yeah? Coming from where?

            LOGAN

            The front row. The cheap seats. Everywhere.

            ShIV

            Not from me.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. So. I was wondering, what are you doing tomorrow? Ah?

            This is the validation Shiv’s been looking for. Relief floods over her.

            INT. LogAN’s apartment – Living room – NIGHT

            Logan ends the call, walks out into the living room where Kendall is waiting. Marcia arrives home.

            MarCIA

            Welcome home! Good trip?

            LOGAN

            In the end. Yeah. Ken’s gonna go through some stuff with me.

            MarCIA

            I’m glad.

            LOGAN

            Yeah. I hear Amir’s made a big impression in Europe. I’m going to give him a bump.

            MarCIA

            (innocent)

            Oh really? That’s nice.

            LOGAN

            Yeah, I’m sending him to Hong Kong to head up entertainment there. It’s tough, but he’s smart. Happy?

            He walks off. Marcia looks at Kendall. Kendall follows his dad.

         

         
            * At one time we imagined Willa’s play as more of a roman-à-clef about the Roys, hence the reference to an actor who looks a bit like Shiv.
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            day one

            INT. ROMAN’S CAR – day

            Roman looks out the window. He’s in a suit and open-necked shirt. He watches the slightly impoverished suburban landscape go by. Empty lots. Maybe we see a Dunkin’ Donuts, or a Joanne’s Fabrics. ‘Checks cashed’. A vape store. Some bits and pieces of everyday America. 

            Roman

            Ah, beautiful Oxycontin country, Fentanylvania. Go Meth-heads!

            He watches the shops go by, including a walk-in medical clinic. A strip mall. Gives his assistant a running commentary. Maybe they don’t find it that funny?

            Hold on. Driver? Can we stop? I might go cash a check so I can buy some vape fluid from a psychic.

            EXT. BRIGHTSTAR THEME PARK – parking lot – day

            Roman’s car pulls up in the employee parking lot. 

            INT. ROMAN’S Car – day

            Roman turns to his assistant.

            Roman

            Okay. Well, this is it, wish me luck. I am exiting earth’s atmosphere. The prince is departing the palace. See you in six weeks. If I don’t come back, send goons, they may sacrifice me to their gods.

            He gets out.

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR THEME PARK – conference ROOM – day

            A bland corporate space. Twenty chairs before an area where the course leader will give PowerPoints. The first slide reads: ‘Shillington Campus Welcomes Waystar/Brightstar Management Pathway Thoughtleaders’.

            Buzzing strip lights. Roman enters ‘incognito’, suit, but wearing a baseball cap. Makes his way in amongst the normos, to the coffee and Danish. Takes a bite of pastry – hmm. That’s not buttery. That’s dry. He chews it down and deposits the remainder in the trash, whilst trying to remain inconspicuous. Saying hi to people.

            They are mid-level folk. Middle theme-park management, chosen to possibly move up a few rungs. Bit more diverse than the world of senior Waystar execs. The course leader, Paula Conroy, tries to gather everyone. 

            Paula

            Okay? Hey, everyone. Let’s make it happen.

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR THEME PARK – CONFERENCE ROOM – day

            Paula is playing the Waystar corporate video. Roman watches from the back of the room.

            LOGAN

            (on video)

            Waystar Royco is a family. A family that spans four continents, fifty countries, three divisions: Entertainment, News and Resorts. Working together. To provide a net that can hold the world, or catapult it forward. To the next adventure.

            KENDALL

            (on video)

            Joining Waystar Royco, you’re joining one of the most dynamic news and entertainment companies in the world.

            Onscreen: a movie studio logo, a selection of newspapers, then footage of Roman pointing at some satellite dishes. 

            Roman checks to see whether anyone is looking at him. But immediately his image is gone and it’s moved on to a map of the States with the theme parks marked.

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR THEME PARK – CORRIDOR – day

            Roman’s on the phone. In a quiet spot. 

            ROMAN

            (whispering on phone)

            What the fuck happened with the video?

            Intercut with:

            INT. Waystar – lobby – DAY

            Gerri’s arriving at Waystar. We catch a glimpse of some demonstrators outside the building. They are a group of Ravenhead supporters. Twenty or so, ten or twelve in chinos and black polo shirts, bit ‘Proud Boy’. Also some more random beardy guys. 

            Inside there’s a line of people going through heightened security, bag checks and frisking, because of the protests. 

            GERRI

            What do you mean?

            ROMAN

            I’ve been cut. It’s me and some satellite dishes for like three seconds.

            GERRI

            I’ll find out.

            ROMAN

            It’s not a big deal, Gerri. I don’t care how many minutes I get. It’s just the message it sends?

            Gerri makes contact with an assistant who guides her through a separate way so she doesn’t get extra checks. 

            GerRI

            Sure thing I get it. How’s it going?

            ROMAN

            Amazing. I’m stripping back to basics. This is my White Album.

            GERRI

            This is good for you, Rome.

            ROMAN

            I know. I’m going to grow up and become a real little boy and learn the price of an egg and do phone sex with my girlfriend like a normo.

            She smiles.

            GERRI

            Is it very horrible? In America?

            ROMAN

            It’s hideous. They have pastries that taste like margarine and wrapping paper.

            GerRI

            You’ll be fine. Just be brave, okay?

            RomAN

            Yes Mommy.

            Roman hangs up and returns to the conference room. 

            EXT. Waystar – ROOF – day

            Kendall makes his way on the roof. Perhaps we can hear the distant chanting of protestors. He paces. Nearer than most people would go to the edge but still not too close. 

            He has a call to make and it requires a certain tone. He practices, breaking his face into a smile. A convivial look. It almost pains him to do it as he dials. He gets through to voicemail—

            Kendall

            Hey, Rhea. Kendall Roy, again. Hope this isn’t getting weird. Frank gave me the impression it was, cool to make contact, just hoping we can – we can make this happen today. Would just be good to connect. Thanks.

            End of call. 

            INT. TOM and SHIV’S car – DAY

            Tom and Shiv are riding together on their way to work at Waystar Royco. Shiv looks great, dressed for corporate world. 

            Tom

            So. First day in?

            Shiv trying to hide her excitement.

            SHIv

            It’s more of a fact-finder.

            TOM

            Sure, it’s exciting though.

            SHIV

            What?

            TOM

            Coming in. It’s like you and your dad have finally admitted how much you’re into each other – and now you – can, not this, but, bang.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh.

            Up ahead we see the demonstrators outside the building walking in a slow circle, we can see some of the placards. 

            A few cops are there keeping them under watch. A news crew or two is filming them, and tourists and passers-by take camera-phone footage. 

            Morning, assholes!

            tom

            Hey, those are our assholes!

            SHIV

            What’s current thinking on Ravenhead?

            TOM

            Stick with him. Young talent. Nice guy. Your dad likes him. He’s – he’s got it. He’s vibey.

            SHIV

            Sure, but is he a fascist?

            TOM

            Weeeeeell. Very loaded word.

            SHIV

            You’ve seen the video? He’s right there, with the fascists.

            TOM

            It was a long time ago, he was in Europe, so?

            SHIV

            So?

            TOM

            It’s different over there, everyone grows up – like wine, a little bit of fascism mixed with water is no big deal at lunch.

            Shiv looks at him.

            He was interested in politics, he’s invited to a conference, he’s excited. He had no idea who he was sitting on a panel with. It’s all perfectly plausible.

            SHIV

            It’s plausible. But is it true?

            TOM

            Shiv? C’mon. Who wasn’t a bit salty at twenty-one? Now he’s grown up. He lives in Connecticut. He’s crazy about the Knicks. He’s a lovely guy and his demo skews younger.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh.

            The door is opened by the driver.

            EXT. Waystar – DAY

            Off in the distance we might see some Antifa-looking people, gathering. Fifteen, twenty of them in black, some hoods, etc. There is a change in atmosphere as the demonstrators and police spot them. When he spots them, Tom puts an arm round Shiv and they up their pace. 

            TOM

            What? Don’t look at me like that. We get it, right?

            SHIV

            Imagine if someone cleaned up here though, Tom, with a cleansing fucking zeal?

            TOM

            Uh-huh. Like Mary Poppins with a hard-on?

            SHIV

            No like me. Or you?

            EXT. BRIGHTSTAR THEME PARK – DAY

            Someone is in the Biggest Turkey character suit. He’s approached by a middle-aged couple. In the background, someone is in the Snow Joe character suit.

            Mom

            Hey Dirk Turkey? Can we get a photo?

            (to a passer-by)

            Excuse me, will you take a photo for us?

            The couple take up positions on each side of the Biggest Turkey. The Biggest Turkey speaks – it’s Roman in there. 

            ROMAN

            So what’s going on in the bedroom for you two? Not a great time ah?

            Dad

            Excuse me? What was that?

            ROMAN

            (turns to the man)

            Pal, you need to get home and figure this shit out because this is a sad state of affairs, my friend. This woman needs satisfaction you are clearly not providing.

            He walks off.

            INT. Waystar – logan’s office – day

            Logan adds champagne to orange juice in a champagne glass.

            Logan

            So this is it. You’re here.

            Shiv

            Here I am.

            He hands a glass to Shiv and raises his glass. 

            Logan

            Welcome to the family.

            They clink glasses. He almost immediately sets his glass down.

            SHIV

            So what’s on the slab?

            LOGAN

            Proxy-battle tactical shit. Good to get your PR thoughts. Distributors. Check in on Ravenhead. Mo’s funeral.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh, and where should I base myself? In here?

            Shiv gestures to the anteroom. There are papers, a laptop on the table.

            Logan

            No, not there, that’s Kendall.

            Shiv takes this in – seems like a strange arrangement. 

            He has his office, but on the proxy battle, we stay close.

            SHIV

            (WTF?)

            Makes sense?

            LOGAN

            We’ll find you somewhere. Something nearby.

            SHIV

            Whatever. I’ll float.

            (takes a sip)

            Nice drop of bubbles. Let’s get plastered and buy a mining company in Tanzania.

            Logan nods. They share a smile. Maybe this will be okay? 

            Kendall enters, unsure of what he’s walking in on.

            Kendall

            Dad. It’s time.

            Kendall gets a pill box out and fastidiously lines up a series of pills on Logan’s desk. 

            Hey, Shiv.

            LOGAN

            You know grapefruit juice kills me now? Breakfast is Russian roulette.

            Kendall spots the mimosa glasses on the side nearby. He doesn’t ask what he’s obviously thinking – why are you in? 

            kendall

            (re pills)

            With food, this one.

            Shiv

            Isn’t Joan across his medication?

            KeNDALL

            Joan slipped up. So – just till we set up a system that we can rely on.

            Logan

            Your sister’s just in for the day.

            Kendall

            Uh-huh. Whatever.

            Shiv

            Just to observe.

            KENDALL

            Cool. Observing what?

            Shiv

            It’s not a big deal, Ken.

            Kendall

            Sure, good point. Good – observation.

            Logan calls out to his PA.

            Logan

            Lucy, find Shiv somewhere.

            (to Shiv)

            I’m going to prep with Ken. I’ll see you in twenty. You good?

            Shiv’s ushered out by Lucy. Shiv doesn’t love it.

            INT. Waystar – OUTSIDE BOARDROOM – day

            Cyd chats with Greg as they walk towards the boardroom.

            Cyd

            So I’m curious what it means being ‘executive assistant’ to Tom?

            GrEG

            Well, I perform a variety of target-orientated tasks, keep close to the deal flow and—

            CYD

            Uh-huh? Kinda like a farmhand? Clip his coat? Do you have to milk him?

            GREG

            Oh, just keep the head down and the lattes flowing, you know!

            She sizes him up. He looks to Tom, still feeling close.

            CYD

            You’re smart, we should talk.

            Tom sees Cyd and Greg talking and doesn’t like it one bit, he intercepts. 

            Tom

            Hey, Greg. When you’ve finished flirting, can you latte me please?

            A board meeting is just finishing up. Logan and Kendall, Gerri are outside saying farewell to Datu, Dewi and Paul, plus a number of female-skewed new board members. 

            Logan

            (dismissing them)

            Thanks, all! Invaluable as always.

            As the last board member leaves, Ray, Mark and a few other execs make their way in trailed by assistants who wait outside. 

            Tom

            (after the board members)

            Farewell! Oh lords and masters of the board.

            (‘kidding’ to the execs)

            Okay! Time for the real meeting!

            (then)

            Hey! Who’s the hot intern?

            Shiv doesn’t like this, she’s in the boardroom sitting at the side. Stays there after board meeting, for the next meeting. Taking notes. 

            Shiv

            I’m not here. I’m observing.

            Gerri gets a text from Roman: ‘I am going to kill myself.’ She texts back a thumbs-up emoji.

            Outside the room, Frank and Kendall grab Logan. They huddle up. Kendall has good news, he’s just finished a call. 

            kendall

            She’s coming. Rhea. I got her.

            LogaN

            Excellent. It’s real?

            frank

            As I understand it.

            kendall

            Family doesn’t know she’s coming. So. Right? Why lie to the old lady if you’re not down to fuck?

            LOGAN

            Good kid.

            A hand on Kendall’s shoulder. Kendall smiles. Shiv looks over and sees it. And it infuriates her.

            Us three. This is the group on this, okay?

            frank

            The family trusts her. You get her on board? That’s huge. She could be our Coriolanus.

            Blank looks.

            He switched sides.

            logan

            (warmly)

            Uh-huh, why don’t you take your library card and fuck off?

            They walk into the meeting room. 

            INT. Waystar – BOARDROOM – day

            LogAN

            Uh-huh. So? What’s first – Ravenhead? I’m getting fucking carpet-bombed. ADL. FCC.

            gerri

            Antifa has turned up, it’s getting a little spicy out there.

            LOGAN

            Can’t we get a water cannon down there? They could use a fucking wash. Fucking animals.

            GERRI

            The police have it under control, I believe.

            Cyd sees an angle, it works if they exaggerate the threat—

            CYD

            But I wouldn’t want to sugar-coat it? To me ‘ATN Under Siege’ is our line. Let people know what we’re up against?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Good.

            ToM

            Agreed. Endorsed. I’ve talked the advertisers down off the ledge so I think we just weather the storm, right?

            Gerri has been briefed and has news—

            Gerri

            Uh-huh well yes, the problem is. We’ve been asked for comment. Because, Mark apparently there’s records that show he got married near the Eagle’s Nest, Hitler’s retreat, in Bavaria. A chapel below.

            Shiv groans from the sidelines. Outside Greg is hovering with Tom’s coffee. Tom shoos him away.

            LOGAN

            Ignore that, she’s not here.

            gerri

            His agent assures me it was a coincidence – they were on vacation in the area.

            Groans. Logan takes this in. A complicated piece of math. 

            Logan

            Fucking big coincidence.

            (thinks)

            Huh. ‘Talent’. Is that curtains?

            Tom looks to Shiv, who’s sitting outside the table. She gives Tom a throat-cutting gesture. Kendall clocks it.

            Tom

            I think he’s toast, isn’t he? We toss him.

            KeNDALL

            No coaching from the sidelines.

            ShIV

            I’m not here.

            KENDALL

            (sarcastic)

            Oh right.

            SHIV

            What do you say, Ken?

            Ken looks to his dad briefly.

            Oh no view of your own?

            Logan wants to protect Kendall.

            LoGAN

            Hey – enough. Cyd?

            Cyd

            I say we give him the full rectal. Let him, twist in the wind, but no. Doesn’t make sense. He’s a draw. And if we cave to this, who’s next?

            Logan nods.

            LOGAN

            Tom, you check him out, turn his guts inside out. But nah. Fuck ’em. We back talent.

            Tom, looks to Shiv: I tried. Shiv motions: More – say more. Tom isn’t going to. 

            INT. CONNOR AND WILLA’S HOTEL – DAY

            Willa’s dressed in black. Calls through to Connor’s dressing room.

            Willa

            Connor, you ready? Are you okay, honey? I know how you are about death?

            Connor enters, dressed for a funeral. Rubbing his hands, excited. Singing ‘Happy Death Day to Mo’ using the ‘Happy Birthday’ melody (or other upbeat nonsense tune).

            Not too sad?

            CONNOR

            This is a big opportunity for me, baby.

            WILLA

            Yeah?

            CONNOR

            Yeah! Mo knew a lot of high-net-worth individuals. I’m going to work the room, meet some wallets. The whole church will be stuffed with weeping ATMs.

            WILLA

            So, Marcia called?

            Connor

            Marcia—? She called you?

            WILLA

            (weirded out)

            She asked if I could speak to the widow, find out what Mo told the biographer?

            CONNOR

            No, this is good. They’re involving you. It means they like you.

            (then)

            Right! Let’s get ready to shed a tear at Mo’s funeral. AKA, the gold-rush!

            (looks around)

            I am getting a donor boner just thinking about it.

            INT. atn – Tom’s office – day

            Greg enters. Tom sits on a sofa. 

            Tom

            Hey, Greg, how you doing? Take a pew. You’ve met Jonah?

            Reveal: Jonah is there on all-fours.

            Greg

            I don’t think so—?

            Tom

            Greg – Jonah. Say hi, Jonah.

            greg

            Hi Jonah.

            Jonah

            Hey, Greg.

            TOM

            I’m thinking time for us to take things to the next level. Footstool fiesta? Join me.

            Tom puts his feet on Jonah’s back. Tom laughs. He senses Greg isn’t comfortable. 

            It’s fun. We had a bet. Jonah lost. It’ll be his turn to do it to me one day! C’mon.

            Greg sits with Tom. And gingerly puts his feet up on Jonah. He’s clearly not comfortable with this.

            Greg

            Let me know if I’m too heavy, man?

            Jonah

            Will do.

            TOM

            So Herr Ravenhead – you got me anything ahead of my meet?

            GREG

            Well, I’ve been asking around and not much. I heard he named his dog after Hitler’s dog maybe? Blondi?

            TOM

            Okay. Hm. Not great. Anything else?

            GREG

            No but I mean. Fascist meeting. Nazi wedding. Hitler dog?

            TOM

            Sure, but Logan likes and America likes. So? I mean Blondi, pretty common? So he’s probably safe. But oh dude if it’s true, he’s gone. I mean Nazis. Terrible, right?

            Greg

            Nazis? Yeah. They’re – the worst.

            Tom

            Sure. We all hate Nazis and we all hate Cyd. Right, Jonah?

            Jonah

            (from the ground)

            Huh? Sorry, I sort of zoned out for a bit there.

            EXT. BRIGHTSTAR THEME PARK – DAY

            Roman in the Biggest Turkey suit and Brian in the Snow Joe suit take their heads off and walk towards a door.

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR THEME PARK – corridor/locker room – DAY

            Roman and Brian are taking a breather. 

            Roman

            Oh my god. The ‘general public’. Ugh. This is hell.

            (looks at Brian)

            Right?

            BRIAN

            Nope.

            Roman looks at him.

            If you look at the aggregate of employment opportunities on earth right now? This is top one, two percent. We’re essentially in heaven.

            Roman looks at him.

            ROMAN

            So, what’s your story?

            BRIAN

            Me? I’m an enigma. You can’t pigeonhole me. I’m there and then I’m gone. I’m intellectually promiscuous and culturally conservative. I work hard but I do not play hard, I play easy. Why would you play hard?

            ROMAN

            Okay? And what are you doing right now?

            BRIAN

            I’m lurking, like a dormant virus, like the bubonic plague. I’m biding my time at the Fort Meyers resort. But I’m being stymied by a variety of enemies who are envious of my talents. Brian.

            ROMAN

            Hi. Ron. Ron Rockstone.

            Brian looks at him. Brian knows who he is. 

            BrIAN

            Sure, man. Very – sturdy name.

            INT. Waystar – Gerri’s office – day

            Gerri with Shiv, going through documents. Maybe a news report that features a headshot of Mark Ravenhead plays on PGN, mute, with a chyron that reads: ‘Anchor Under Pressure to Explain Far-Right Links’. Then a nineties photo of a panel of speakers with a fascist-looking banner behind them and one of the faces circled. 

            Gerri

            In terms of proxy statements, not sure how much you need to see?

            Shiv

            I think maybe just show me everything.

            GERRI

            Oh yeah – because that’s a lot of material?

            SHIV

            I can process pretty quick.

            A guarded smile between them – does Gerri know?

            And then perhaps after this we can sit down with my dad and talk Pierce strategy?

            Gerri

            Oh. Your dad’s unavailable this afternoon.

            SHIV

            Because? Monkey-gland butt injection?

            GERRI

            (she knows but—)

            Hehehe. Something like that. Yeah the afternoon is grayed out.

            Shiv takes this in. Unsure she can fully trust Gerri and feeling like she’s being shut out. 

            Jess comes in and looks at Gerri, smiles at Shiv, not giving anything away. Shows Gerri a text which makes a wave of pain wash over her face. 

            Does Karolina know, has Colin done his thing?

            Jess

            Uh-huh.

            GERRI

            Okay. Thank you. Thank you, Jess.

            Jess and Gerri share a meaningful smile as Jess exits – they’ll confer later.

            Shiv

            What’s going on?

            Gerri

            Nothing.

            SHIV

            Sure. Jess – so Kendall? Karolina. So public-facing? But Colin too? So grubby? And Dad’s in a secret meeting and I’m sat in here and given a coloring book?

            Gerri

            Maybe speak to your dad?

            Shiv

            Gerri. This is me. What was that?

            Gerri takes a breath. 

            Gerri

            It’s Kendall.

            Shiv

            Has he been huffing Sharpies again?

            GERRI

            Shoplifting.

            Shiv reacts. 

            Shiv

            He’s stealing? Stealing what?

            GERRI

            Candy and vape fluid, this time I believe?

            Shiv

            Oh Jesus. He’s stealing vape fluid? He could buy the entire industry. So who’s talking to him, is he suspended?

            GERRI

            We’re cleaning it up without getting him involved.

            Shiv

            Good, that’ll teach him a lesson. I’m sorry – what the fuck? How many lives does he have?

            GERRI

            Logan wants to keep it down-low.

            Shiv puts it out there. 

            SHIV

            Gerri. Is there a deal?

            GERRI

            Excuse me?

            SHIV

            Is there a deal between Kendall and my dad? For him to take over?

            INT. Waystar – Outside gerri’s office – day

            Kendall crosses. He sees Shiv in Gerri’s office. 

            INT. Waystar – Gerri’s office – day

            Kendall enters. 

            KenDALL

            Hey. Just wanted to check in and see how you’re doing?

            ShiV

            Going good. Yeah. Interesting.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Great.

            Kendall doesn’t know why he’s bumped, curious, tries to tamp it down. 

            And – you’re just in for – what? A poke-around?

            SHIV

            Well you know. It’s all very interesting.

            Gerri looks at papers. 

            I’m just here for the day, Ken.

            KenDALL

            Uh-huh? Fine.

            (then)

            Because it’s what – Bring Your Adult Daughter to Work Day?

            gerri

            She’s just checking things out.

            ShIV

            Is it a problem?

            KeNDALL

            Shiv? No. C’mon. No.

            (then)

            So what’s your next move? Media? Here or somewhere else? A maybe division?

            ShIv

            I don’t know. Do I need to tell you?

            KendaLL

            No sure. Listen, Shiv, I know you lost your job—

            SHIV

            I walked out—

            Kendall

            Okay. Whatever. You walked out. They walked you out. It’s all good. This is— It’s, seriously, it’s good to see you.

            Jess appears.

            Jess

            Uh, Ken? Your thing? With your dad. She’s en route.

            SHIV

            ‘She’s en route.’ Oh, that sounds classy.

            KenDALL

            It’s nothing.

            Shiv looks at him.

            I can’t say. Shiv, it’s not a thing, okay, I just can’t say.

            She looks at him.

            Shiv

            Fine, Ken. Do your secret shit. I’m sorry I think you’re mistaking me for someone you’re in competition with?

            He shrugs: Not me. 

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR Theme park – conference room – later

            In a conference room, Roman at the back near to Brian. Paula at the front, leading the session. 

            PAULA

            For this next exercise I’d like you to find a partner? And in pairs, I’d like you to come up with an idea for a new ride or attraction, work it up into a pitch and then present to the group.

            Back with Roman and Brian. Roman reacts. Anxiety kicks in.

            Roman

            What did she say—? What is this, fucking school? We’re pitching now?

            Brian smiles, gets out pen and paper. 

            What if we fuck it? What if I can’t think of anything?

            Brian

            This is cool. This is a great exercise.

            Roman

            Don’t be a fucking moron. No it’s not. What are you thinking? I can’t think. I don’t have anything, do you have anything—?

            BriaN

            I’m thinking.

            Roman puts up his hand.

            Roman

            Excuse me—? I’ve got a bad one. I’ve got a broken person. I can’t work with this.

            Paula crosses to them.

            Yeah I got stiffed with a bad one and he’s got no ideas. Can you get me someone else?

            EXT. Waystar – day

            A town car with blacked-out windows drives. Outside the atmosphere is more tense. There are more police trying to keep the Antifa supporters getting to the pro-Ravenhead group. It’s getting a little heated and scuffley. Maybe a smoke bomb being kicked around. 

            The town car drives on. 

            INT. Waystar – loading bay – moments later

            Town car pulls in. Kendall stands waiting with Jess. Otherwise the loading bay is empty. A clandestine meeting.

            Rhea Jarrell steps out of the town car.

            Rhea

            Well, that was exciting. Smuggled in like Cleopatra in the carpet.

            Kendall

            Yeah, sorry for the cloak-and-dagger.

            RHEA

            Rhea Jarrell. And you must be Oedipus Roy?

            KENDALL

            Oh well – I— Ha—

            RHEA

            I’m teasing. Are we this way?

            Rhea maybe pats Kendall’s arm and confidently heads where she is directed, towards the freight elevator.

            INT. Waystar – elevator – day

            Rhea and Kendall ride. The lift grinds. The guy working the elevator buttons is facing away, thick, heavy-set, bald, standing.

            Rhea catches Kendall’s eye and smiles. She nods down and his eyes follow hers to see there on the elevator guy’s stool he has a beaten-up copy of Come Again: Sexual Ecstasy in Practice splayed open, pages down, cover up. 

            Rhea raises her eyebrows, maybe even makes a playful purse or even lick of her lips towards the uniformed elevator attendant. She makes the world feel a bit lighter. He smiles back. 

            INT. Waystar – Private dining room – day

            Kendall enters with Rhea to find Logan waiting. 

            Kendall

            Dad, Rhea Jarrell.

            Rhea sizes Logan up as they shake.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh. Fun, fun, fun. I feel like Nixon coming to China.

            Logan

            Lovely to have you.

            Logan goes to shake hands. 

            RHEA

            Where do I shake on the great Satan? Hoof, tail or hand?

            LOGAN

            See what you can get a grip on, I hear you’re slippery.

            Kendall laughs nervously as Logan and Rhea shake hands.

            RHEA

            Kendall, don’t worry, we enjoy this kind of thing, don’t we?

            Logan

            Please, have a seat.

            Kendall tries to keep this on track.

            Kendall

            So the agenda of the meeting is just a, a sort of check-in on how we can all work together to protect journalists in hostile environments and then any other matters that might—

            RHEA

            (cutting him off gently)

            Yeah yeah, thank you for the cover story. But we don’t have to bother with all that, do we? We know you’re interested in an acquisition, again, and I have a message.

            Rhea smiles winningly. 

            Logan

            Uh-huh?

            Logan waits—

            RHEA

            Yeah so on behalf of the Pierce family and the media organization it has privately owned for a hundred and fifty years, the message would be a typically balanced, nuanced and objective: ‘fuck off’.

            Logan gives it the rock face, but maybe he’s charmed a little. Kendall laughs, anxiously.

            LOGAN

            Very nuanced.

            RHEA

            That’s not me talking, obviously. It’s the Pierces. But seriously, do fuck off.

            kendall

            I don’t want us to entrench our positions here so shall we just—

            RHEA

            Stop saying ‘fuck off’?

            Logan cracks a smile.

            LOGAN

            And is that the view of the whole family, they united on that?

            RHEA

            (a lie)

            Oh I don’t involve myself in the palace intrigue.

            (finds a politician’s answer)

            But, essentially, the family knows what you’re after, and they’re not interested.

            LOGAN

            Oh? And what am I after?

            RHEA

            You’re playing your favorite tune again, no? Only this time I take it some genius banker’s convinced you the only way to keep the jackals out is to leverage yourself until you’re too big to get taken down.

            Kendall

            That’s a very reductive way of—

            LOGAN

            Look, what do they want?

            Rhea

            The Pierces? In general, who knows?

            (with a sly smile)

            A trophy for being the ‘World’s Humblest Saints’?

            LOGAN

            But there is a price?

            She doesn’t deny it.

            RHEA

            All I can say is that as of now the position is, they’re not interested.

            LOGAN

            And you – what do you think?

            RHEA

            Oh I think they’re amazing custodians.

            But is there an encouraging twinkle there?

            kendALL

            So – you don’t have a position on who your owner is, because that would presumably affect things, if you weighed in?

            Rhea says with her eyes the opposite of what she says with her mouth—

            RHEA

            I’m a chief executive. I take my orders from the board. I’m a mere tool.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh.

            LogaN

            Uh-huh.

            RHEA

            Anyway, I hope this wasn’t too disappointing. This has been fun. I’ve always been curious to meet you.

            Logan

            Uh-huh. You know, I want Pierce, but it only works for me fast. Very fast. Stay, let’s have lunch?

            Lunch for three is being served nearby.

            RHEA

            Oh my tummy is delicate. We really only eat Pulitzer over at Pierce. You eat. I’ll stay for five and skulk out the way I skulked in.

            EXT. Waystar – ROOF – day

            Kendall goes to the edge of the roof. Shouts and chants from the opposing groups below. A chopper hovers nearby. Kendall lights a cigarette. 

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR Theme park – conference room – later

            The delegates hived off into pairs, working on their pitches. Roman plays on his phone as Brian works, making notes. 

            Roman

            (on his phone)

            My god. I would not want to be you. Standing up there in front of these vultures, pitching our ‘idea’.

            Brian

            I can handle it. After my divorce. I can handle anything.

            ROMAN

            Bitch?

            BRIAN

            Angel.

            Roman kicks backs. Looks around. And takes in the room.

            Roman

            Hilarious. All these busy pricks, beavering away on their bullshit.

            (re course leader and her assistant)

            And these two? Don’t you just fucking hate them?

            BRIAN

            Paula made us all banana bread.

            Roman eyes Brian as though he’s an absolute moron. 

            Roman

            You have no understanding of how this works? Do you? This is rank and yank, up or out, a death-march through the minefield. It’s fucking ninth grade and everyone can see your period, Brian.

            BRIAN

            What do people like? What do everyday people like? Huh?

            ROMAN

            How should I know? I like booking out a suite at the Chateau and snorting purified sertraline off women who don’t know they’re prostitutes yet. You think there’s a ride in that?

            BRIAN

            Interesting hobby, Ron Rockstone.

            ROMAN

            What do the normos like? What do you like?

            BRIAN

            Me? Okay. I like hanging with my nephews Cooper and Clarke. I hike. I have several high-end racing drones.

            Roman

            Okay stop. Tragic. I can feel those salty emissions starting to form in my eyeballs.

            (then)

            How about terror. Like this. Actual terror, war. VR, fucking put you in one of those landing crafts, you’re about to hit the beach.

            brian

            Uh-huh. No one ever went bust overestimating the American public’s interest in violence?

            roman

            You literally see someone’s head get taken off. A bullet go through your fucking arm. Boom! Write that shit up.

            Roman sits forward as Brian starts to write. 

            INT. Atn – TOM’s office – day

            Maybe PGN News plays on a TV in Tom’s office as he welcomes Mark Ravenhead in. Mark doesn’t know Tom and has been briefed by his agent on what to expect. 

            Tom

            Mark, so great to see you. Caught the show this morning.

            Mark

            Uh-huh, thanks, where’s Cyd?

            TOM

            Oh she’s on a thing. And thought it would be good for us to check in. Big fan if that doesn’t sound clichéd. Seriously, you just inhabit your milieu so fully. Master at work.

            Mark

            Very kind, man. Karyn tells me you want the full colonoscopy?

            TOM

            Oh, dude. Agents! No. No, I’m sorry we both know how dumb this whole thing is – but you know how it is, due diligence, with all the – turbulence – can we just check a few boxes?

            Mark

            (with a smile)

            Sure. Thanks for the show of faith.

            TOM

            Right, well, it’s embarrassing. But, just for the record and to have it here. You’re not and have never been in the Nazi Party of the United States, have you?

            MARK

            C’mon, Tom, seriously.

            Tom shrugs – the paper.

            Nope.

            TOM

            Thank you. So sorry to have to even ask. And um, the Hitler-dog thing?

            MARK

            That’s bullshit.

            TOM

            Great. Great. Thought so.

            MARK

            Different spelling.

            TOM

            Oh. Okay? Different spelling. And one that came up, to fend this off. Have you ever read Mein Kampf?

            MARK

            Um, yeah. I guess, a couple of times.

            TOM

            Uh-huh. A couple of times? Okay? Are there Easter eggs in it that you don’t get the first time?!

            Mark smiles. It does sound bad.

            MARK

            I’m just interested in that period of history, Tom. Okay? I’ve skimmed.

            TOM

            ‘Skimmed’. Thank you. And what is it specifically you find interesting about that period of history?

            Is Mark half-messing with him now? 

            MARK

            The scale. The tragedy.

            TOM

            Hell yeah. Which tragedy specifically?

            MARK

            Europe decimated. Seven million Germans. Twenty million Russians. Five million Poles—

            TOM

            Fuck? Yeah. Right? And, just checking the till here and it seems you’re short about six million?

            A loud gunshot is heard close nearby.

            The fuck was—?

            INT. ATN – Corridor – day

            Tom emerges, anxious from his office. Others have emerged, in a panic. A woman is nearby, she’s making an exit.

            Woman

            Shooter!

            As soon as people hear this, there’s confusion. A couple of people bolt. Many stand up and look around trying to figure out what to do. There are questions: ‘What?’ ‘Where?’

            Tom looks around, makes a decision. Starts making a beeline for safety. Greg emerges. Mark hurries in a different direction. 

            Greg

            What’s happening, what’s—?!

            Tom

            Panic room!

            Tom is heading through fast, not quite pushing people out of the way, but making sure his way is clear. Greg runs behind. 

            Gangway! Executives – gangway!

            A member of security is there looking for him. Tom clocks him and asks—

            Which way to the safe room?

            INT. Atn – bullpen – daY

            Employees screaming and running. Panic, confusion, fear. Furniture is going over, people are hiding and falling.

            INT. AtN – newsroom – day

            An anchor is on air:

            Anchor

            The panel has since discovered what could be hundreds of illegal alien votes, and the implications for the recount could be significant.

            The alarm starts to sound.

            Apologies, that appears to be a fire alarm sounding. We’ll find out the cause of that and get right back to you after this break.

            In the studio, two news anchors are escorted away from the desk, unclipping mics, hurried but trying to stay calm. 

            Camera operators and VT technicians get up and exit, abandoning their suites. 

            On the live-feeds – ATN suddenly goes to commercials.

            INT. WAYSTAR – logan’s office – aFTERNOON

            Colin hurries in to Logan’s office. Alarm sounding. 

            LOGAN

            What’s happening—?

            COLIN

            Checking. Gunshot. This is a precaution, sir—

            Colin herds Logan towards the other door, behind his desk. Logan’s scared, moving too fast. Breathy. They emerge into a hallway.

            INT. Atn – safe room – day

            Tom and Greg are shown into the ATN ‘safe room’ by their security guy; it’s an office with security outside. Three other senior ATN staff already inside. 

            GREG

            What the fuck—?

            SENIOR ATN STAFF

            There was a gunshot – from somewhere down the hall—? Shooter in the building. We think they got in.

            Greg

            Holy shit.

            TOM

            Where’s the others? Where’s Logan? Where’s Shiv?

            Security guard doesn’t know. Tom scrambles for his phone. 

            Senior atn staff

            Are we still on the air—?

            Senior atn staff 2

            I don’t know—

            Senior ATN staff 2 looks to an ATN live-feed in the corner. It’s playing a commercial for mattresses. 

            Senior ATN STAFF

            This is them. Right? Antifa. Or a maniac.

            Greg

            Are they coming to get us—?

            TOM

            Maybe she went outside—

            GREG

            Should we be trying to get outside?

            Tom

            This is the safe room, Greg!

            Greg

            How is it safe?! It’s just a room!

            INT. Waystar – Main panic room – day

            Logan and Colin round a corner. Security guard stands outside a room with paneled access. 

            LogaN

            What is this? What is it?

            Colin

            We’ll get on that, sir, just—

            The guard scans a pass then punches a code. The door unlocks. Logan pushes past them to enter.

            LOGAN

            Where’s Kendall? Is he safe—?

            INT. Waystar – corridor – day

            Shiv’s being rushed towards the elevator by security. She answers her phone.

            Shiv

            (into phone)

            Tom what’s going on—?

            Intercut with:

            INT. Atn – safe room – day

            Tom on the phone. 

            Tom

            (into phone)

            Oh Shiv, thank god! You’re okay?

            Shiv

            Is Dad okay? What’s happening?

            Tom

            I’m not sure. I’m hearing crazies or Antifa. We think maybe they were coming for me.

            Shiv

            (reacts)

            Coming for you—?

            Tom

            Maybe. Head of ATN. Decapitation.

            Greg

            (low)

            What—? Who said that?

            Shiv

            Where are you now—?

            Tom

            I’m in the panic room, with Greg—

            Shiv

            I’m headed there now—

            TOM

            Hurry. Be safe. I’ll see you soon.

            Tom hangs up. 

            INT. Waystar – STAIRWELL – Day

            People are in the stairwell, some heading down, some waiting. Confusion. Some filming what’s going on. Someone shouts to stop filming. There are conflicting shouts – that the elevators are working, that they’re not working. Might be some ‘Ugh are you fucking kidding me?’ Assuming it’s not real. ‘There was shots.’ ‘How many shots?’ ‘Just one shot?’

            INT. Waystar – Main panic room – day

            Shiv enters the panic room to find Logan sitting in an armchair … 

            Shiv

            Dad—?

            Logan

            Where’s Kendall? Is he safe—?

            SHIV

            I don’t know – drink some water.

            She pours him some water. He pulls at his tie. 

            Logan

            What is this, Siobhan?

            SHIV

            Antifa. Maybe, they think.

            Logan

            Pieces of shit.

            Shiv looks around. Something’s not right. 

            Shiv

            Where’s Tom?

            INT. Atn – safe room – day

            Tom with Greg. Greg stands on something, if necessary, looking out of the window. We can hear the sound of a helicopter in the distance. 

            Greg

            Is that – a chopper? For us? Is that our chopper?

            (then)

            It’s not like – to rescue us?

            (getting down)

            I mean, we’ve done half the job for them. We’ve rounded ourselves up – now they just have to kill us.

            tom

            What are you hearing, is it over?

            SECURITY GUARD

            It seems to be calm. But I don’t have a read, sir.

            Tom’s phone goes.

            Tom

            (into phone)

            Shiv—?

            (thrown)

            Wait – you’re with Logan—?

            (reacts)

            There’s two panic rooms?

            (into phone)

            I think I’m in the wrong panic room?

            Intercut with:

            INT. Waystar – Main panic room – day

            Shiv

            Just stay safe, Tom. Is there more shooting?

            Tom

            No. It’s all quiet. How about with you?

            SHIV

            Good. Was there definitely a shooter?

            TOM

            I don’t know. Who else is there, Shiv? Is Cyd in there?

            SHIV

            No, Tom, I should go. But stay safe. I love you.

            Shiv hangs up. Greg looks at Tom. 

            Greg

            How safe do you think this safe room is? It doesn’t feel that safe? It’s not airtight right? Is that bulletproof? They could waft gasses in right? Or – or send little snakes under the door – they wouldn’t but, you know, as an example? Baby snakes. Or suck all the air out? Someone could definitely get through that window. A small person. An attack child?

            Tom thinks – and looks to security.

            Tom

            I need you to get me up to the other safe room. The real one.

            Security guard

            I’m sorry, no one’s moving.

            Tom and Greg trapped together.

            Greg

            Or they just stick a rifle under there and shoot us in the feet?

            INT. Atn – control room – day

            Cyd setting up inside the control room with a director and an assistant. Director prepares at the desk; ATN’s still showing commercials. Cyd is at a bank of screens, cycling through cellphone video from the panic inside ATN. Most other people are freaking out. Cyd is calm.

            Cyd

            Okay, focus, people!

            DIRECTOR

            What are we coming out to?

            CYD

            Breaking news animation, to a full-screen graphic ‘ATN Under Attack’. Cross roll between street shots from Cathleen – to cellphone footage from the stairwell. When the fuck are we going to get a live truck up?

            (pointing at screen)

            Get that on preview because I want that next.

            INT. Waystar – Main panic room – day

            Shiv tending to Logan. 

            SHIV

            Did you take your tablets? Does Kendall have your meds?

            The door opens. Rhea enters. The panic outside has ruffled the ironic distance of her demeanor a little. 

            Rhea

            (to her escort)

            Thank you. Thank you.

            Logan sees Rhea. He pulls himself up straighter and pushes Shiv away. 

            LogaN

            You okay?

            Rhea

            I have to say, this seems like a very drastic way of keeping me on the premises?

            LOGAN

            Are we on air yet? Any more shots?

            Gerri takes the controls and tries to get the TV working. She eventually gets ATN – they’re still showing commercials. 

            Rhea

            Do you know who was hurt?

            Colin

            Waiting on updates.

            Shiv is waiting to be introduced but it doesn’t happen. She puts the pieces together.

            Shiv

            Rhea Jarrell? Hi.

            Rhea

            Siobhan. Are you okay?

            Meanwhile Logan crosses to Colin: Kendall?

            Colin

            I’m hearing no active shooter … We’re still trying to locate Ken.

            Logan nods. ATN is now operational again.

            It’s showing shaky camera-phone footage of the panic inside ATN. As the video rolls, an anchor talks from a cellphone outside. 

            ANCHOR

            (from TV)

            — I was up on the seventh floor, I heard the alarm, and was told to evacuate immediately. The lights shut off, we were ushered down six flights of stairs. I heard one staffer, who was obviously very distressed, saying she’d heard a single gunshot and someone shouting, ‘Shooter’. Then we got out here, they’re now trying to move us back, they want us a long way back …

            Chyron reads: ‘ATN Under Attack’. 

            EXT. CHURCH – day

            Connor and Willa are waiting to speak to Mo’s widow, Maria. 

            Willa

            Everyone’s okay though?

            Connor

            Everyone’s fine but apparently they’re not gonna make the funeral.

            WILLA

            I guess we can’t leave too right?

            (off his look)

            Thought not.

            They near Mo’s widow, Maria, a glamorous young Filipina woman with some young children.

            Connor

            I guess the Philippines is in trouble. Their main export was wives for Mo. Four wives, all from the Philippines.

            WILLA

            Is that racist?

            CONNOR

            Hm. I don’t think so?

            WILLA

            Actually I guess it’s sort of anti-racist when you think about it?

            Maria

            (greeting them)

            Thank you for coming.

            Connor

            (holding her hand)

            Maria, I’m so sorry Dad didn’t get to see him before he went.

            MARIA

            He was asking for Logan …

            WILLA

            So sorry for your loss, Maria. I never met Mo but I hear he was a great guy.

            Connor winces.

            MARIA

            Mo?

            willa

            Your husband?

            Maria smiles, confused. They move on.

            CoNNOR

            His name’s not Mo.

            WILLA

            What? You call him Mo.

            connor

            His name’s Lester.

            willa

            So why does everyone call him Mo?

            connor

            His real name was Lester. So it was, I guess I haven’t thought about it for a while, but it was kind of a joke.

            WILLA

            Like?

            CONNOR

            Mo-Lester. I guess it wasn’t a very nice joke.

            WiLLA

            And was he one?

            CONNOR

            Oh, god, no. Just you know. Ol’ Mister Fiddlesticks. Uncle Meathands. Dad wouldn’t let us in the pool with him. But look, all the guys of that generation— It was a different time.

            On Willa: worried that Connor hasn’t put all the pieces together. Connor’s already moving on, scouting the room. 

            Okay. Let’s get a donor on the end of this boner. I feel a PAC attack coming on.

            INT. ATN – safe ROOM – DAY

            Boredom has started to settle in. ATN continues to play. A cycle of shaky cellphone footage plus now chopper footage of the outside building. Cyd’s talking over the top.

            cyd peach

            (from TV)

            — a lot of confusion, we have reporters currently locked outside of the building, I’m talking from inside the control room—

            Chyron reads: ‘Head of ATN: Cyd Peach’.

            Tom

            Not good, Greg. Trying to make me look like a coward, hiding in a fucking closet while she’s out there break-dancing through gunfire?

            Greg

            You ran pretty quick.

            He gets a message.

            Tom

            Okay. No one hurt it seems. One person.

            ATN plays on, more shaky panicked camera-phone stuff. 

            Cyd

            (from TV)

            — and reports, unconfirmed, that this might possibly be Antifa. Again, speculation, but it would fit with their publicly stated aim to do harm against us.

            TOM

            Fuck.

            Greg takes in his surroundings. Now’s a good time.

            Greg

            Tom, listen, is now a good time for a chat?

            Tom

            (looks at him)

            What, Greg?

            GREG

            Yeah I’ve just been thinking and I don’t know – but I’m in the shadow of a giant here – AKA you – and do I need sunlight if I’m going to grow …? Would it be okay for me to maybe check out another department?

            TOM

            What? But I’m digging in here?

            GREG

            I know. I was just wondering if it would be interesting for both of us – if I worked with someone else for a while?

            Tom frowns. Is he hearing this correctly? 

            TOM

            Sorry – are you attempting to break up with me, Greg?

            GREG

            I mean, it’s just – ATN, the human furniture, the physical assaults? The verbal humiliations. The Nazis. I’m really a democratic socialist and perhaps I could explore other opportunities?

            TOM

            Uh-huh.

            GREG

            I could come back? I guess it’d be like a kind of business, open relationship?

            Tom looks gutted. He stands up, stunned. He paces for a few beats.

            Tom

            This is not a good – feeling, Greg, you’re making me have, you know?

            Greg

            Sure, I’m sorry.

            TOM

            I’m feeling. I feel a little bit. You know?

            GREG

            Sure. It’s just an idea?

            TOM

            Fuck. FUCK!

            Tom finds a water bottle in a big stack, he tries to undo it, can’t and then throws it against the wall, hard. Greg flinches. The security guard shifts uneasily. The mood is shifting rapidly to the anger stage of grief.

            GrEG

            Tom, we’re still – good? I’m just—

            Tom

            We’re good? WE’RE GOOD? This doesn’t feel fucking good to me, Greg?

            Tom takes one of the water bottles and throws it in Greg’s direction. It whizzes right by his head. 

            GREG

            Dude, let’s just—

            TOM

            You are not going to do this to me! I will not let go of what is mine!

            Tom starts whipping water bottles at Greg at rapid speed. Greg shrieks and scrambles to escape, but there’s nowhere to run.

            Greg

            Hey! Stop pelting me, Tom! We’re friends! We’re friends! Security!

            The security guard makes a move like he might intervene.

            TOM

            (to the guard)

            You fucking stay out of this, this is executive-level business!

            Greg continues to run around the room getting pelted.

            Greg

            Let me out! Let me out!

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR Theme park – conference room – day

            Roman with Brian at the back of the room. They’re watching two of their fellow trainees presenting an idea. 

            VICTOR

            It’s like the old tunnel of love. But much hipper. And for millennials. Hot people. But animatronic. Like a sexy Hall of Presidents. Like a hump tunnel. But we wouldn’t call it that? And you’d travel through it in canoes shaped like vaginas. That would be a subtle suggestion in the design. I’m sorry for saying vagina – that might be too graphic. I didn’t want to be the spokesperson for this group but no one else would and I hope I’ve done my duty. Thank you.

            Roman

            That is bullshit.

            (watching again)

            Our idea shits on their idea.

            (then)

            Maybe our idea’s too good? What if someone steals the idea—?

            The presentation at the front finishes. Light applause. 

            PAULA

            Who’s next please?

            Brian gets up. Roman sits watching from the back. Roman squirms in his seat, wipes his palms. Sweaty and anxious.

            ROMAN

            Oh fuck. Don’t fuck it up. Don’t screw it up.

            On Brian at the front of the room: nervous, unsure. 

            Brian

            Thank you, everybody. So, we set out to create an adult-focussed attraction, an attraction, based on—

            Roman

            (calling out)

            ‘Beach Assault’.

            Brian

            (hasn’t heard)

            Sorry, what—?

            ROMAN

            (calling out)

            Tell them the name.

            BRIAN

            It’s called ‘D-Day Beach Assault’. The idea is—

            Roman

            (calling out)

            VR, it doesn’t make sense unless you say it’s VR.

            Brian looks to Roman for clarification.

            Brian

            Right, we’d utilize VR technology—

            ROMAN

            (shouts)

            ‘Being Private Ryan’.

            As the presentation continues, we become aware of Paula in serious conversation with her assistant, Corey. Corey comes over.

            COREY

            Er, Mr Roy?

            Everyone turns to look at Roman. If anyone didn’t know who he was before, they do now.

            (low)

            Mr Roy. Just in case you get a news alert on your phone. There’s been an incident at ATN.

            RomAN

            Is my dad okay?

            COREY

            It’s been suggested it could be a concerted attack on the family? Do you want us to take you to a more secure location?

            ROMAN

            An attack? No, I’m happy to die a dignified death. In a theme park. Covered in fucking cotton candy. Of course I want that.

            Roman is ushered out of the room. Everyone looks at him. He waves. 

            Yes. Hello. It’s me. Roman of the Roy Dynasty. Take a photo why don’t you?

            INT. Waystar – MAIN PANIC ROOM – day

            Logan’s with Gerri. A private conversation. The TV now shows the Pierce Network, which is showing an unrelated international news story, refugees streaming.

            Colin enters with Kendall. Logan’s relieved to see him. Shiv logs his reaction.

            Logan

            You’re alright, son? Where were you?

            KendaLL

            I’m fine, Dad. I was fine.

            gerri

            (ending a call)

            It looks like there was only one. He was an employee. ATN, segment producer.

            Logan

            Jesus. What and he went postal?

            gerri

            It was a suicide. He shot himself in his office.

            Logan looks around, makes an assessment, whispers something to Colin. Colin retreats, gets (or pretends to get) a text. Then—

            Colin

            Sorry, everyone, we just need to keep you all here for another twenty, while they sweep the third.

            Colin exits. Gerri looks over to ATN: ‘ATN Under Fire’.

            Gerri

            (quietly)

            Shall I put in a call to the control room?

            Logan thinks. Then—

            Logan

            (quietly)

            Let’s wait. Until we’ve established the full facts.

            Gerri nods. She gets it. It’s good for business. 

            With Shiv and Rhea. Shiv passes Rhea another bottle of water as they both scroll. Rhea smiles at Kendall. 

            shiv

            Shouldn’t be too much longer. You okay?

            RHEA

            Well, I’m finding it increasingly difficult to explain to people why I’m canceling and where I am.

            Shiv looks at her.

            SHIV

            And you were in, meeting my dad this afternoon? Interesting. I think I get the picture.

            RHEA

            Oh just, just nonsense. How come you’re in? You working here now?

            Rhea knows full well she isn’t – Shiv isn’t going to bite.

            SHIV

            Oh no, just, my family own the joint, didn’t you know?

            Shiv looks at Rhea. Rhea looks at the TV – ATN coverage. Kinetic and aggressive. Kendall comes and sits. 

            ATN coverage: Cathleen is speaking on a phone and using that as a mic. She is being filmed on another phone. The sound and vision break occasionally.

            Cathleen

            We are now outside the building and all of our ATN colleagues that we know of are also outside … NYPD were in full force within minutes and are now surrounding the building … to catch our viewers up, as of ten minutes ago, at least one shot was fired inside the ATN offices, and screams of ‘shooter’ were heard. Frank and I heard the alarm go off while we were live on air and we were told to evacuate the building immediately. We walked down six flights of stairs to the street …

            (looking round)

            And it appears the police are now asking everyone who has evacuated the building to make their way further down the street, a full block away …

            She walks, half backwards, half sidewards, trying to address the camera still.

            So if you can follow us while we continue to broadcast, you can see clusters of my colleagues hugging each other, comforting one another … the evacuation was incredibly orderly, but for a lot of us the reality of what we narrowly escaped is only hitting us now, and of course concern for whoever did not make it out … looks like some movement over on the north side, where the protesters were … they’re making way for three ambulances … no updates on the number of casualties as yet but at least one shot was heard inside the ATN offices followed by screams and a man shouting ‘shooter’ …

            SHIV

            Not your favored style?

            RHEA

            Depends what you think news is. Public utility or entertainment option.

            KeNDALL

            You can actually do both. Inform and engage.

            SHIV

            (to Rhea)

            But you’d say, utility first, people need clean water, I guess?

            RHEA

            Uh-huh. The Pierces would.

            Kendall wants to be aloof but—

            KendALL

            Dad knows what he’s doing.

            RHEA

            (nods to TV)

            It’s certainly full of vim, full of piss and vinegar.

            Shiv

            But you’re not taking any offer seriously, I take it?

            Kendall doesn’t want to get drawn into the competitive vibe but he can’t help setting the record straight. 

            Kendall

            Actually we had a productive meeting, so – maybe let Dad and me handle this because it’s delicate?

            SHIV

            Ooh, excuse me, clumsy old Shiv stomping all over it with my work boots?

            Rhea

            It was a good chat, but I think ‘hard no’ was the take-home?

            KendalL

            No need to put a name on it.

            Shiv

            It doesn’t feel right to me either.

            Kendall is needled.

            kendall

            (with a smile, to Rhea)

            And we take her view very seriously, what with her years of media business experience.

            Shiv

            I just can’t see it.

            Logan gives Kendall eyes: Let her go a while. 

            The thing for me is. Your operation, culturally, politically, it’s exactly what we lack in the portfolio. But I just don’t see how the business works?

            RhEA

            Uh-huh?

            SHIV

            Yeah.

            Logan looks at Kendall: Don’t say anything. 

            RHEA

            I’d say the business synergies are obvious – one, legal, finance, distribution, marketing department. No, I think it’s the incompatible cultures that stink up the deal.

            kendall

            On that we did have one thing to mention, that could address that issue?

            RHEA

            Uh-huh?

            LogAN

            Twenty-one billion dollars.

            That’s a big number. Bigger than Rhea had expected. But she has a number in her head that will change things and it’s not that. Shiv is gobsmacked – she looks at Kendall: Really? He nods: Really.

            Rhea

            Okay, well, look, I’m a mere conduit.

            kendall

            Well, maybe you should conduit that?

            RHEA

            I suppose the thing is, it’s an emotional matter for the Pierces. Money is not irrelevant but, how can I put it—?

            KeNDALL

            Relevant?

            Rhea

            Nevertheless—

            Kendall looks to his dad.

            KeNDALL

            Twenty-one-point-five.

            ShIV

            Kendall?

            (to Logan)

            Is he allowed to just say numbers?

            KENDALL

            Is that enough?

            rhea

            Well, it’s not up to me, so you’re bidding against yourself there?

            But everyone knows she knows their price.

            logan

            Look. I’m a hairy old bastard who everyone hates, yadda yadda. But I fucking love news and news people and we can argue the angles but I will invest.

            Rhea

            It would take a hell of a lot of investment, from where things are.

            kendall

            Twenty-two.

            Shiv reassesses. She feels she’s in a battle with Kendall to impress Dad. She changes tack.

            Shiv

            (to Rhea)

            Seriously, Dad? Can he say that?

            Logan nods. 

            But that’s not even the issue, right?

            RhEA

            Um, well?

            SHIV

            What’s the issue? Editorial independence?

            Rhea

            I don’t think there’s anything to even say without that.

            Shiv

            Okay well, there are models, right, for an independent board. Forgetting the numbers, there are structures designed to ensure the current philosophical approach is protected?

            Logan gives nothing.

            Kendall

            And now remembering the numbers, what would move the dial?

            LOGAN

            Twenty-two-five?

            Rhea

            Now. Honestly. Be careful or I’ll take you seriously.

            Shiv

            Well I do think if the business can work it would be really exciting for us as a house of news brands – to have a name like Pierce in there?

            Rhea thinks. Kendall doesn’t want to compete but he can’t help the feeling of being outflanked by his sister.

            I guess one pitch for the family would be, Waystar isn’t coming in to, to fuck you, but to make sweet sweet Barry White investment love? ‘Beauty saved by the beast’ would be the flavor?

            Rhea

            I think it’s telling that even your most positive spin still sounds a bit, rapey.

            logan

            Look, can I speak plainly?

            rhea

            Do you have any other way?

            kendall

            Not really. He sometimes goes louder.

            Logan

            Do you trust me?

            Rhea

            Do I trust you?

            Shiv

            Dad. That’s not the issue, right? I mean you’re not going to be around forever, so there need to be structures in place, no one’s around forever so—

            Logan doesn’t like that, cuts her off. 

            LOGAN

            That’s what it comes down to, right? We can draw up some agreement with any number of provisions but you know, if I want, I’ll find a way round it, so in the end, it’s a question, right? If I say I won’t fuck Pierce over, and I’ll keep the brand, their editors, their people, do you trust me? And will you tell them to trust me?

            Rhea considers.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh?

            LOGAN

            Because when I tell someone something’s going to happen. That thing will happen. Am I right, kids?

            He looks at Kendall and Shiv. For a while. That hasn’t necessarily always been the case, but in the moment it kind of feels true—

            Shiv

            Right.

            Kendall won’t be outdone. 

            KENDALL

            Right.

            Logan twinkles at Rhea a little. 

            LoGAN

            So will you tell them? Twenty-four, and they can trust me?

            Rhea looks not uninterested. 

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR themE PARK – back office – day

            Roman and a security guy. 

            There is a knock at the door and then it opens. It’s Brian.

            BRIAN

            Is this the safe room?

            ROMAN

            Yeah. Apparently it’s impregnable.

            Brian

            Are you okay?

            RomAN

            Can people stop asking me if I’m okay? I’m okay. They’re okay. It’s no big deal.

            BrIAN

            Listen, so, they announced the winning pitch.

            ROMAN

            They did?

            BRIAN

            Uh-huh …?

            ROMAN

            Are you attempting to do suspense on me, Brian?

            brian

            We won!

            Roman

            Okay. ‘Great’.

            Brian

            We kicked their asses. Cool, huh?

            ROMAN

            Sure.

            Brian looks for an explanation of this low-key response.

            Look. I’m sorry – but who were they going to give it to? They gave it to the name.

            BRIAN

            I don’t think so, man.

            ROMAN

            Well that’s very touching but I’m basically fucking Elvis around here so, wake up, Brian?

            Brian

            Oh I’m awake. I like to live every moment like I’m awake.

            (then)

            You wanna check?

            Off Roman’s look—

            INT. CHURCH – DAY

            Willa rejoins Connor. Connor’s looking at his speech.

            CONNOR

            How about this for the eulogy: ‘Lester touched all of us. He touched all of us deep inside.’

            WILLA

            No, I don’t think you should do the speech.

            CONNOR

            No one else is going to get here … I have to, I said I would?

            WILLA

            I think it could really hurt your campaign. I was talking to those guys—

            Willa gestures to a circle of old, bourbon-drinking letches.

            CONNOR

            The Wolfpack?

            WiLLA

            ‘The Wolfpack’?

            CONNOR

            Yeah, Dad’s old crew from back in the day.

            WILLA

            Jesus. Some of the stuff they got up to with Mo, you do not want to be associated with it.

            CONNOR

            Sure. No. I know. Still, it’s complicated. It was a different time?

            WiLLA

            It wasn’t a time before we invented laws, was it?

            (then)

            I mean, what if shit comes out and you’re on record praising the shit out of him?

            Connor swallows. 

            COnNOR

            How do I get out of talking? Oh this is a nightmare. Why can’t I be the one caught in a lockdown with a maniac?

            Michelle Pantsil gingerly emerges from the crowd.

            Michelle

            Connor? Hi, hello. Sorry to interrupt. Michelle Pantsil. I’m working on a study of—

            Connor

            I know who you are.

            MICHELLE

            I just wanted you to know I spoke to Lester, a lot, towards the end. And he always spoke fondly of you.

            CONNOR

            Oh, I see you a mile away, sister. Want to dig through my treasure chest for some precious memory gems?

            MICHELLE

            I’m not here to make anyone do anything they don’t want to do.

            CONNOR

            Hey, if you want to print something in your little book, you may print the following line: ‘Connor Roy was interested in politics from a very young age.’

            (beat)

            That’s it.

            MICHELLE

            I understand your reluctance.

            CONNOR

            Uh-huh. ‘Connor Roy was interested in politics from a very young age.’

            MICHELLE

            Look, this isn’t an interview, okay? We’re just two people chatting at a funeral.

            CONNOR

            Fine.

            MICHELLE

            Good. So – good turnout. And nice church don’t you think?

            CONNOR

            Oh I’ll tell you how nice a church it is: ‘Connor Roy was interested in politics from a very young age.’

            MICHELLE

            Okay, Connor, you’re not doing yourself any favors in the long run by refusing to talk.

            CONNOR

            Hmm, interesting point. To which I would add, ‘Connor Roy was interested in politics from a very young age.’

            MICHELLE

            Fine. I look forward to hearing what you have to say about Lester?

            Michelle walks away and Connor waves as she departs.

            INT. ATN – safe ROOM – DAY

            Awkward mood in the panic room. Water bottles littered all over the floor. Greg is seated as far away from Tom as possible, watching ATN. 

            A long silence. Security guard enters. 

            Security guard

            Okay, folks. We’re all clear.

            INT. Atn – corridor – day

            Tom and Greg pass through the office. A large segment of the office has been curtained off behind a blue plastic curtain. There are some police officers there but the rest of the office is empty. 

            Tom

            Greg. You know. I know it wasn’t cool, the bottles, the attack.

            GREG

            Uh-huh. It didn’t feel great.

            TOM

            I don’t always like who I am, Greg.

            GREG

            You’re a good guy.

            (then)

            But do you think – it might be right for me to make a move?

            TOM

            You’re serious? Greg. You’re smart, you’re ambitious, you’re loyal. Why would I let you go? C’mon.

            GREG

            Well, I do have a thing, but I’m reluctant to say.

            TOM

            How do you mean?

            GREG

            Well I do have some leverage but I’m reluctant to use it in case it sours things?

            TOM

            What leverage, Greg?

            GREG

            Well, look, I’m not bringing this up, as any form of threat but—

            (beat)

            You know. When I destroyed those documents for you at cruises?

            TOM

            No.

            Greg

            Well, I kept a few, in case I got in trouble? Because I was worried, that I was destroying evidence of criminality.

            TOM

            Oh did you now?

            GREG

            So, like, I dunno, I would never want to bring those up in a way that felt, like, horrible? But I guess, would, it be bad to mention those to you now do you think?

            TOM

            Are you asking if you can blackmail me?

            GREG

            No – I would hate that. I like you. It’s just you know – context.

            TOM

            Very well, I accept your blackmail, Greg.

            GREG

            Tom, I am not blackmailing you.

            TOM

            You are though, you piece of shit!

            GREG

            No—

            TOM

            Okay – I’m gonna accelerate you, Greg. New title, a ton more money, nice office. You’re moving up. Throw away the training bra. A seat at the big table. You like that?

            GREG

            Yeah I like that.

            TOM

            You fucking— Look at you. Where are they, the papers? You’re a fucking slimeball, man!

            He pats him on the back.

            INT. Atn – bullpen – day

            Tom and Greg enter and find Cyd addressing the staff. Somber mood. A sense of disbelief. 

            Cyd

            (addressing them)

            — for those of you who feel traumatized please feel free to head straight home. For any of those who work in the cubicles surrounding the – area, we’re working on some temporary desk space.

            Tom stands now. 

            Tom

            And just to say, out of respect for Thomas’s family we’ve decided to modulate our coverage of the tragedy. We’ll be running a brief announcement that I’m composing at the top of the hour and then straight back into the normal schedule. So yeah! Let’s—

            (is this the right time for a rallying cry?)

            get back to work, for Thomas.

            The crowd finally disperses. Tom crosses to Cyd.

            Cyd. Thank god you’re safe.

            Cyd

            Likewise, Tom. You made it to the panic room I hear?

            TOM

            Didn’t want to go, but I got intel that they were coming for me, so.

            Cyd

            Sure. I understand.

            INT. CHURCH – DAY

            A previous speaker is finishing up reading Romans 8:35–39. 

            TEEN Family member

            Who shall separate us from the love of Christ? Shall tribulation, or distress, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword? As it is written, for their sake we are killed all the day long; we are accounted as sheep for the slaughter. Nay, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him that loved us. For I am persuaded, that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present, nor things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature, shall be able to separate us from the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.

            Willa speaks to Connor. 

            WillA

            Here you go. I did a pass. Let her try to make something out of this.

            She smiles and hands Connor a handwritten sheet. She’s crossed out a bunch of things and written in some alternative words by hand. He scans and smiles as he heads to the pulpit.

            connor

            Hello. I am here as a fellow human to acknowledge that Lester has, as we know, passed on. Lester was a man. Also, Lester was an employee of the Waystar company for forty years. And when a man dies it is sad. All of us will die one day. In this case, it is Lester who has done so. Lester was alive for seventy-eight years. But, no more. Now he is dead. Lester’s wife is Maria. They were married for fifteen years. Now she is sad.

            INT. Waystar – loading bay – DAY

            Logan, Shiv, Kendall and Gerri escorting Rhea back down to her town car. Logan hangs back with Gerri.

            Gerri

            (low)

            Apparently he emailed a close friend last week, talking of a ‘culture of bullying’.

            Logan

            It’s a newsroom, not the kindergarten.

            Gerri feels grubby about using this but— 

            Gerri

            Tragically, he also had a history of incidences of – well, not really, mental illness, which he was medicated for through our health plan?

            Gerri leaves it there. 

            Logan

            Well let’s hope that doesn’t get out and muddy the waters.

            With Shiv and Rhea. Rhea’s preparing to leave.

            Rhea

            Again, condolences. As the head of an organization myself I can only imagine how you must all be feeling.

            kendall

            It’s a dark day.

            SHIV

            A lot of introspecting ahead.

            RHEA

            Perhaps we could talk again next week?

            Shiv smiles. Rhea crosses to Logan. Shakes his hand.

            Thanks for your hospitality.

            Logan

            It was nice having you.

            Rhea

            It was nice being had. I’ll let them know that number.

            LOGAN

            And that they can trust me?

            RHEA

            I’ll give them my honest assessment.

            She gives a smile. A private word between Logan and Rhea. 

            And listen, if you’re serious about approaching the family, do yourself a favor, a peace offering would be nice. That Walmart-Mussolini who puts Nan Pierce off her old fashioned, Ravenhead? Yes?

            A smile and Rhea’s in the car. Logan turns, looks at Shiv and Kendall. 

            Logan

            Good work, son. Good work.

            He smiles at Shiv too but it feels like Kendall has got the sunlight. Shiv tries not to mind. 

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR THEME PARK – Conference room – day

            Roman is with Paula and Corey and Brian chatting to Paula as other folk eat pizza.

            PAULA

            We were very impressed.

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Good. Okay.

            (then, looks at them)

            I just don’t believe you.

            Corey

            You and Brian, the idea was really quite good.

            He looks at the folder with everyone’s pitches in it.

            ROMAN

            I want to see the submitted pages on the other ideas.

            PAULA

            Well, we can’t do that.

            ROMAN

            Well I want to. And your marks. To check.

            PAULA

            Um – I’d really like to say no?

            ROMAN

            Sure and I don’t want to pull rank.

            PAULA

            Then I’m going to say no?

            RoMAN

            Okay, I am pulling rank.

            INT. BRIGHTSTAR THEME PARK – Conference room – day

            Over in a private seating area where other trainees can’t hear, Roman is flicking through the file. 

            ROMAN

            Okay, sixty percent, forty-five percent, fifty-six percent. My god, these really are terrible. I mean they sounded terrible in outline, but the detail is woeful.

            Brian

            Infantile.

            ROMAN

            Fucking pathetic. The verbal pitches – correctly assessed. The written ones, too. Yup. I say we won it? By a mile.

            PAULA

            Yeah, we know.

            ROMAN

            Fuck. We did it? I did it?

            PaULA

            Uh-huh. Does it feel good?

            ROMAN

            (no)

            Yeah it feels great. And it’s nice, how I haven’t soured the victory at all by pulling rank on you. Where’s the trophy?

            PAULA

            Er, we don’t do a trophy for this element.

            Roman opens his wallet. 

            ROMAN

            Yeah, you do. Let’s give the winners a nice fucking trophy, okay. Weighty. ’Bout yay high?

            He drops a couple of hundreds. 

            INT. Waystar – logan’s office – evening

            Logan is in with Tom. Pierce Network coverage of the shooting plays in the background. Chyron reads: ‘ATN shooting – police confirm suicide’. A Pierce News host talks:

            PIERCE NEWS HOST

            … what had been presented by the channel as a terror attack was later confirmed to be the suicide of an employee.

            PIERCE Pundit

            I guess what people will be asking is how ATN called this one so wrong, a news event in their own newsroom? But of course as we know, this is a company that tolerates senior members of staff consorting with fascists.

            Logan switches off.

            Tom

            Tough day.

            LOGAN

            He obviously wasn’t right.

            TOM

            I’m sorry. You can psychoanalyze all you want. But he was just – plain – loco in the coco.

            LOGAN

            So. You wanted to see me?

            TOM

            Well. Yes. Because I have to say, we’re gonna be under the spotlight. And in my opinion, it is true that we have a problem with bullying at ATN. And I don’t want to name names, that’s absolutely not what I want to do, I’m not that kind of guy, but if you forced me to put a name to it, that name would be Cyd.

            LOGAN

            She is tough.

            Tom

            So. I mean? There’s gonna be a lot of attention? Do I have your blessing to – make her our early retirement correspondent?

            Logan thinks. Nods. Leaves. Tom tries to hide his delight.

            LOGAN

            Oh. And Ravenhead. Have him marched out of the building. No goose-stepping.

            TOM

            Jawohl, Herr Roy.

            Tom walks out with a smile. 

            INT. ATN – CYD’s office – evening

            Tom sticks his head round the door. 

            TOM

            Oh hey Cyd. I just had Logan in and he wants you to fire Mark.

            Cyd

            Me? You afraid of the big bad Nazi?

            TOM

            Me? No.

            CyD

            You shouldn’t be. You’re in the club. Aryan brotherhood, right?

            TOM

            Sorry but Logan was adamant it should come from you? So can you walk him to the door and wave him goodbye? Just don’t straighten your arm too much when you wave. There are a lot of cameras out there.

            Cyd

            Uh-huh.

            Tom

            Great. And when you’re done over in Nuremberg let’s do five for a catch-up. I’ve got some exciting new developments to catch you up on.

            He leaves with a spring in his step. PGN might play on a monitor.

            INT. RomAN’S HOTEL ROOM – night

            Roman’s on the phone to Tabitha. He’s annoyed.

            Roman

            I fucking killed them, Tabs. I slaughtered them. And you know what? They’re jealous. That’s just all it is. Anyway, how are you?

            Intercut with:

            INT. bathroom – night

            Tabitha’s in her bathrobe at home – nice with homely mess. Roman’s voice is projecting through her Bluetooth speaker.

            Tabitha

            I’m actually just about to get into the bath.

            Roman knows where this is headed. 

            Roman

            Oh yeah? So are we going to try this or what? We’ve got six weeks of this.

            TABITHA

            Sure. So, I’m lying in a soapy bath.

            Roman

            Yeah, and I’d love to fuck you.

            TabiTHA

            Yeah? I’m wet for you right now.

            Roman

            That’s not— You don’t need to be so specific.

            TABITHA

            I’m being sexy.

            ROMAN

            And don’t use that weird voice, it’s breathy and unnatural.

            TABITHA

            I’m trying to get into it.

            Roman

            Fine. I’m sorry. Okay.

            (then)

            I’m fucking you. I’m fucking you hard.

            TABITHA

            Amazing. What are you doing next? Changing your water-filter cartridge?

            ROMAN

            I’m coming, I’m coming, I came, hooray, bye.

            She hangs up. He makes another call. 

            Intercut with:

            INT. GERRI’s APARTMENT – NIGHT

            Gerri answers. 

            GerrI

            (into phone)

            Roman. What is it now?

            RomaN

            I’m still pissed they didn’t give me any good footage.

            Gerri

            Seriously?

            ROMAN

            They treated me like I was a piece of shit.

            Gerri

            You are a piece of shit.

            Roman likes this.

            ROMAN

            Fuck you. I’ve found a rough diamond out here I wanna bring back with me, fast-track. And we should build my ride. I’ll email you, it’s genius.

            GerrI

            We’re not building a ride you came up with on your first day of management training, Roman.

            ROMAN

            You should. I’m an ideas fountain.

            GERRI

            You’re acting like an overexcited little boy.

            RomAN

            You know I’m technically your boss.

            GerrI

            Go to bed, Roman. Go to bed and masturbate all your ideas out and let’s see how excited you feel tomorrow.

            Roman

            Maybe I will. Maybe I’ll leave you on the pillow so you can listen to my brilliance cascading.

            Gerri

            Fine. I’ve heard plenty worse than a spoiled brat ejaculating on himself.

            Roman

            Oh yeah? You sure about that? I could be doing it now for all you know.

            GerrI

            Well get going, chop chop.

            Pause. 

            (smile in her voice)

            You disgusting little pig.

            Another pause. 

            You’re pathetic.

            Roman

            Yeah. I am.

            He’s masturbating. 

            Gerri

            You’re a disgusting little worm.

            He’s away. 

            Aren’t you?

            ROMAN

            Yes.

            INT. Waystar – logan’s office – NIGHT

            Kendall’s laying out Logan’s pills. Shiv enters.

            SHIV

            Only you can be trusted with the meds huh?

            KENDALL

            Till we have a system going on.

            SHIV

            So here’s a question. What the fuck’s going on with you and Dad?

            KENDALL

            How do you mean?

            SHIV

            Have you got something on him? Are you blackmailing Dad?

            KeNDALL

            I’m totally loyal to Dad.

            SHIV

            Has he made a deal with you? Did he make you an offer, in the Hamptons?

            Kendall logs this. A piece of information.

            Kendall

            Shiv, there’s no deal. I promise you.

            Shiv

            Then what? Why is he protecting you?

            KeNDALL

            Protecting me?

            Shiv

            The drugs. The shoplifting. The takeover bid?

            KeNDALL

            I don’t know what you’re talking about.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh.

            KeNDALL

            Anyway. Why do you care so much? You thinking of coming in?

            Shiv

            Can we just talk?

            KENDALL

            (no)

            Sure. I’m happy to discuss anything at any point.

            SHIV

            What is going on, Ken? C’mon, I’m not a fucking dummy, there’s an atmosphere.

            KENDALL

            I don’t know. He’s just – he’s concerned about me, for whatever reason.

            SHIV

            ‘For whatever reason’?

            KENDALL

            You’d need to ask him.

            ShIV

            And you can’t tell me? You can’t tell me what’s going on?

            Beat. He can’t tell her. Can he?

            Kendall

            No.

            SHIV

            No?

            KENDALL

            No.

            Shiv takes in Kendall. 

            ShiV

            But. It’s not going to be you. You don’t have a deal with Dad? Honestly.

            KENDALL

            Honestly.

            SHIV

            Fucking look at me.

            KENDALL

            Look. Shiv, it’s not going to be me.

            He looks at her. 

            ShiV

            Wanna tell me why?

            He looks at her. 

            KENDALL

            Can we do one of these?

            He opens his arms. 

            SHIV

            Um.

            He hugs her. He holds her tight. Maybe the only member of the family who can offer him a shoulder to lean into. Maybe he just rocks a little, like a baby, maybe he stifles a tear back but they’re back in a childhood place for a moment where consolation is possible. Where things might be alright. 

            Shiv doesn’t know quite what this is about. Rava, the kids, ‘everything’. 

            You okay? You okay, Ken?

            KenDALL

            Yeah. Look, I would just ask you – take care of me, because if Dad didn’t need me, I don’t exactly know what I would be – for.

            Armor back on, little by little. Or the start of that process. 

            SHIV

            Wanna talk some more?

            KENDALL

            No. Not right now. Thank you. It won’t be me.

            day two

            EXT. City – morning

            Time passes. The building, or plaza outside, is back to normal.

            EXT. Waystar – ROOF – day

            Kendall heads for the edge.

            Then stops. 

            The perimeter is now enclosed by a tall glass wall. 

            He leans his head against the glass. No way out.
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            day one

            EXT. logan’s apartment – day

            A black car pulls up outside the entrance. Shiv gets out.

            There is a line of black SUVs and cars outside, some being packed with bags. Outside other drivers and a couple of security guys wait. 

            INT. logan’s apartment – elevator – day

            Shiv rides the elevator. Nervy. She smacks her lips. Not the Shiv we know. Does she practice a smile? Or do some other weird thing we’ve not seen before? Out of nowhere shakes her head or does some preparatory low humming. 

            The doors open. 

            INT. Logan’S APARTMENT – foyer – day

            Inside, as for a Victorian safari, weekend bags and cases are being accounted for. Staff making preparations for departure. 

            Shiv heads in. 

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – RECEPTION ROOM – day

            She makes it into the reception room. Beyond she can see Tom with Connor, Tabitha and Marcia making small talk. 

            Tom attentively comes to greet her. But Shiv is preoccupied. 

            Tom

            Hey hey hey! You made it, how you doing? How was London? You okay?

            Shiv

            Um. Fine. Good. Yeah. Where’s Rome? Where’s Ken?

            Tom

            Um, I don’t know. You’re okay? What did you do, who did you see?

            SHIV

            I dunno, a whirr. Editors, the studio space, server farms, start-ups, a recycling depot, I have no fucking idea why.

            TOM

            Uh-huh. Well. It’s good to see you.

            (then)

            You are okay?

            Shiv

            (snappy)

            Yes. I. Am. Okay. I’m okay. Alright—

            (then, as he recoils)

            Sorry. Just – I’m good. Just – preoccupied.

            He thinks. Looks at her, takes stock.

            TOM

            You don’t think. You think it could be today? He announces you?

            SHIV

            No. But. No. But you know? Full family briefing? Pre-departure? To the Pierces? Where it might be smart to have someone to announce? Right?

            TOM

            Okay. Why didn’t you say, honey?

            SHIV

            Because it probably isn’t. Will you relax? It’s fine.

            But Tom looks all excited. The elevator door opens, they look through—

            INT. Logan’s apartment – FOYER – day

            Roman steps out. It’s his first time back since the prince became a pauper. Greets Richard, the house manager.

            RomaN

            Richard! Hail, my fellow toiler-man. I have returned from Real America bearing the gift of sight!

            (shouting through)

            Ding-dong, cumrags! Look who’s back!

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – reception room – day

            He heads into the reception room where Shiv and Tom are. 

            Shiv

            Enter the Bragon.

            ROMAN

            Sorry, sis, didn’t catch that. I’ve been down in the salt mines so long with my fellow Johnny Lunchpails I no longer speak One-Percent.

            Shiv

            Rom, you were slinging candy apples. Not digging the Panama Canal.

            They walk through to join the others.

            ROMAN

            I’ve seen the world as it really is, Shiv. And it’s changed me. I’m a kettle-corn shoveler. Here to show you frilly clit-flickers the truth.

            Marcia raises her eyebrows: That boy.

            Too much? So – we ready for this? Where’s fuck-chops?

            SHIV

            Kendall? Where is Ken – is he coming?

            The doors from the dining room open and Logan marches in with Kendall, Frank and Gerri, all business. Shiv clocks Kendall is with the insiders’ group. Looks to Tom: Is this good or bad?

            LoGAN

            Hello hello. Thanks all. The cars are waiting. But first, a couple of announcements.

            Shiv tries not to react. Tom looks at her, expectant. 

            Frank?

            Tom looks at Shiv: What?

            frank

            So as you know, the good news, is the Pierces are entertaining our offer. But, bad news—

            (with a twinkle)

            they are enquiring as to your moral character. Hence, this weekend.

            Shiv deflates. 

            LogAN

            Look us all in the teeth.

            frank

            They want our twenty-four billion but they also want to be able to ensure the integrity of their news outlets into the future.

            LOGAN

            And I want an onion to taste like a fucking peach, but there you go.

            ConnOR

            Before we waste a weekend can I just check why this time is going to be different, Dad?

            frank

            The Pierce family trust has fractured. More than ever. Lawyers and cousins all over the country. Now younger ones who want a piece. Strict codicils limiting their access to the cash from dividends. Which are rapidly diminishing anyway.

            gerri

            Lack of readership, PGN is getting outflanked left and right. The whole edifice is crumbling—

            ShiV

            It just screams buy, buy, buy.

            Logan looks at her. 

            I get it. Kidding.

            Frank

            Even Nan, the queen bee, is feeling the squeeze. She doesn’t want an unseemly family blow-up.

            Logan

            So, we work Nan. We charm the others. They just have to delude themselves for forty-eight hours we’re the Osmonds and I’m Daddy fucking Warbucks okay?

            KENDALL

            It’s Operation ‘Let Them Dream Their Beautiful Dream’.

            Shiv looks at Kendall – he’s inside?

            logan

            Operation ‘Act Like A Happy Family’.

            shiv

            But we are a happy family!

            CoNNOR

            Anyone showing insufficient happiness will be shot!

            Gerri

            So, to ensure everything goes smoothly, we’ve prepared a few dos and don’ts for the weekend.

            Roman

            Seriously? Like, ‘Don’t shit in the soup tureen’?

            FraNK

            Topics to stay clear of. Ravenhead. ATN. Israel. Brightstar and cruises rumor-mill. Steer onto gossip, investments, art, movies, tittle-tattle, wider cultural interests?

            ShiV

            What if your wider cultural interest is hate-jerking to Instagram? Asking for a friend.

            RomAN

            At least I have a hobby.

            Frank

            Also: bearing, clothing.

            ShiV

            Okay, c’mon? ‘Bearing’, clothing?

            RomAN

            Because I was thinking a leather flying helmet and flop my dick out the front of some jodhpurs?

            frank

            Smart-casual. Warm. Think open. Inviting. What else? Oh – two drinks maximum. Not big drinkers.

            Roman

            No one here has any glaring substance-abuse issues that nearly brought down the company, right?

            Roman looks at Kendall. 

            LogaN

            And – um, Tom, we may need to rough you up a little, push you around.

            Tom

            Uh-huh.

            Gerri

            They hate ATN, they hate our papers.

            KENDALL

            They hate success.

            LOGAN

            We make you the straw man for the sins of ATN. Cane your haunches a bit. Okay, son?

            TOM

            Uh-huh? We could say Cyd is maybe more responsible for—?

            LOGAN

            Nah. We gotta wear the hair shirt. Call you a shitbag and say we never watch, okay?

            TOM

            Got it. Yes. Hair shirt.

            Frank

            Um, one idea I was going to mention was – maybe it’s too late but would some kids be an idea? To lighten the mood? Could— Ken – where are Iverson and Sophie?

            KENDALL

            Uh? Sure. I have weekends banked – I could, I hadn’t thought if— That would— I could bring—?

            He reaches for his phone.

            Shiv

            Right and can they also be booked for photo-shoots and sneaker manufacture?

            KENDALL

            It would be nice, anyway.

            Kendall looks at Logan. Logan thinks. Too much static. Outweighs the visuals.

            Logan

            Nah. Nah, nice idea but – no.

            KENDALL

            Sure. Fine. They get it.

            SHIV

            Oh yeah, I’m sure your kids are on board with the strategy.

            Kendall looks at Shiv: Hey! Kids are below the belt. She looks like: Kidding.

            Logan

            Okay. We’re headed for the finish line. So – let’s all wear our Sunday best. Rhea and I will handle the big picture.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Remind me, does Rhea work for our company?

            KENDALL

            (to Shiv, lightly)

            Remind me, do you?

            SHIV

            I’m just asking, do we really want to entrust the company’s fate to another company’s CEO?

            LOGAN

            We can trust Rhea.

            SHIV

            Sure. I mean we don’t know Rhea.

            LOGAN

            I know Rhea.

            A bristle from Marcia who is too dignified to let it show.

            CONNOR

            Who the fuck is Rhea?

            KENDALL

            Look, what Dad is saying to us is, just know your role and execute.

            RomAN

            My only worry is Kendall might come across as too cool and likeable?

            LogAN

            Thank you all for your help. Let’s go. We need this. Bagging Pierce is the key to our proxy defense. And the defense is life itself.

            The meeting breaks up. Logan passes Kendall.

            An hour late? And make no secret of where you’ve been, right?

            KendALL

            Yeah, we’re good. No worries.

            LOGAN

            And keep it clean this weekend, Killer. Okay?

            Kendall clocks the troubling nickname – eats it in a blink.

            As they’re filing out, Roman and Gerri approach the door/elevator at the exact same moment. They haven’t seen or spoken to each other since their last … encounter.

            Roman

            Oh. After – uh – you, m’lady.

            (then)

            Chivalry’s not, ya know. Whatever.

            Gerri gestures for him to go. 

            Gerri

            No please.

            (with a smile)

            Shit before the shovel.

            INT. logan’s apartment – reception room – Day

            As the others head out, Logan pulls Shiv aside.

            LOGAN

            Pinky?

            She stops to chat. Tom clocks.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh?

            LOGAN

            I’ll get the others to hit the bottom-feeders. You and me will go for Nan okay?

            SHIV

            Good cop, misogynist cop?

            LOGAN

            Sure. The woman thing. They like your politics.

            SHIV

            Sure I get it. Good.

            Logan

            You’re doing good, kid. I know you don’t like this buy.

            ShiV

            Well. You know. I can see – I can see the logic, I guess.

            LOGAN

            Good.

            SHIV

            And anyway.

            (cheeky)

            My baby soon!

            She smiles and twinkles at her dad. It’s meant to be light and jokey, but is that how it lands?

            LOGAN

            Heh.

            He laughs. She laughs. But after Shiv turns we see Logan isn’t laughing. And Shiv winces, he’s got her so mixed up she’s misjudging her jokes.

            EXT. logan’s apartment – Day

            Logan and Marcia exit the building. We see Tom and Shiv getting into their car and also Connor, Frank and Gerri mounting up. 

            Roman and Tabitha are walking towards their car and Logan meets Roman as Marcia continues towards their car. 

            LogAN

            So, how’s it going, the course?

            ROMAN

            It’s actually, you know, it’s bullshit but it’s good. Great general manager. Solid course.

            Roman brightens.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Well I’m proud of you, son. Getting back in there.

            ROMAN

            Well, thank you, Dad.

            Roman beams. 

            LOGAN

            But this weekend. Don’t mention it, yeah? Sounds like you’re back at business kindergarten. Short pants.

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Thank you. Right.

            Kick in the balls.

            LOGAN

            You’re on getting Cousin Maxim on-side. Okay? Get in and wheedle.

            ROMAN

            Oh, wheedling’s my favorite!

            Logan heads upstairs for a last item.

            Tabitha smiles at Roman, ruefully.

            TabITHA

            ‘Business kindergarten’. You walked right into that.

            ROMAN

            That’s the fun, you see, never fucking see it, never see that shit. Amazing.

            EXT. New york – day

            Two helicopters take off and fly over Long Island.

            INT. Helicopter – day

            Logan, Marcia, Roman, Tabitha and Gerri ride in one of the helicopters. 

            Logan takes out his cell and dials a number. He waits, then smiles mischievously at the voice on the other end.

            Logan

            Yes, Reuven Frank for Rhea Jarrell, please.

            Marcia glances at Logan: Secret nicknames now?

            Intercut with:

            INT. Rhea’s car – day

            Rhea is in the back seat of a town car pulling in to the Pierce property. She smiles at Logan’s jokey cover, quite aware of how dangerous this all is.

            Rhea

            Oh, Mr Frank. This is a surprise. Everyone aboard?

            Logan

            We’re en route. I trust you’ve buttered the family up for me?

            RHEA

            Maybe. Or maybe told them you’re a swine looking for a fresh pile of shit to roll in?

            Logan isn’t going to bite, he lets it hang.

            You got my list?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Me and Shiv on Nan. Roman on Maxim. Kendall …

            RHEA

            Peter.

            (then)

            And you’re bringing Nan’s bridge partner?

            LOGAN

            Frank’s here.

            RHEA

            I hear from someone who knows, he has an attractive new personal trainer and he gave her a vintage Mercedes for her birthday. After four sessions!

            LOGAN

            I can believe it.

            Logan chuckles. He looks at Frank and winks. Frank looks puzzled.

            RHEA

            Well, you didn’t hear it from me.

            Logan hangs up. He feels the glow of the excitement ebb and out of a shiver of guilt gives Marcia, out of nowhere, a rare kiss. 

            But Marcia can feel that something else is going on.

            EXT. Pierce estate – grounds – day

            Baroque music.

            The Roy team choppers land on the expansive front grounds of a beautiful old estate, North Shore, Long Island. 

            There is nothing crass or gaudily modern or McMansion-y about this property. It is old money, old beauty, old America. A ‘George Washington Slept Here’ kind of place, but BIG.

            As the choppers land, the Pierce cousins emerge from the front door and arrange themselves, Nan (sixties), Maxim (fifties), Naomi (thirties), Marnie (fifties), Peter (fifties), Bun (thirties), Mark (fifties) and Rhea too, ready to greet the conquistadors. They look like the dream of a perfect Northeastern legacy media family. Impeccably dressed, but not too preppy. Impossibly well-bred, but trying hard not to be too stuffy about it. High-minded but hospitable, pretentiously unpretentious.

            We see the various Waystar envoys emerge from the choppers: Logan, Marcia, Shiv, Tom, Roman, Tabitha, Connor, Frank and Gerri. Logan quietly snaps one last order to his brood—

            Logan

            Smile. All of you.

            Roman

            (smiling)

            I am smiling!

            shiv

            Yeah, not like a pervert.

            Logan turns to face the faraway Pierces. His smile is actually quite convincingly warm and gentle.

            As Logan begins walking towards the Pierces, flanked by Shiv and Marcia on either side, he grabs both of their hands, like Mr Family. He seems to be making himself look older, frailer, softer. 

            Shiv is both amazed and repulsed by this gesture. But, if she’s being honest, maybe weirdly a little moved?

            The display amazes the peanut gallery behind Logan.

            ROMAN

            Jesus. Check out Papa Smurf.

            Connor

            This is too fucking weird already.

            Nan Pierce warmly approaches Frank first, for a hug.

            Nan

            Ah! Saint Francis of Assisi!

            Frank

            (an old ‘joke’)

            La belle dame avec merci!

            NAN

            (kissing his cheek)

            You’ve brought me animals.

            Logan approaches. Nan smiles.

            Welcome to Tern Haven. Our City on the Hill. Nan Pierce.

            LogAN

            A pleasure.

            They shake hands.

            Logan clocks the presence of Rhea hovering behind the cousins. They exchange a furtive glance. Rhea smiles.

            NAN

            Well! I suppose you’ve waited for this moment quite a while, haven’t you, greedy guts? I’m teasing.

            LOGAN

            (taking the hit)

            We thank you for inviting us to your home.

            NAN

            Yes, well, I think we’ll have fun getting a look at you all, won’t we?

            MARK

            (piping in cheerfully)

            Oh Nan, stop blabbing and let us at the canapés!

            Everyone laughs too loudly. Roman makes a face – it wasn’t that funny, was it?

            Naomi, the youngest of the cousins, doesn’t laugh at all. She stares at the Roys with what looks like contempt.

            NAN

            Okay, Come, come in. ‘We are large – we contain multitudes.’ In, in, in!

            Nan shoos everyone inside.

            ext./INT. pierce entrance – Day

            Logan and Rhea grab a dangerous word. 

            LOGAN

            How we looking?

            Rhea looks a little rattled.

            Rhea

            This way.

            Rhea leads him round another way. 

            LOGAN

            Issue?

            Rhea

            Naomi’s flown in from Marin. Which is a – ‘nice surprise’?

            Logan catches a glimpse of frosty Naomi.

            LOGAN

            What does that do to the math? What’s her share, what does it mean?

            rhea

            Well, it complicates it.

            Two minutes in and Logan can already feel things shifting.

            LOGAN

            Why wasn’t I prepared for this?

            This is over the line for Rhea. Flash of steel. 

            rhea

            Um, because – it’s not my fucking job? And – ask your people?

            Logan looks at her. That’s right. 

            Sourpuss usually sits these out. She has major juice with Nan.

            LOGAN

            Can I do it without Nan?

            Just then Marnie is nearby. Rhea switches to end any possible sense of collusion with Logan—

            Rhea

            Marnie! Right. You, me and a martini, now!

            Rhea heads off with Marnie, but turns to give Logan a shake of her head. Impossible without Nan. 

            INT. HelicOPTER – day

            Kendall choppers over to the Pierce Estate. He’s preparing himself, psyching himself up, burning through briefing papers and valuation models. 

            INT. Pierce estate – living room – day

            The Pierces and Roys are gathered in a large living-room area. Wood-paneled walls and bookshelves packed to the gills with erudite volumes. A wait staff member serves drinks. Fresh flowers everywhere.

            It’s all very rich, but there is a specific lived-in, quirky, cozy vibe you would never see in a Roy domicile. The couch has clearly seen many sittings, and there are even cat claw marks on one side. Knick-knacks, family heirlooms, photos and awards line the walls and tables. 

            There are newspapers around. The New York Mail. Other Pierce publications. A New York Review of Books-style literary-historical publication. 

            This is a family very comfortable with its legacy and proud of its familial closeness.

            A weird hairless cat rubs against Shiv’s leg. She flinches.

            Shiv

            (whispers to Tom)

            Ugh. Penis cat.

            There’s a Latin phrase carved into a wood panel above a door frame: ‘In veritate triumpho.’ 

            Roman, confused, leans over to Gerri.

            RomaN

            ‘This wine is triumphant?’

            Peter, a cousin standing nearby, leans in.

            peter

            ‘I triumph in the truth.’

            ROMAN

            Ah. Right, no – of course. Truth. Love it. It’s the best, right?

            Logan and Frank pull Roman aside for a private word.

            LoGAN

            We’ve talked. You’re off Maxim. On Naomi.

            ROMAN

            Okay? Because?

            logan

            Knows Tabitha. You’re – similar.

            frank

            Kind of lost, not a family success story. Could have sway.

            RomAN

            Right. Thank you, Dad. Fuck you, Frank.

            As Roman looks to respond, Nan clinks her glass.

            NAN

            I won’t interrupt your tipple for long, but I want to briefly welcome everyone to our funny little house.

            She gestures to the giant, unfunny house around her.

            And to let our guests know that what you’re drinking is Hank Pierce’s Breakbumper.

            THE PIERCES

            (all together, holding up glasses)

            The Breakbumper!

            Roys glance at each other. What’s with these creepy happy people?

            NAN

            Recipe, stolen, no one believes, from the wallet of Teddy Roosevelt’s valet. Cheers!

            Murmurs, raising glasses.

            One of the cousins, Marnie, begins to play Cole Porter’s ‘Miss Otis Regrets’ on the piano. She’s perfect.

            Cousin Mark ‘regales’ his captive audience.

            Mark

            I’m actually getting my second PhD now, in Africana Studies at Brown.

            Tom

            Oh, wow? So you’ll be – a double doctor?

            MARK

            The second PhD is much tougher. Five years is an absolute gauntlet.

            Shiv

            (playfully)

            But just think, by the end you won’t have to waste the twelve seconds it takes to look something up on Wikipedia.

            Mark laughs heartily, but Shiv senses they don’t joke the way Roys do.

            But seriously, well done though.

            Connor is talking with an eccentric-looking cousin Maxim. 

            Maxim

            So. Connor Roy. The Man Who Would Be King. Don Quixote of Iowa, tilting at straw polls.

            Connor grits his teeth, trying not to take the bait.

            CONNOR

            (fake smiles)

            Yup. I’ve got a big tent and everyone’s welcome. And are you in politics?

            MAXIM

            Sort of. Brookings Institute.

            Connor barely contains his contempt for this elitist bastion.

            CONNOR

            Ah. Brookings. Yes. Of course. A fine, elite establishment.

            MAXIM

            Oh, didn’t take you for a fan? I thought you were on the whole abolish-the-Federal-Reserve, fluoride-is-poison, pissing-in-jars, end of things?

            Connor is nearly shaking with rage now.

            CONNOR

            Ha. No, I’m on the whole ‘liberty and justice for all’ end of things. But hey? Different strokes!

            They clink glasses, frostily.

            We hear the muffled sound of a helicopter. Roman glances out the window and sees Kendall’s chopper landing.

            Roman

            Ah. The Fraud-igal Son returns.

            TABITHA

            And you know Roman, of course?

            Roman and Naomi, finally face to face. A bit awkward.

            Roman

            Yeah, yeah. From the – thing.

            Naomi

            Oh, the thing where you tried to order my family’s legacy over the phone like an Uber Eats? Of course. How are you?

            Roman tries to keep his cool. 

            ROMAN

            I am well. Very well.

            (then)

            Yeah. Working hard.

            NAOMI

            Yeah?

            ROMAN

            Taking the blind chickens out to shit.

            Hint of a smile from Naomi but Tabitha jumps in.

            Tabitha

            He’s actually really passionate about maintaining integrity of their customer-facing brands.

            NAOMI

            Oooh. Tell me more!

            She walks off. 

            RomAN

            What was that?

            TaBITHA

            You were flailing.

            ROMAN

            Tabs. Fuck’s sake. I can read a person. Okay?

            EXT. PIERCE ESTATE – GROUNDS – day

            Kendall makes his way to the front entrance of the Pierce compound. 

            INT. Pierce estate – living room – day

            Logan, Marcia and Nan have already sequestered themselves at one end of the room. Nan surveys the room, the Roys—

            Nan

            Here we all are. What an interesting family.

            Logan

            You’ll excuse my son’s lateness. He’s been volunteering.

            Nan smiles – does she see what’s going on?

            Nan

            How impressive. He finds the time. In the teeth of a takeover battle?

            That’s not without edge—

            marcia

            He’s very capable.

            LoGAN

            Lots of bandwidth.

            NAN

            Wonderful to have such, bandwidth. After everything. Charitable endeavors! I’m trying to get a land bank established on the North Fork but the politics is horrible. The hours I’ve burnt. I could have written a novel!

            marcia

            Logan – could Phil not help – with the land bank?

            (to Nan)

            I’m sure you know all the politicians, but he’s a friend.

            NAN

            That’s kind. His support would be invaluable. I’ve just never been able to afford it.

            They all smile.

            logan

            I’ll give him a poke.

            Rosa, the maid, offers Logan another drink.

            No, thank you.

            Nan turns to Rosa.

            Nan

            Oh, Rosa, please, have a drink with us.

            Rosa

            I have to finish the dinner, miss.

            NAN

            Just one drink, dear. You can take a break, can’t you?

            ROSA

            No, miss. The dinner.

            NAN

            Oh, alright. You poor thing. You never treat yourself.

            Kendall enters the room. Logan lights up. Walks across the room. The room is transfixed by the sight of Logan greeting his son with a big, loving hug.

            On Roman, who glances at Shiv and smirks between sips of his drink: You believe this shit?

            Logan whispers quietly in Kendall’s ear. 

            LOGAN

            We missed you, son.

            KenDALL

            Thanks, Pop. You too.

            LOGAN

            You alright to target – Peter? Push a gold bar down his fucking throat.

            Kendall nods, looks over at Peter. Shouldn’t be too hard.

            Logan retrieves his glass and clinks it. The room quiets. He stands side by side with Kendall – the past and the future.

            If you’ll pardon me – I’m hardly the master of speechifying. But I’d just like to thank the Pierces for their hospitality. Like Romans amongst you Greeks – I’m sure you’ll find us rather big, vulgar, and bustling. But we appreciate your forbearance. And it would be remiss, as an old newsman, if I didn’t commend you all. For your stewardship of PGM. Because – wherever one comes from on the political spectrum – we can all agree, for decade after decade, your outlets have been essential to the functioning of our Grand Republic. Long may they so remain!

            Rhea

            Hear, hear.

            ROMAN

            (sing-song into Tabitha’s ear)

            He-would-like-to-kill-and-shit-on-them!

            Rhea gives Logan a private wink. Logan smiles at Kendall. A displeased Shiv notices the public affection – what the fuck?

            An amazed Connor turns to Roman.

            Connor

            Wow. I like this dad. Why can’t this dad be Dad?

            The Pierces politely, but not wholly convincingly, applaud Logan’s toast. 

            Kendall notices something different from across the room – Naomi does not applaud. She just sits there, staring forward, unmoved. They might have a problem on their hands there.

            Kendall passes by Rhea and she leans in with a warm smile.

            Rhea

            (quietly)

            You clean up nice. How are you?

            KenDALL

            Oh, hi – good, good.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh. And how are you really?

            Kendall is taken aback. No one ever really asks him this.

            KENDALL

            I’m, I’m— You know?

            RHEA

            (smiles sympathetically)

            I know. I know. Well, it’s good to see you. We could use the help.

            KENDALL

            ‘We’?

            RHEA

            You. Them, us, whatever.

            She gives his arm a little squeeze and goes off to mingle.

            Marcia notices Kendall and Rhea’s little private moment from afar. 

            INT. Pierce estate – living room – day

            Tom is chatting with Bun, one of the cousins. Bun is a New York party boy who is money hungry.

            Tom

            … I just take the responsibility very seriously. The news. That which is new.

            Bun

            Great, for sure. And the number I’ve heard quoted, that’s a real number?

            Tom readies his prepared line.

            TOM

            Pheidippides after all, died, in his haste to bring the news of the Battle of Marathon to Athens?

            Bun looks at him.

            BUN

            Yeah, bro, just so you know? I’m good? Like, I’m in? So this is cool, but if you want, do go hit a gray hair with the Marathon shit?

            Nan’s voice suddenly rises above the din.

            Nan

            Everyone! Hello, everyone? We’re about—

            (checks watch)

            half an hour out from dinner? So we can all regroup in thirty in the dining room. Bring your best dirty jokes!

            INT. PIERCE ESTATE – LOGAn’s guest room – DUSK

            Team Roy has gathered for a private debrief before dinner. Logan ushers them in.

            RomaN

            How we doing? No one’s whipped their schlong out or screamed the n-word, so I guess we’re killing it, right?

            LoGAN

            (to Shiv, closing door)

            What the fuck did you say to Mark? Making cracks about his PhD?

            Shiv

            Whoa, it was a joke? He laughed?

            FRANK

            It seems he did not enjoy that.

            Logan

            He’s one of our yesses, Siobhan. He’s solid. Why are you even bothering with him?

            GerRI

            Have we lost sight of Maxim? Who’s on Maxim?

            CoNNOR

            Me, but I just have to say, if he contradicts any more planks of my political philosophy I might—

            LogAN

            He’s leaning no sale – cut the horseshit and know your role.

            Connor nods, a bit crestfallen to see the real Logan back.

            Connor

            Sure, Dad.

            LOGAN

            Shiv? I need you on Nan. Who’s on Naomi?

            Shiv

            It’s okay, Dad, you know, we don’t have to be so schematic—

            LOGAN

            Romulus, when you laugh, do it at the same volume as everyone else. We didn’t get you from a hyena farm.

            ROMAN

            Thanks, Pop.

            gerri

            The good news is Nan already seems to be spending the money in her head. But she can still be swayed by her family. So. Every cousin counts.

            Shiv

            I think Marnie might be leaning sell?

            Logan

            (dismissive)

            Marnie we’re not worried about.

            Shiv makes a face at being shut down again. What is going on?

            Everybody stay in your lanes. Who’s on Peter?

            Kendall

            I got it, Dad.

            ROMAN

            Oh, you got it? Ken’s got it, everyone.

            FRANK

            Bit of Lincoln Center chat okay? He’s worried we’re barbarians.

            Logan

            And Naomi. Hit Naomi! Okay? Onwards!

            As everyone leaves, Logan turns to Marcia and nods appreciatively.

            (between them)

            Nice work so far.

            Marcia

            Thank you. I am very excited to be getting top marks along with your other pupils.

            INT. PIERCE ESTATE – grand staircase – night

            Everyone from Team Roy heads downstairs for dinner.

            INT. Pierce estate – kitchen – night

            Two or three cooks put the finishing touch on the night’s dinner. Rosa, the housekeeper, is pulling the gorgeous roast out of the oven. She brings it to the door of the dining room and hands it to Nan Pierce.

            INT. Pierce estate – dining room – night

            Team Roy and Team Pierce sit around a large dining-room table. 

            Nan takes the roast pan and places it in the center of the table with a flourish. She gets a big round of applause from everyone, as if she cooked it. Nan demurely curtsies.

            Nan

            Oh stop. All of you.

            We catch a glimpse of Rosa watching from the kitchen door.

            As Nan heads back to her seat, she gives Naomi a little shoulder rub. Naomi smiles for the first time. The two seem quite close. 

            Nan returns to her seat.

            Now. Grace! I’m afraid we’ve gone so Unitarian out here we’ve given up on Jesus and started worshiping Shakespeare. Who’s holding the scepter?

            Naomi is handed a well-loved pink-and-gold toy scepter. Cousin Bun rolls his eyes at what he clearly thinks is an irritating family tradition. Naomi clears her throat and delivers her soliloquy to the table.

            Naomi

            Um.

            ‘The purest treasure mortal times afford

            Is spotless reputation: that away,

            Men are but gilded loam or painted clay.

            A jewel in a ten-times-barr’d-up chest

            Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast.

            Mine honor is my life; both grow in one:

            Take honor from me, and my life is done.’

            There is applause.

            Roman

            Hell yeah.

            Nan

            And if one of our guests has a bit of verse they’d like to share?

            The Roys all glance at each other. Roman looks at Naomi.

            ROMAN

            I have one: ‘Rub a dub dub, thanks for the grub.’

            (beat)

            Bart Simpson. Season four, I believe? A fine vintage.

            Naomi laughs at Roman’s joke. Doesn’t necessarily mind being teased. Logan smiles: Good work.

            NAN

            Well. Soup’s on, people.

            Kendall tries to jump in and make headway with Naomi.

            KenDALL

            That was awesome, thank you. I’m Kendall, by the way.

            NaoMI

            Yes, I know. Naomi.

            KENDALL

            Cool. So what do you do? You know – professionally? Or—

            NAOMI

            I volunteer at a drug addiction treatment center in Mill Valley. And continue my recovery there as well.

            KENDALL

            Oh, wow. That’s— I’m actually in recovery myself, so—

            Naomi observes Kendall for a beat and nods.

            NAOMI

            I know.

            KENDALL

            (laughs nervously)

            Oh, okay. My reputation precedes me, I guess?

            NAOMI

            No, I can just tell.

            Kendall takes this in. What can she ‘just tell’, exactly?

            KENDALL

            Right. Okay.

            Meanwhile, Cousin Peter is droning on about literature.

            Peter

            I like to have three novels and a biography going. It’s natural selection.

            Roman sees an opportunity to beat Kendall to a ‘win’.

            Roman

            Hoo brother, I hear that.

            PETER

            You a reader too?

            ROMAN

            Me? Big time.

            Peter

            Anything to recommend that Oprah isn’t pushing? Any new fiction?

            ROMAN

            Okay. A new novel to recommend. Well – The Electric Circus?

            PETER

            The Electric Circus?

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh.

            MaRNIE

            Who’s the author?

            ROMAN

            What’s that?

            MARNIE

            Who’s the author?

            ROMAN

            Oh gosh. I want to say— Shit, what was it? Timothy Lipton.

            Shiv joins in, toying with Roman.

            ShiV

            Uh-huh? What’s it about, Rom?

            ROMAN

            What’s The Electric Circus about?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh?

            ROMAN

            It’s about a young man who’s making his way through the world. And it takes place in different time periods and sort of jumps between them. The circus part is a – you know. Metaphor.

            SHIV

            For what?

            ROMAN

            For the anxiety of modern life, Siobhan.

            Marnie stares at her smart phone, puzzled.

            MarNIE

            I’m not seeing it on Google. It’s called The Electric Circus?

            RomAN

            Yeah. Well – now I’m trying to think … was it called The Electric Circus? Yeah. But it’s still in proofs. From the publishing house.

            (i.e. not on Google)

            Quite excellent. The prose.

            He kisses his fingers. 

            At the end of the table, Maxim baits Connor, who’s trying his best but looks like he’s about to crack … 

            Connor

            Well that’s very, interesting. Let’s agree to disagree shall we?

            Maxim

            If we can agree you just betrayed a fundamental misunderstanding of industrial automation, sure.

            Connor

            (with a smile)

            Hehehe.

            (then)

            Well, that is just the kind of expert analysis I’d expect from a deep-state wonk with both lips glued to the Soros teat.

            Maxim

            You can’t change Washington without knowing Washington. Can you name me one member of the House Commerce Committee?

            Connor

            Yeah, I think I know one? Representative Ferdinand D. Who Gives A Shit from the great state of No One Cares.

            MAXIM

            Very presidential!

            EXT. pierce ESTATE – night

            All is quiet in the peaceful, dark grounds. We see the silent warm glow of activity inside the house from afar.

            INT. PiERCE ESTATE – diNING ROOM – night

            Shiv leans over to Cousin Mark with a contrite look.

            Shiv

            I just wanted to say? It’s really great what you’re doing. The PhDs. Sorry if I—

            Mark

            (he was mad)

            Oh, no. It was a hit, a very palpable hit! I can take a joke!

            Meanwhile, Shiv looks over – best face for Nan. But the cold look on Nan’s face alone shows it’s not going great.

            Nan

            So, you pleased to be out of politics, Siobhan?

            Shiv

            I am … getting over it, yes, like a nasty stomach bug.

            Nan

            It can be a dirty business.

            Rhea

            Made dirtier by a certain cable news behemoth.

            nan

            Oh shush, Rhea. Let’s play nice now.

            Rhea

            Oh? We can discuss the white nationalist elephant in the room, can’t we? Tug on its trunk a bit?

            A curveball from Rhea. Whose side is she on again?

            Logan

            I’m not operationally involved—

            Naomi

            Oh come on!

            Logan

            I let my people do their thing. Talk to Tom about ATN, he’s the barbarian.

            ToM

            Hi! Hello! Mr Right-Wing Ogre, at your service!

            naOMI

            Really? You’re saying you don’t even believe your shit?

            Logan

            (cutting in)

            For a long time I’ve wanted to balance Waystar’s portfolio with a voice from the – the—

            roman

            From the left?

            Nan wrinkles her nose.

            shiv

            No – Pierce is— Your people follow the truth, wherever it leads, right?

            That’s the right answer, but it plays a little obsequious. 

            Nan

            Oh well, you know, our people are just hacks, but we like them.

            KenDALL

            I guess we try to follow the truth too, Shiv?

            Shiv

            Sure. No. We, Dad, just wants a bigger tent, bigger pie, bigger profit, allows more investment.

            Bun nods. But even on this Shiv can’t get a win.

            NAN

            And I suppose I’m a prim little matron if I object to being fumbled by the invisible hand of the market?

            Bun chimes in gingerly from across the table.

            bun

            Sure, I guess fair exchange is no robbery though? And money does allegedly makes the world go round? So?

            A shot across Nan’s bow from within the family. The Roys exchange interested glances.

            NAN

            Money is a social construct, whereas virtue, integrity, these things actually exist.

            Tom

            Uh-huh, because just this morning, I – I went to the store and bought a pound of ham and I paid by telling them I was really concerned about the environment!

            Chuckles, including some knowing laughs from Nan’s cousins. Nan smiles but she doesn’t love it.

            ShiV

            Don’t mind Tom, he finds other people’s integrity a personal affront for some reason.

            Tom laughs along. 

            TOM

            Yup! This just in: I’m a piece of dirt.

            Peter

            But, Tom, if there was an acquisition, as Head of News you’d be the guy in charge of our crown jewels right?

            Logan

            Well, we’d see about that.

            The Pierces are enjoying Tom being hung out to dry a bit.

            rhea

            Ooh, hear that, Tom? Sounds dicey? Got a pitch?

            Peter

            Tom? Everything rests on what you’re going to say next.

            Nan

            (actually loving it)

            Oh, lay off him.

            Marnie

            Wait, I didn’t hear though? Would he stay on as Head of News, or—?

            Nan laughs. Logan makes a slight ‘maybe’ gesture. Tom looks around, dishes himself more food, trying to kill the awkwardness.

            TOM

            Ah, the king of edible leaves – His Majesty, the Spinach!

            Shiv

            (reeling it all back)

            Look, I guess, the business, the journalistic values, you just have a lot of admirers in this family.

            Logan gives her a nod: Good work.

            Logan

            (amused)

            Like all recent converts, Shiv is a zealot.

            TOM

            I guess what we can all agree on is it’s great for people to communicate. Of whatever, stripe.

            ROMAN

            Profound, Tom.

            Logan looks at Roman: Enough! 

            No I mean it isn’t, but it is.

            Tom and Shiv exchange glances. They want a moment. Over the next dialogue they make eyes to head out for a conference. 

            nAOMI

            Yeah, communication. Wonderful. My Twitter is all death threats.

            Mark

            I think it was Thoreau who said of the telegraph, ‘Maine may speak to Texas, but what if they have nothing to say to one another?’

            peter

            That should be engraved into the bezel of every iPhone in the world!

            RomAN

            Hear, hear!

            (to Tabitha)

            The bezel? The ‘bezel’?

            The table breaks down into general chat as Tom and Shiv disappear. 

            INT. PieRCE bathroom/private space – night

            Tom and Shiv strategize. 

            Shiv

            Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck.

            Tom

            Doesn’t feel great, Shiv.

            SHIV

            He’s got me all Kendalling.

            Tom

            Everyone’s taking turns pissing on me, and look, I can take it but—

            SHIV

            This is what happens. You’re promised the keys to the castle and you get paralyzed looking into the eyes of the cobra.

            TOM

            They were riding me pretty hard in there – should I fight back more?

            SHIV

            And then he smells the vacillation and – that’s it. You’re done. He’s fucking – juiced another lemon.

            TOM

            Could you maybe stop beating up on me too?

            SHIV

            Sure. What— That was just – silly. No one cares.

            TOM

            Sure.

            SHIV

            He’s got me second-guessing myself. I’m wavering on the best strategy for securing a company I don’t even like—

            Tom’s not used to seeing Shiv out of control like this. 

            I really want this. I want to be sitting at that table.

            TOM

            Sure. I mean you are sitting at this table?

            SHIV

            Yeah but— No, I’m good. I’m good. Let’s go! Fuck!

            Tom nods nervously, they head out. Kendall passes them heading to the bathroom as they head back in. 

            (to Kendall, annoyed)

            ‘I guess we try to follow the truth too.’ Nice assist, bud.

            Kendall

            Yeah, it’s called having a conversation?

            INT. Pierce estate – Bathroom – night

            Kendall refuels in the bathroom. There’s a framed black-and-white photo on the wall of a bunch of Pierce cousins when they were kids in the sixties wearing silly hats with ‘press cards’ in them and clambering all over one of the desks in a newsroom. 

            Kendall looks closely at another photo and spots what appears to be a young Naomi dancing on the lawn in front of the Pierce Estate. She’s happy and carefree. Before whatever it was that went wrong with her went wrong.

            He’s about to do a bump, but then resists. No, not tonight. He’ll be good. He’ll be good for Naomi.

            INT. pierce estate – Dining room – night

            Shiv and Tom return. Tabitha chats with cousins Peter and Marnie. Tabitha is clearly a hit, well liked by the Pierces.

            TaBITHA

            The wait list is insane. So if they can’t adopt within the next six months I’m thinking of just having a baby for them. Screw it, ya know?

            Marnie

            I know somebody who did that. It’s so great.

            PETER

            But then, if it isn’t rude to ask, what about you two?

            TaBITHA

            Me and Roman? Oh, no. I think you have to have sex to get pregnant.

            RomAN

            Whoa. Hey, now.

            PETER

            Oh, I’m sorry. I – didn’t mean to pry?

            Marnie

            Oh, sure you did.

            Peter shoots Marnie a look. You can tell they have tension.

            Tabitha

            No no, it’s fine. We just don’t do it that way. That’s not our thing. We’re sort of like eunuch besties. It works for us.

            Roman

            She’s kidding. We – we’re actually pretty relentless in that regard. Just – bingo bango bongo, ya know?

            He punches his fist into his hand a few times. 

            Tabitha laughs. Roman is not persuading people. He glances across the table and clocks Logan, listening in on the conversation disapprovingly. Fuck.

            Kendall sits back down next to Naomi, sniffs, and refills his wine glass with seltzer. She watches him closely.

            NaomI

            Refreshed?

            KendaLL

            (nervously)

            Huh? Yup – you bet.

            At the head of the table.

            Nan

            I hope you don’t mind your husband and I talking shop so much?

            marcIA

            Does it matter if I do?

            Nan raises her eyebrows – okay – a bit of fight!

            NAN

            So, Marcia, tell me, you grew up in Beirut, what was that like?

            LoGan

            She doesn’t like to talk about it.

            MarCIA

            Or you don’t like to ask about it?

            Crackle in the air. Logan rides it and looks at Nan.

            LOGAN

            When we met. Our first, second, night we stayed up all night, and she told me her whole life story.

            MARCIA

            If I had a year I couldn’t tell you my whole life.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Fine.

            Nan

            Interesting. Another glass for you both?

            Marcia has drunk more than usual. Logan puts a hand over. 

            LOGAN

            We tend to keep it to—

            Marcia

            Thank you.

            LOGAN

            Excuse me.

            MARCIA

            His cellar is all New World and it doesn’t suit me.

            LOGAN

            Well you should say.

            MARCIA

            It suits you, so it can suit me. I am not a difficult person.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Nan turns her back to Shiv and focusses on Logan. Shiv almost smiles at how infuriating this is getting. 

            NAN

            Well. As long as the fat is being chewed, I suppose I’d be remiss not to mention you’re being targeted for acquisition yourself, correct?

            Logan

            Hm? Oh, no, no. I suspect that’s all over. More or less.

            rheA

            Sandy’s not well.

            (whispers)

            Syphilis is actually the word, if you can believe it.

            LOGAN

            I never really believed the takeover was real to begin with.

            RHEA

            Mm. A Potemkin pillage.

            Pierces laugh too hard at Rhea’s snobby joke, except Bun.

            Nan

            And look. I have to ask. Your – internal differences? Have they been smoothed over?

            The obvious reference to Logan and Kendall’s takeover drama clearly throws Kendall. Logan glides right past it.

            LOGAN

            Very much so.

            Beat. Shiv is listening in now.

            NAN

            And any thought given to who you might hand over the keys to?

            keNDALL

            Madam, you are very forward.

            NAN

            Oh, you’re no fun!

            RHEA

            Isn’t he a stinker?

            NAN

            We’re all friends here now, aren’t we?

            LogAN

            Gerri’s on the paperwork as a stopgap, but I think she would be the first to admit she could never actually do it.

            Gerri

            Maybe the second to admit?

            On Gerri, who didn’t enjoy that. Nan looks at Logan for an answer.

            LOGAN

            There is a name but I don’t want to do hypotheticals—

            rhea

            He’s an enigma!

            LOGAN

            One day.

            RHEA

            What a tease, folks.

            Shiv shakes her head in disbelief.

            Nan

            Just whisper it in my ear?

            Logan

            I’ll start to think I’m not wanted.

            Logan looks at Shiv: Should he say? 

            Shiv

            You can—

            They all turn to Shiv.

            (laughs)

            Just say it.

            LOGAN

            Well, look—

            Shiv feels everyone’s eyes on her. She quickly maneuvers.

            SHIV

            He doesn’t want to say because I wanted to keep it on ice, but we’re good. Dad. We can just say it. The plan is – my dad asked me to take over …

            On Kendall – what the fuck did she just say?

            On Roman, Marcia, Frank, Connor. Similarly floored.

            NAN

            Oh – is that so?

            Logan hides his reaction. Then—

            LoGAN

            It’s been discussed but, but we’re not at a point as yet where—

            Shiv

            I mean, yeah – not right away or anything, but—

            Roman, totally gutted, is in the middle of a conversation with Cousin Mark.

            Mark

            The great thing about it is—

            RomAN

            (turning away)

            Sorry, love to hear more but I think my life just ended?

            Back to Shiv.

            Shiv

            We’ve discussed a transition period and some arrangements—

            LogaN

            We won’t bore you.

            Awkward silence.

            shiv

            I figured it was something we could tell you all though. As friends.

            Tense. People look at Kendall and Roman, who are clearly shocked. Peter chimes in.

            Peter

            You know, maybe this dinner might have been a bit premature – sounds like you guys still have some things to work out?

            Logan is quietly furious. The wheels are coming off now. 

            MarCIA

            (whispered)

            Is that true?

            LOGAN

            (crowded, too loud, to Marcia)

            Stop fucking— What’s – against my chair?!

            An even more awkward silence. Nan has to fill it somehow.

            NAN

            Well – anyway.

            (beat)

            I was thinking – it’s such a beautiful clear night. Mark?

            MaRK

            Hmm?

            NAN

            Mark?

            MARK

            I said, ‘Hmm?’

            NAN

            Would you like to guide us on a little after-dinner stargaze?

            We see the silent, devastated table. 

            INT. Pierce estate – entry room – night

            Everyone is putting on their coats for the stargaze. 

            TABITHA

            (to Roman)

            Did you know?

            Roman

            No. No I did not know.

            TaBITHA

            And are you okay?

            ROMAN

            No, no I am not okay. Thank you for asking.

            tabiTHA

            Okay. Well, let’s go eye-fuck Jupiter while your family implodes.

            Logan and Marcia are the last of the group as they leave. Logan steers his agitation towards Marcia. He’s huffing and puffing. 

            LOGAN

            Huh. Huh.

            (then)

            You know, you can tell me. I’ll get the wine you like.

            MARCIA

            C’est bien. If you like to drink Sauvignon Blanc that tastes like gooseberry jam, you have earned it.

            LOGAN

            Huh. What is this?

            MARCIA

            When did you make your offer to Siobhan?

            LOGAN

            I told you about that.

            (obviously not)

            And if I didn’t – sorry. I’m busy.

            Marcia

            If you want to talk to me like I’m other people, so be it. If you want to bullshit me, fine.

            LOGAN

            Ah, yes. My honest broker. Like the time you told me to sell my company?

            MARCIA

            What?

            LOGAN

            Oh and she doesn’t remember now? Forget it.

            (then)

            Everything’s fine.

            Kendall catches up.

            KendALL

            (an offer)

            Hey, Dad?

            LogAN

            (a refusal)

            What?

            KENDALL

            Nothing. You gonna be warm enough?

            LOGAN

            Yeah. I dunno.

            Logan looks at Kendall. Misdirected anger—

            You got a problem?

            Kendall pulls back.

            KENDALL

            No. Just. No I’m happy.

            LOGAN

            Yeah, well, we can talk later. Focus on the Pierces. We’re in a fucking drift. We’re losing them. Distractions!

            EXT. Pierce estate – grounds – night

            Cousin Mark leads the party through a field outside the estate. 

            MARK

            I got my PhD in astronomy at Columbia in ’89, so I’m far from Whitman’s ‘learn’d astronomer’ these days—

            Bringing up the rear, various explosive Roy side discussions take place. 

            As the squabbling rises, Kendall hangs back, quiet, haunted.

            Roman

            So? What the fucking fuck?

            Shiv

            Rome – let’s discuss later.

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Cool, or, no – tell me right now what the Jiminy Cricket is going on or I’m going to kick you in the pussy.

            Tom

            Hey, man – maybe just like—?

            ROMAN

            Fuck off, Stedman. You know this fucks your shit up too.

            Tom starts to front-up to Roman – the start of a possible confrontation. Peter comes by with a thermos and some paper cups.

            Peter

            Here comes the Cocoa Fairy!

            Tom

            (flips the switch to nice)

            Oh fantastic – thank you!

            Now Connor has sidled up.

            Connor

            Wait, so this happened back at the Hamptons? Is that what I’m hearing?

            Roman

            (to Shiv)

            The Hamptons?! Are you fucking serious? That was like nine years ago, bitch.

            TOM

            HEY.

            Shiv

            Go to hell, Roman. Seriously.

            Frank sidles in with a whisper.

            Frank

            Can we try and lower the volume here?

            Roman

            Blow it out your ass, Frank. Go get fake-fired again and leave us alone.

            FRANK

            And that is why you weren’t picked.

            Connor

            A heads-up would have been nice, Shiv. That’s all we’re saying.

            Roman

            That’s not all I’m saying. I am also saying, watch your back because you are going down, Shiv.

            Roman gives up and walks near Kendall.

            KENDALL

            I just wanted to say good for you. Congratulations.

            ShIV

            Oh. I mean – whatever, it’s not a real thing. I’m sure Dad just floated it.

            KENDALL

            Well, I don’t deserve it. So congratulations.

            Shiv makes a face: What the hell was that? She walks away. Roman looks at Kendall. 

            RomAN

            You know, I thought you were my nemesis, Nemesis. But now I’ve got a new nemesis.

            Kendall

            (straight-faced)

            It’s funny, Rome. It’s cool.

            ROMAN

            Yeah. ‘Hahahaha’. That’s why you’re laughing so hard.

            Mark continues to drone on about quasars and shit.

            Mark

            No, that’s Corbus? Corvus? I think it’s Corvus, actually? Mr Google, what say ye, sir?

            Mark pulls out his phone to check.

            Roman approaches Logan.

            Roman

            So – Dad? Shouldn’t we, you know? Don’t we need to—?

            Logan

            (irascible)

            What?

            ROMAN

            Well, is that – is it true what Shiv—?

            LOGAN

            Do you need help, son? We can get you help.

            RomaN

            As in? For corporate—?

            LOGAN

            Why can’t you fuck her, son?

            ROMAN

            Oh that’s – that’s not for – me and you to—

            LOGAN

            Can you get it up?

            ROMAN

            What? Oh, no, I can, I, I— Look, it’s not an issue.

            LOGAN

            What is it? Too much porno?

            ROMAN

            Dad – she’s – she’s joking. I know how to lay the pipe, don’t you fucking— Nothing to worry about in that department.

            Roman is humiliated. He glances at Gerri from afar. She is quiet and a bit shell-shocked from the dinner.

            Kendall, meanwhile, gazes at the stars.

            Naomi approaches and slowly turns to Kendall. 

            NaOMI

            Having fun?

            KendALL

            Oh sure. I am having fun.

            NAOMI

            Me too. Watching you people melt down is the most deeply satisfying activity on Planet Earth.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh.

            NAOMI

            It’s all delicious ice cream I could eat forever. Thank you.

            KENDALL

            Right. Well, we aim to please.

            Naomi

            No I feel quite redundant. I came here to fuck any deal, but you seemed to just fuck it yourselves. So?

            She looks all perky. 

            Kendall thinks and then turns to Naomi. They stare at each other for a moment.

            KENDALL

            Right. So.

            (beat)

            Are you going to ask me?

            Naomi stares at him.

            NAOMI

            Ask you what?

            Naomi stares some more.

            Would you like to do some illegal drugs with me?

            KendaLL

            Yes, I would.

            INT. PiERCE estate – hallway – night

            Marcia heads up. Rhea catches Logan’s eye. Just a word before bed.

            Rhea

            Well that was a nice change. I’m usually bored senseless at these things.

            Logan

            Should we just leave? I won’t beg. Did she fuck this?

            Rhea

            They like Roman. Naomi’s killing you. I don’t know. You could, retreat. Fight again another day.

            LOGAN

            Rhea. I lose this, I get fucking eaten. No more days.

            RHEA

            I’ll see what I can do. And also. For what it’s worth. I’m sorry. You didn’t deserve that.

            LOGAN

            Well. Thank you.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh. Listen out tonight though. For your bedroom door creaking.

            (flirting?)

            Bun might come steal your cufflinks and put them on eBay.

            Rhea heads up. 

            INT. Pierce estate – Shiv and Tom’s room – night

            We hear some ‘goodnights’ from the hall as Shiv enters to find Tom already waiting in their guest room.

            As soon as they close the door, alone at last, all the adrenalin and dizziness floods out. 

            TOM

            Jeepers fucking creepers, what a shit piñata. That was like—

            Shiv

            Yeah. Fuck.

            TOM

            Seriously, that was like—

            Shiv paces.

            It was like the most Roy thing I’ve ever seen. I feel like I just got a quart of Roy injected into my eyeballs.

            She looks around.

            SHIV

            Oh, man. Man. Is there booze?

            TOM

            Are you kidding? It’s all Emily Dickinson and low-thread-count sheets.

            (then)

            Shiv, what even was that? Explain the chess move?

            SHIV

            I, I don’t know. I just said it.

            Tom takes that in.

            TOM

            Right. So no plan?

            SHIV

            I guess. You know, fuck him stringing me along? I guess I thought, shit or get off the pot.

            TOM

            Right?

            SHIV

            But I didn’t really actually think that so much as— My head feels— Everything’s buzzing. Could you get booze?

            TOM

            Because I’m not sure how much love there is for me out there as a sort of independent-of-you person, so?

            SHIV

            My dad doesn’t like to be pushed. This might have – repercussions?

            TOM

            Uh-huh? Like?

            SHIV

            Like I might have opened the present before Christmas and the present was a shotgun blast?

            INT. Pierce estate – attic room – night

            Naomi and Kendall sit on the ground, snort coke and drink vodka shots. Naomi does a line.

            Naomi

            I used to be a maniac. A beast. It’s a different situation for me now. I mean, it’s an issue but not necessarily a problem.

            Kendall smiles at the self-deception. 

            What?

            KeNDALL

            Just such a fucking cliché.

            NAOMI

            Screw you. C’mon. We know, there are levels?

            Kendall does a line. 

            KendALL

            No. Sure. It is true. I was like – hanging by a thread. At one time but—

            A lie. A chemical lie but it feels true.

            I’m coming through you know. I am getting it together.

            Naomi

            I have a taste now and then – but I do it like a normal person, not a crazy person.

            KendALL

            Sure. I’ve figured out my system for keeping it in control.

            NAOMI

            Me too.

            KENDALL

            Yeah. Me too.

            NAOMI

            I know how that sounds but it’s true.

            INT. Pierce estate – roman’s room – night

            Roman is sitting on the edge of the bed.

            Roman

            What a bitch.

            He’s hurting, but she makes him smile. 

            TabITHA

            Rome – I have a meeting Monday. So I wanna talk, but I also – if you’re gonna be hyped up I could see if Naomi would let me—

            Roman makes a decision.

            Roman

            Okay. C’mon. Let’s fuck.

            TABITHA

            Ha. Yeah, good idea. We love to do the sex together, don’t we?

            ROMAN

            C’mon let’s fucking do it you hot fucking piece of shit.

            He tries to kiss her. 

            TABITHA

            Hey easy. Easy. Whoa, wolfman.

            ROMAN

            Fine. Fine. But you wanna?

            TABITHA

            Do I want to make love? With you. I don’t know.

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh? I mean I want to.

            TABITHA

            You’re a sexual puzzle and I’m not uninterested in solving you.

            ROMAN

            Is there a way we could make it a little more – wrong? You’re just so – present.

            She backs off. 

            TabithA

            Okay, so I’ll just lie. I’m not even here.

            She lies there, absent, looks away. He gets up. He can engage now. Looks at her. 

            Is that good?

            Roman

            …

            TaBITHA

            I’m not here. I’m not even here.

            She pretends to be dead. 

            I’m dead. Ugh.

            EXT. Pierce ESTATE – front grounds – night

            Kendall and Naomi are both high and drunk, stumbling around outside the darkened estate, shushing each other. They kind of get one another. It’s naughty. Kind of fun. 

            Naomi

            I don’t know – I wanted to see the— I think they filled in the pond? I wanted to show you. It was here? I think you landed on the pond?

            Kendall

            I’m a pilot you know?

            Naomi

            Really?

            KENDALL

            (with a smile)

            Sure, maybe.

            NAOMI

            Bullshit. Show me. I don’t think you can. I don’t think you can do anything, actually.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh—? Yeah?

            They clamber into one of the helicopters. 

            NAOMI

            C’mon, let’s see what you got. Chopper ahoy. Whirl it up.

            KENDALL

            Yeah? Cos I’ll fucking do it. Spinny, spinny, chicken dinny.

            Eventually the blades start actually spinning.

            (laughs)

            Oh shit.

            NaoMI

            Do you know what you’re doing?

            KENDALL

            I did it. Shall I do it?

            Outside, in the shadows, we might see security guards edge closer, pretty fucking freaked now.

            Back in the chopper, Kendall and Naomi struggle to shut the engine off, laughing.

            Okay. I’m fine. But there’s a technical issue with what we call—

            (points up, vamping)

            the, spurler. The spinner.

            NaOMI

            The spinner?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Up top. We call him the Big Spinner. Dr Spin. The Doctor.

            Naomi

            You’re such a total nothing, aren’t you?

            KENDALL

            (likes it)

            Uh-huh? I guess?

            They kiss fumblingly between words.

            INT. Pierce estate – roman’S ROOM – night

            In the dark. We can’t see very much. Roman is on top of Tabitha. Movement. But not successful. 

            Tabitha

            Can we put the light on?

            (rustling)

            Just.

            RoMAN

            Tabs. You’re meant to be dead.

            Tabitha pulls the sheets up around her and puts the light on. 

            TABITHA

            I’m just somebody who needs visual stimulation to get me into it.

            Maybe she tries to pull some sheet off of Roman.

            ROMAN

            Okay but in terms of what I need, it can’t be too …

            TABITHA

            I could try, like—?

            ROMAN

            Don’t get too wet. You’ll ruin the realism.

            TABITHA

            So you want it to seem like I’m dead and you’re raping me?

            ROMAN

            I don’t want to get into a semantic argument. Could it just be less, like, ‘Here we go! Sex!’

            TABITHA

            Okay. I think the morgue might be closing now.

            ROMAN

            Look, if we politely agree on a wrong thing then it’s not really wrong, is it? That’s just basic boner arithmetic.

            TABITHA

            Great. Well, thanks for the lesson, Professor Cantfuck.

            (gets up)

            If you hear my electric toothbrush for way too long it’s because I’m masturbating – so you know.

            She goes to the bathroom.

            INT. Pierce estate grounds – helicopter – night

            A post-coital Kendall and Naomi continue to drink in the rear of the chopper. They adjust their clothes. The gleeful intoxication has turned more ruminative. She opens a little powder compact or other make-up case with a mirror. To adjust her make-up, or do a line.

            KenDALL

            Nice little— My mom had a, little tortoiseshell – one like that. With a mirror.

            NaOMI

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            When we were kids, if we fell or something or lost, and we cried he’d get a mirror and make us look at ourselves, crying.

            He takes the mirror.

            Cos once we saw how dumb we looked crying, that was meant to stop us.*

            NaOMI

            That’s, that’s – a – a really strong technique?

            He smiles a bitter smile of letting it go. 

            KENDALL

            Yeah. No it was great. It worked. And now I very rarely cry and that’s – a huge asset.

            NAOMI

            Hoo god. You people are real motherfuckers, you know that?

            Kendall laughs. It’s true. They are some motherfuckers. Kendall takes a huge swig of booze.

            KeNDALL

            Tell me about it.

            NAOMI

            No, really. Fuck you people.

            (then)

            When I had my big – my biggest crack-up. My mom died, my cat died. It was— There was an ash cloud and I couldn’t get from South Africa to this— And you people – your tabloids. All the time. Selling it, pushing it. It felt like a – a physical relationship I was in, the pursuit. Until I put a cherry on it and wrapped my Audi round a highway divider.

            KendALL

            Uh-huh.

            NAOMI

            So yeah. Fuck you. Fuck your people. And fuck your peace pipe.

            Kendall is really fucked up now. But he has the presence of mind to see how he might save this.

            He launches into it.

            KendALL

            You know what the funny thing is though?

            NAOMI

            That my wrist will never fully heal? And there’s photos of me caked with blood and my femur poking out like three clicks away from anyone on earth?

            KENDALL

            We all have. Something. This deal isn’t going to change all that. All I would say is …

            NAOMI

            What, you’ve got it sorted, right? Clearly you’re all clear—

            KENDALL

            Don’t block your own escape. Just. Can you – imagine – getting out from under all this? Take your money and just get the fuck out. Wipe it out? All the legacy and the name and the whole—? Float – away.

            NAOMI

            I’ve done that.

            KENDALL

            You’re here. What I mean is, take what’s yours. And you go – way out. Where they can’t find you. You give it all away, or you snort it all away – or, or— But – it’s yours. You’re done.

            Naomi takes it in. Whatever this language was, she speaks it. She nods.

            NAOMI

            Yeah.

            KENDALL

            You know, I killed someone.

            NAOMI

            Uh-huh. Sure.

            KENDALL

            Yeah.

            NAOMI

            Really?

            KENDALL

            No. I dunno. No. I mean, you own enough Lockheed shares, you’ve basically got a coupla kills right?

            NAOMI

            Oh sure. No. Capitalism. Yeah. Course. Ton of kills.

            They laugh. 

            INT. Pierce estate – romAN’S ROOM – night

            Roman lies wide awake next to a sleeping Tabitha. After a frustrated beat, he gets up without disturbing her and quietly leaves the room.

            INT. Pierce estate – darkened hallway – night

            Roman quietly creeps down the hallway. He reaches a door and quietly knocks. After a few beats, the door opens. It’s Gerri. Expensive pajamas.

            Roman

            Hey hey?

            Gerri

            Good god.

            Roman

            I was thinking we could touch base about – you know. My entire future being Hindenburg’d?

            A moment. He’s vulnerable. 

            ‘Oh, the Romanity?’

            (looks at her)

            Forget it I’ll … go throw myself off one of their … spires probably.

            Gerri

            Can you come in or fuck off, this is loitering.

            But she lets Roman step in and she quietly shuts the door.

            INT. Pierce estate – gerri’s room – night

            Roman looks around Gerri’s room.

            GerRI

            I’m not available twenty-four hours like an ATM.

            Roman

            Did you know? About Shiv?

            Gerri

            No.

            (then)

            Well. I didn’t know, know but—

            ROMAN

            — but anyone who wasn’t a fucking moron would have figured it out? Is there booze?

            GERRI

            I’m getting great reports from the training program?

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Great. Maybe one day I could be in charge of making the rolly-coaster go vroom.

            She looks like: Time to go. 

            GERRI

            Okay. Is that it?

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Unless we could schedule another one of our special conference calls for – say – right now?

            GERRI

            Excuse me?

            ROMAN

            Hi.

            GERRI

            Wait, is that why you’re here?

            ROMAN

            No. No. I don’t know, maybe.

            GERRI

            Jesus Christ. Roman, this is unacceptable. Just – completely inappropriate. What would your family say if they knew you were here?

            ROMAN

            Um, Jimmy fucked corn and I don’t care?

            GERRI

            No, you do care. I know you do. And they’d be ashamed of you. And rightly so.

            ROMAN

            Okay, fine, I am sooo sorry, Gerri. How will you ever forgive—?

            GERRI

            (sharply)

            No, you don’t get to speak.

            Roman draws a deep breath. He likes this.

            Gerri sees that he likes this. She waits a beat, and then—

            Okay? You were always a disappointment. But this is just— You’ve gone beyond the pale.

            Roman

            (feeding the flames)

            I have?

            GERRI

            Yes.

            (then)

            You know what you are? Huh?

            Roman is clearly enjoying the shame parade.

            Roman

            What am I?

            GERRI

            You’re a sick fuck. Sick fucking animal.

            Roman is breathing heavily. They’re in a dance now.

            ROMAN

            Yeah?

            Gerri

            Don’t look at me. Get in that bathroom. Now.

            Gerri points to her en suite. Roman enters.

            And you will stay in there until you’ve done something with yourself.

            Gerri closes the bathroom door.

            INT. Pierce estate – gerri’s en suite – night

            It’s pitch black in the bathroom. We can hear Roman fumbling around in there with his belt and pants.

            Gerri continues taunting him from behind the door.

            GeRRI

            (off )

            You have a problem, Roman. A revolting problem in your head.

            Roman jerks off in the dark.

            It’s why you’ll never be anything but a disgrace – a rotten little nothing. What if they could see you now?

            Roman quickly climaxes.

            day two

            EXT. Pierce estate – grounds – early morning

            The sun is just beginning to rise.

            INT. Pierce estate – kendall’s room – early morning

            It’s early. Kendall lies asleep in bed, naked. His eyes slowly flutter open. He’s still a touch fucked up. He looks around, not quite remembering where he is for a moment. Oh, yeah. That’s right. 

            His brow furrows. He sniffs the air.

            Slowly and unsteadily, Kendall gets out of bed, he lifts the sheet. 

            We see a very brief glimpse of Kendall’s feces on the bed.

            Kendall just stares at his shit on the bed for a moment, totally deadpan. 

            Finally, he begins to take the shitty sheets off of the bed. He holds the balled-up pile of bedsheets for a moment. Then, he walks over to the corner of the room and places the shitty sheet ball there.

            He collapses onto the bare mattress and falls back asleep.

            INT. Pierce estate – kitchen – Morning

            Various Roys and Pierces mingle, grabbing breakfast foods and coffee and juice from a series of plates arranged on the kitchen island. 

            It’s tense amongst the Roys. Tom tries to thin the tension.

            Tom

            So anyone, uh—

            (what to say?)

            get into any fun last night?

            Roman

            Not me. Just sent some emails. Jerked off in Gerri’s bathroom. Nothing too crazy.

            TabITHA

            Classy.

            ROMAN

            Oh no don’t worry. It was her idea. Really got the ol’ gal’s juices flowing too.

            Tabitha and a few others laugh. Helps the tension slightly.

            Gerri

            Even as a joke that is a stomach-turning thought.

            Huh. No one bought it. But still felt good for Roman to say.

            Kendall goes to get some coffee and sees Naomi across the room, sitting next to Nan at the breakfast table.

            They lock eyes. Kendall smiles. Naomi doesn’t acknowledge him at all. A flash of worry on Kendall’s face.

            frank

            Con? Just doing a head-count. Did it blow up with Maxim?

            CoNNOR

            A little. But then we cracked open a bottle of port and – I, I’m, I’m not sure.

            frank

            What happened?

            CONNOR

            I got tipsy and offered him the State Department?

            frank

            Okay. Good?

            Logan quietly sips his coffee. He glances across the room at Nan and Rhea, who are quietly conferring. He looks away.

            Rhea gets up, walks across the room and sits next to Logan.

            Rhea

            Okay. So.

            Logan

            So?

            RHEA

            The family had a closed-door meeting – this morning.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Bad or good?

            RHEA

            I’m sorry but – I’m blind on this one too. I thought you’d have more time, and I thought I could get in and waggle the old screwdriver but – she doesn’t always listen to me.

            LOGAN

            I’d listen to you.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh. Well that’s because you’re smart.

            LOGAN

            So?

            Shiv looks over – terrifyingly blank after her father’s refusal to announce her.

            rhea

            But Nan would like to meet. You, Marcia, Gerri, Shiv, Kendall. After breakfast.

            Logan draws a deep breath. Fuck, he really wants this. He allowed himself to get his hopes up. Rhea intuits all of this in his face.

            I know. Light on our feet!

            INT. PieRCE ESTATE – hallWAY – morning

            As the meeting participants file into Nan’s study, Kendall notices Rosa walking through the kitchen from the laundry room with a bin of fresh towels and sheets. 

            They make brief eye contact and then she looks away.

            INT. Pierce estate – study – Morning

            Logan, Gerri, Shiv and Kendall are ushered into Nan’s private study. Naomi and Rhea are there, waiting.

            Nan

            Please. Have a seat. Is Marcia coming?

            LoGAN

            She’s taking a walk.

            NAN

            She’s – a credit. A lot of men of your station, they go for a certain, type.

            Team Roy sits. Nan appears harder, colder than last night.

            Anyway. We all managed to get through an evening pleasantly enough. But that’s not why we’re here, is it?

            Logan

            (totally himself )

            No, it’s not.

            NAN

            I have no illusions about who Logan Roy is. Who his children are. I’m not an idiot. Well, something has to be done. Eight straight quarters of losses is a hard truth and we can’t do good news without deep pockets.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            NAN

            Call me romantic, but I happen to believe the presence of Pierce News cameras was what stopped certain East German border guards from opening fire in 1989. We helped take down that wall.

            Logan nods, even though he doesn’t believe a word of that.

            You may not believe that but I do. Now. Here we are. On the one hand I do not like you very much and I do not like your politics. On the other hand. I had a conversation this morning with my cousin Naomi. And she believes a sale may be the only way to ensure Pierce Media can flourish.

            Kendall looks down, amazed, and nods. He knows he made this happen. He knows he clinched it with Naomi.

            And that may be where we are.

            (then)

            Rhea, what do you think?

            Rhea

            I think – I think we’re worth more.

            Logan looks at her. What’s her game? 

            Gerri

            We’ve made a very generous offer in terms of market valuations.

            RHEA

            Nevertheless.

            LOGAN

            I don’t like to be squeezed. I thought we had a number?

            RHEA

            Uh-huh.

            LOGAN

            (after a beat)

            I could go to twenty-five. But it needs to be fast.

            Wince from Shiv and Kendall and Gerri. 

            RHEA

            Then in that case. With a certain heaviness of heart, if I honestly had to say, from the family’s point of view – and in terms of securing future investment for our bureaus, our brand of news coverage, and our people. Well, yes.

            Nan

            Uh-huh. Very well.

            (beat)

            Then if we can clear up our ethical concerns, I think we can talk.

            Logan

            Uh-huh?

            Nan

            We would like to retain some board seats? And get iron-clad editorial protections in place.

            Logan nods. It’s a bit of a joke. 

            LOGAN

            I think something like that could be hammered out.

            NAN

            Also.

            LOGAN

            Also?

            Logan keeps his cool. He was so close.

            NAN

            I think we’d also like to have a conversation about management.

            Kendall and Shiv glance at each other.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            NAN

            I won’t have that man overseeing our news. I’m sorry, but it’s just not tenable.

            LOGAN

            I think that won’t be a problem.

            Shiv’s reaction on Tom being tossed aside so blithely.

            NAN

            More importantly, we would like you to publicly announce a successor.

            Logan pauses, processes.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            NAN

            And we would like the person you publicly announce to be Siobhan Roy.

            Shiv is stunned. She wasn’t expecting this.

            Neither was Kendall. Logan stares daggers at Nan.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Well, that is not really how I do things.

            NAN

            Well it will have to be or else there’s no deal. We want to announce the sale and Shiv at the same time because – frankly – she may be one of you, but she’s young, she’s a woman, and her politics fit better with the core values of our family business.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            NAN

            So. That’s the offer.

            LOGAN

            To be fair, you don’t have an offer. I have an offer. And if my daughter is announced, then she will be announced on my time.

            NAN

            Okay. Let me explain something—

            LOGAN

            Oh, please.

            NAN

            You can’t put a value on what we do.

            LOGAN

            Funny. I have put a value on what you do.

            NAN

            Well. If you won’t budge, then I’m afraid we have – no deal.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            (beat)

            Then we’re done.

            Logan abruptly stands and, to everyone’s amazement, heads for the door. Before exiting, he turns to Nan—

            You want to hear my favorite passage from Shakespeare?

            (beat)

            ‘Take the fucking money.’

            And with that, Logan is gone.

            EXT. Pierce estate – grounds – day

            The Waystar choppers begin whirring on the front lawn. Time to get the fuck out of Dodge.

            The Pierces and Roys say their curt goodbyes to each other as the choppers gear up, though Logan and Nan go nowhere near each other. 

            Roman waves to some cousins flippantly as he leaves.

            Roman

            Well! See you guys again real soon right? Movie night? Taco Tuesday?

            INT. helICOPTER – day

            Kendall sits silently in the chopper as it lifts off. He looks out the way and sees Naomi. They lock eyes for a sad moment as the chopper departs.

            INT. Helicopter – day

            Logan sits. He’s enraged.

            KeNDALL

            What’s your read?

            Logan

            Who fucking knows. I don’t. Do you?

            Kendall shrugs. Logan stews. He doesn’t like this loss of power. So has to conjure some control. 

            They’re punch-drunk. They’ll sniff the smelling salts and back down.

            No one really wants to engage with him, Shiv is too angry to look him in the eye.

            They all sit there in silence.

            EXT. New york – day

            The choppers fly over Long Island back to the city.

            INT. HelICOPTER – day

            Time has passed. Still tense. Tom can’t bear it. 

            Tom

            Well, you know, there were bumps. But all in all whatever happens, it was a real – fascinating—

            (what? He decides to just lie)

            lovely weekend.

            Shiv tries to catch her father’s eye.

            Shiv

            I mean, can we talk about it now?

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            SHIV

            So?

            LOGAN

            You wanna say something, fine.

            SHIV

            Well, so – what happened?

            Logan thinks, stews. 

            LOGAN

            Huh. Uh-huh.

            Logan looks at his phone. Nothing. He looks at Gerri, impatiently. She goes through the motions of taking out her phone and checking it. She shakes her head at Logan. Nothing.

            Logan suddenly slams his fist as hard as possible against the chopper window. It makes a horrifying sound, like he’s almost breaking it. Everyone jumps, startled.

            Shiv

            Jesus Christ, Dad. Please.

            Logan

            What?

            SHIV

            It. Is. Dangerous.

            The pilot, alarmed by the sound, chimes in from the cockpit.

            Pilot

            We good?

            Logan

            Fly your fucking whirlybird!

            No one says a word. If we stand very still and quiet maybe the grizzly bear will go away.

            EXT. Heliport – day

            The choppers land and everyone disembarks. 

            As Logan angrily makes his way to a waiting car, his phone buzzes in his pocket. He takes it out. 

            LogaN

            Rhea?

            (listens)

            Yeah?

            (beat)

            Uh-huh?

            (beat)

            Uh-huh?

            His face suddenly looks like he’s killed an eight-point monarch bull elk with his bare hands.

            That’s goddamned fucking right. THAT’S GODDAMNED FUCKING RIGHT.

            INT. LogAN’S APARTMENT – Living room – day

            A champagne bottle pops. Everyone from Team Roy, except Logan, is there. They’re supposed to be celebrating. But they look like they’re at a funeral. Shiv and Tom are in deep conversation. 

            Tom

            You wanna go?

            Shiv

            Let’s go. Yeah. Just – like one sip and go. He won’t talk.

            A maid pours them champagne. Greg enters with a smile.

            Greg

            Oh my god, you guys, I came as soon as I heard! Just, just congratu-fucking-lations! You did it!

            No one responds for a beat, then—

            Tom

            Hey.

            Marcia

            Hello, Greg.

            GrEG

            I’m actually going by Gregory now. But no matter. How are you, Marcia? How was it, you guys? Was it awesome? Sounds like it was awesome!

            He finds himself looking at Shiv.

            ShIV

            It was – eventful.

            KeNDALL

            It was good. Nice of you to come.

            GREG

            No worries, this is huge. Awesome. So awesome. Right? This saves us?

            Logan enters, floating on cloud nine. He’s the only happy person in the room.

            Logan

            Greg!

            GREG

            Gregory. Hey, Logan.

            Logan hands Greg a champagne flute and slaps him on the back, spilling some of the champagne.

            LOGAN

            Have a drink, you beautiful Ichabod Crane fuck.

            GREG

            Hey, so well done you know? Congrats. You won?

            LOGAN

            Yes. Money wins.

            Logan lifts his glass to the room.

            To us!

            They all lift their glasses. Logan downs his in one gulp.

            We clock Kendall. Roman. Shiv. Gerri. Tom. Marcia. All their worlds rocked a little or a lot. Logan looks around, daring anyone to say anything. They all sip. 

            As Logan exits the room, he passes Shiv and locks eyes with her. The smallest of smiles tells her: You overplayed your hand, Pinky.

         

         
            * The idea of getting a child to look in a mirror to stop them crying is a piece of research-based lore we tried a couple of times to get into the show. The first time was in ‘I Went to Market’ (season one, episode five).
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            day one

            INT. roy Private jet – private area – day

            Logan, Gerri, Laird, Roman, Hugo (Vice-President Corporate Communications). Kendall returns. 

            kendall

            Pilot apparently says another half-hour. It’s just slots. Four hundred jets fighting over a hundred spaces.

            Logan looks out. Into the sky. Other jets circling.

            Logan

            Uh-huh. If I find some tech fuck gets landed ahead of us I’ll kill them okay?

            Kendall looks around. 

            KENDALL

            We okay?

            An atmosphere in the cabin. He looks to Hugo.

            laird

            On the Pierce deal. They’re entrenching on the break fee. Very aggressive.

            RomAN

            Fuck ’em, right? They’re empty suits. They’re not going to walk away now.

            Kendall looks at his dad, Logan is thinking.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Maybe we just – give them what they want?

            Everyone looks at one another. Not a normal position to take.

            roman

            We just ‘give them what they want’? Dad, excuse me, I think you just had another stroke?

            LoGAN

            I want to sign here.

            roman

            Look, I get it, sure, I want to sign and see Sandy actually die before my eyes, that would be lovely. But is it worth it? Is there something I’m not seeing? You want Pierce? Extend the deadline.

            LOGAN

            Nope. Today. Tomorrow.

            Roman and Laird don’t get it as they look around. People won’t meet Logan’s eye. 

            gerri

            I will repeat. We have squeezed due diligence about as fast as we can—

            LOGAN

            Push, push.

            gerri

            I think one thing is just there could just be a burn-out issue. In terms of the team that is—

            Logan

            NO!!

            (then)

            Ken – go. I’m tired. Impress upon them that I need everything done quite quickly?

            Kendall nods. He gets it. 

            We’ve been circling for a fucking hour!

            Kendall walks through to the other section of the plane. He doesn’t normally operate like this – he’s not a shouter but he knows what his dad wants. The performance-art end of management.

            KendalL

            Hey. When can we expect the final disclosures? And the financing agreements …?

            He looks to the Deputy Head of Corporate Development, Joel. 

            joel

            Imminently.

            KENDALL

            Like—?

            joel

            Soon. For confidentiality, leak-protection, we’ve kept the circle tight. So people are very stretched and—

            Something arresting and physical, then, controlled but steely horrible—

            KENDALL

            It’s not fucking good enough. Okay? Everyone – it is not fucking good enough. You’re fucking me. I’m making good-faith fucking assessments to my father and you’re making me look like a phony and I won’t have it. Stop sucking each other off back here and get fucking on it. Stop fucking slacking off, okay? Put that fucking down. And you pour the shit I’m pouring on you on your fucking minions and ride them. Twenty-four-hour. Rolling shifts. Crack the whip. Pyramid it. Everything you’re doing is fucking bullshit and you’re pieces of fucking shit and I am very disappointed in you, okay? Make it right.

            He walks on through the plane. 

            Tanya, his nanny, is there with Iverson and Sophie.

            TANYA

            Do you wanna do Iverson’s book?

            Kendall looks weary. He just can’t. Kendall addresses the kids—

            Kendall

            Um. Look I wasn’t gonna miss another weekend with you guys okay? But just a heads-up I’m gonna be busy. But it’s going to be super-fun you know?

            INT. WAYSTAR – frank’s office – day

            Shiv waiting in Frank’s office. 

            Frank

            Okay! You. It’s that most magical time of the quarter. Audit Committee. 10-Q.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh. Sounds amazing.

            FRANK

            Shiv. C’mon? Shadow me, shadow.

            SHIV

            My dad’s a – prick, Frank. Nothing. I get nothing? And they’re all there?

            FRANK

            I can’t get into that.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Sure. You like this? Getting left out?

            FRANK

            Look, there is limited attendance. They only have a certain number of platinum passes and that’s all there is to it.

            SHIV

            Right. And it would be impossible, to get any more right? They’d need printers and, like, ink? I mean inconceivable.

            Frank throws up his hands.

            This is a humiliation for you too.

            FRANK

            C’mon, soldier, let’s go. I like to recite ‘Prufrock’ internally while we check we are GAAP-compliant, but feel free to use whatever method you prefer to numb the pain.

            She thinks.

            SHIV

            You know what? Fuck this. Fuck it. I’m going to go home, I’ve got shit to do. I’m making a call on this.

            FRANK

            Your dad wanted me to—

            SHIV

            Yeah well tell my dad I made a decision, okay?

            She heads out. As she walks through she sees Karolina running, actually running, as fast as she can in her work stuff past her towards Frank’s office with an assistant behind her. She slows the run and smiles at Shiv briefly as she passes. 

            KaROLINA

            Hey.

            SHIV

            Hey?

            Shiv walks on out. 

            EXT. ARGESTES – DAY

            A black town car drives up the long driveway amidst a sea of other black cars and SUVs. 

            They get out. There are press cordoned off.

            Someone spots who it is: ‘Roys! Logan Roy!’

            Press corralled outside shout questions. ‘How’s the proxy battle?’ ‘You gonna lose control, Logan?’ 

            They’re greeted by a huddle of Argestes organizers and their sherpas – Jess and Roman’s assistant. 

            Organizer

            Mr Roy, Mr Roy. Welcome to Argestes. Passes. Programs. Suggested itinerary.

            Roman

            Great because I was hoping to do some—

            (looks)

            Oooh. ‘The Airbus Culture Hike’? Sounds heartbreaking.

            (off her polite smile)

            Thank you.

            They pull on their passes.

            INT. ARGESTES – GREAT HALL – RECEPTION

            Roman and Kendall step in to the welcoming reception—

            Groups check in to the Argestes Tech and Media Summit. CEOs, celebrities, innovators, politicians. Mostly white but there is an international feel to some of the high-end attendees, including a Chinese tech entrepreneur who looks sixteen. The vibe is elite faux-casual. Vests and chinos over blue button-downs and plaid shirts for men.

            Kendall already surveying the room, getting a feel for who’s here. Roman takes him in. 

            roman

            (re Kendall)

            Look at you. Scanning for influence like a yuppie RoboCop.

            Kendall

            So many ghosts in this room I feel like fucking Pac-Man. Lawrence. Stewy. Sandy.

            ROMAN

            So, what you rocking for the panel? Jacket or no jacket?

            They half-kid, half for real—

            kENDALL

            Right? Like I’m going to tell you. Fuck you. Strategic advantage.

            romAN

            Fine. But fair warning. I’m thinking of no-socking it. Rock some horny ankle cleavage.

            kenDALL

            Uh-huh. That’s scary. I’m scared.

            romAN

            Or maybe I’m just saying that to psych you out?

            Kendall sees an acquaintance. Nods. 

            With Greg and Tom on the other side of the room. Tom wears a puffy vest. 

            Tom

            Hey! How’s my sherpa? What you got cooking?

            Greg

            I think maybe I just touched Bill Gates.

            TOM

            You checked out the acoustics of my room for the talk? You get me on the culture hike? And what did I get in my chalet? Nut-and-fruit box or the champagne and paperweight?

            GreG

            Nuts.

            Tom looks crestfallen.

            But the talk venue is great. Same one as Roman and Ken? And the cashews are the size of boomerangs.

            Tom brightens.

            I might do another fly-by, on Gates? See if I can achieve elbow contact.

            Kendall and Roman walk over to Tom. Greg leaves.

            Roman

            Hey, nice vest, Wambsgans. It’s so puffy.

            Tom

            Thank you, Roman.

            Roman

            What’s it stuffed with, your hopes and dreams? Wow and hiking boots? They’re pristine.

            Tom

            Who’s your sherpa?

            ROMAN

            Fuck knows? You?

            TOM

            You know they say your Argestes is only as good as your sherpa. Here we go!

            They look over – and see Logan and Marcia entering. Logan smiling and shaking hands, working his way across the room. 

            ROMAN

            All rise for Pope Big Dick.

            Logan walks through. Spots Rhea. Aware of everyone, she keeps it cool and professional—

            LOGAN

            Hello, Rhea.

            RhEA

            Mr Roy.

            Rhea smiles politely, and subtly makes it apparent that she can’t be seen talking to him here. But smiling he lets out whispered as she passes: 

            LOGAN

            You know what I need.

            She moves on. Logan takes the slight, and continues moving. He understands it professionally.

            Logan arrives where Tom, Greg and the others are standing. 

            Logan looks over, back at Rhea. Something magnetic about her.

            Tom

            Just to say, I don’t know how across the details you are right now but we’re all lined up for my ATN strategy announcement.

            Logan

            Uh-huh. Same shit, different wrapper?

            Tom

            Well, we didn’t go with that, banner, but yeah. We settled on, ‘We’re Listening.’ I emailed Ray.

            greg

            It tested great.

            Logan

            (he sees everything)

            It tested fine. Do me a favor. That Sandy coming?

            On the far side of the room – Sandy Furness making it through the crowd three or four groups away – heading in a direction which will take him towards Logan. 

            Keep talking. I don’t want a bump-in. Not now. Not here.

            (re the room)

            Vipers would love that.

            greg

            Oh. Gladly. I would be honored to be your talking partner.

            Tom

            The talk is basically a celebration of putting audience input front and center—

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Tom

            It hopefully sounds quite inclusive and changey after – recent, issues, but ATN Citizen will be essentially, very similar but with the option of some free, red-meat, viewer-generated content—

            Logan

            How’s he looking? Healthy?

            Tom looks over at Sandy Furness on the far side of the room.

            TOM

            He looks—

            (senses Logan’s disappointment)

            maybe a little – enfeebled.

            Logan likes that.

            Logan

            Mmm. I heard that. I heard maybe syphilis?

            tom

            Oh yeah? Interesting. Because you don’t hear about syphilis much anymore. Very much the MySpace of STDs.

            (‘what am I saying?’)

            But Logan’s in no mood to gloat. Hugo crosses to Logan. He has something urgent. But very aware of the public space. 

            Hugo

            (low)

            Karolina. It came through. They’re asking for a response.

            Logan’s blood runs cold.

            This is very, very bad. Logan activated. Tom whiplashed by the mood change. 

            LOGAN

            Get me a room.

            (re the other attendees)

            But slow! No ripples.

            Logan walks out, making out all is well. 

            Hugo corrals Kendall, Gerri. They begin to subtly extract themselves from the room. 

            INT. ARGESTES – SIDE room – day

            An assistant has found a side room. It’s currently being used to store catering supplies. Three chairs and a fold-up table. Logan, Gerri, Kendall and Hugo. 

            Hugo

            The magazine contacted cruises directly.

            kendall

            Who at cruises?

            Hugo

            Just Florida PR. Obviously they thought they could get someone who might spew if they went low in the food chain. But I had them all briefed.

            LoGAN

            What have they got? How much have they got?

            HUGO

            We don’t know. All they’re requesting is a response on one element.

            keNDALL

            Karolina said we had two weeks?

            This is Hugo’s moment – he’s been brought along for this eventuality and now is his time to, subtly, knife his boss.

            Hugo

            Yeah, I don’t know where Karolina got that from so I can’t speak to that.

            LoGAN

            Karolina has disappointed me on this. Hugo – I hear you’d screw your own grandma for the firm.

            Hugo

            Thank you.

            Logan

            You’re chief puppy-fucker on this, okay?

            Hugo nods – it’s a sort of accolade. 

            gerri

            Shiv on the line if that’s—

            Gerri looks to Logan, a shrug that means: Yes. Gerri sets Shiv down as a speaker iPhone presence. 

            ShiV

            (on speakerphone)

            What the fuck is going on? I hear there’s a big muck-rake piece coming on cruises?

            Intercut with:

            INT. coffee shop – day

            Shiv buying a coffee, on the phone, can’t hear very well. 

            KenDALL

            That’s right.

            Shiv

            What’s in it?

            Hugo

            We don’t know exactly.

            Shiv

            Who’s this?

            HuGO

            Hugo Baker, SVP Comms, for Parks and Cruises.

            INT. ARGESTES – SIDE ROOM – day

            shiv

            Wait, is Dad there? Does he know I’m on this call?

            All look to Logan. 

            Logan

            I’m here.

            shiv

            Tell me again, how did this happen?

            Logan nods.

            Gerri

            We had a tip-off, some time ago. New York Magazine working on ‘a substantial piece’.

            shiv

            Why didn’t you tell me? I know people there!

            Logan

            Oh yeah, cos I don’t know anyone. The thing about me is I don’t have any fucking media contacts.

            HUGO

            They’re only giving us limited allegations and asking for a response—

            shiv

            So there’s a bomb about to go off, and do we know what the fuck is in it? Why do you do this, Dad – why do you hoard information?

            LOGAN

            What you don’t know can’t hurt you.

            Shiv and Kendall take this in.

            SHIV

            Right.

            Significant looks. Gerri steps in. Feels the need to clarify— 

            gerri

            Obviously we’re confident in our position, regardless of the allegations.

            No one believes it. Logan takes a seat on a stack of boxes. 

            Kendall

            And this’ll drop when?

            Hugo

            Online first. Thirty-six to forty-eight hours. So, yeah, not two weeks. Again, no idea where that came from.

            INT. COFFEE SHOP – day

            Shiv is trying to get into the toilet of a busy coffee shop to hear better. But the door needs a key. 

            Shiv

            This could sink Pierce, correct? It’s game over. If you don’t get that done and signed off before this drops, then—

            All the while she thrashes at the toilet handle, then heads over to the barista, mouthing, ‘Key’.

            Barista

            For the bathroom? You want the key?

            INT. ARGESTES – Side room – day

            keNDALL

            Can we kill it?

            No one in the room knows. 

            INT. Coffee shop – day

            Shiv is scrabbling on the floor for the key she dropped. All during—

            Shiv

            You can’t kill it.

            Logan

            I’ve killed bigger.

            Shiv

            Not in the last five years.

            Shiv shoves in the key and barges open the toilet door. 

            INT. ARGESTES – SIDE ROOM – daY

            Kendall

            Respectfully, Shiv, take a beat. You’re new to this.

            Shiv

            Yeah, and thank fuck for you I am. This stinks of stale, pale, male and you need an outsider to advise.

            HUGO

            Cease and desist. Right?

            He looks at Gerri. Gerri looks back: Are you giving me orders, Hugo? 

            gerri

            Yes, Hugo. We are on that.

            KENDALL

            How deep are their pockets, fucking scare the shit out of them. Get word around, we’ll go balls-to-the-wall. Say he’s super-pissed.

            LogaN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            The subtext is, this is personal, we’re feeling vindictive. Get the senior staff asking where they’ll go if we bankrupt them?

            Shiv

            Amazing, yeah, that’ll cool it down and convince them they have nothing. Right?

            (then)

            Who you lining up for crisis PR?

            Hugo

            Um, J Preston?

            SHIV

            Too sleazy. They make us look guilty. Pinks would be a good fit for this.

            Kendall’s losing patience.

            Kendall

            I was thinking Pinks.

            Shiv

            Dad. Cease and desist and a full-on shit-flinging freakout is very high-risk. But you might be able to get them to delay? Tell them we’ll cooperate, get into it all with them. Play it out, then stiff them?

            keNDALL

            That’ll piss them off more in the end?

            gerri

            We could offer up postponement in exchange for morsels?

            Logan looks to Hugo.

            Hugo

            We can always find something. Out of the studios?

            shiv

            Bigger, juicier. I don’t think the people who are writing about cruise abuse scandals are going to get all kissy for plot twists on The Biggest fucking Turkey 2.

            Kendall

            It’s too soft.

            Shiv

            Ignore him, Dad. Accelerate the deal.

            Logan

            What the fuck do you think we’ve been doing, Siobhan?

            Shiv

            I have no idea, Dad, cos you never tell me anything.

            Logan frustrated. 

            Cave on everything. If we can get them to at least sign a letter of intent before the story breaks it should hold.

            gerri

            I don’t know. Apartment renovations and deal negotiations – never finish on time.

            Kendall

            Dad. We go for the piece. We scare them into thinking what they have isn’t solid, kill kill kill.

            Logan weighs it up.

            Logan

            Ken, you’re on that, start sprinkling how fucking unreasonable I am. Gerri, foot down on the deal. LOI if we need. They’re half pregnant, let’s fucking finish the job before this breaks.

            gerri

            Sure. I mean, just legally I have to say—

            LOGAN

            (reacts)

            No! I need this done today, tomorrow.

            Gerri’s been handed a poison chalice. She’ll try.

            KENDALL

            And let’s get the full text before it drops. And I hope anyone who’s feeling talky knows we will be fucking brutal?

            Hugo makes a note. 

            LOGAN

            Ken, get in— Try to get Stewy and Sandy to back off one last time?

            KENDALL

            With what? What’s the offer?

            Logan

            Anything. I’m thinking worst-case.

            (to Gerri)

            What money’s floating this year?

            gerri

            For a white knight? Shall I see what Roman can scratch up?

            LOGAN

            Tom?

            GERRI

            Roman’s hungry?

            Logan nods: Fine.

            Logan

            And Shiv, let’s get you out here. I’d like your help on the – optics.

            (to Hugo)

            Bring her over.

            Shiv

            Sorry? No I’m not flying to Argestes to be the face of this.

            LogAN

            Then why are you on the fucking phone, Siobhan.

            Logan presses off on the speakerphone.

            INT. Coffee shop – BATHROOM – day

            Shiv surveys the grossness of her surroundings. 

            Her bag’s fallen into the sink. Hard knocking on the door. 

            SHIV

            Oh chill out!

            EXT. Mountain – day

            Greg hurries over, sweaty, just off the phone, stressed, to where Tom is gathering with other execs. The nature guide leads the group. Participants have binoculars. Some have plastic bags for nature samples and walking sticks. The guide gives the history of the area but also pauses to point out local vegetation.

            NATURE GUIDE

            Welcome to the Airbus Culture and Leadership Walk. We have gathered together in Mother Nature’s greatest classroom with a commitment to stewardship and sustainability. This place-based learning will focus on creating opportunities to find the confidence and perspective to transform leadership in our eco-landscape. Because, as we all know, great leaders don’t grow on trees.

            GREG

            Um. Problem, Tom. You’re not picking up?

            Tom

            This is a great group, Greg. You did good. This is like falling into a barrel of deal-tits.

            GREG

            Yeah so there’s a thing about your talk. When it got circulated, legal and comms wanted you to be aware that maybe we shouldn’t go with ‘ATN: We’re Listening’.

            TOM

            Um, okay. I mean I really do like ‘We’re Listening’. It sounds like – I mean it sounds like we’re listening?

            Greg

            No sure it’s just – it’s just there is apparently, in the EPG for some of the set-top boxes, the voice activation – it does— There’s a gray area in terms of our data collection, so that we are kind of, like, we actually are – listening?

            TOM

            We’re listening?

            GREG

            It’s complicated – but yeah it seems we are sometimes, listening, quite aggressively.

            TOM

            We’re listening?

            GREG

            Yeah, but just to you know ‘maximize the user experience’, and if that was to break, maybe—

            TOM

            Oh fuck.

            greg

            So yeah the question is, is it smart right now, for you to be saying we’re listening when we are indeed, listening?

            Tom

            Why wasn’t I aware of this?

            GreG

            It’s basically legal, the guy said, but he didn’t want to put that on email. So?

            TOM

            What am I going to call it?

            GREG

            I dunno. They suggested maybe, ‘We hear you’? Is that even better?

            TOM

            We tested this, Greg! Hotdamn!

            Tom’s phone goes. 

            INT. ARGESTES – reception – day

            Logan comes back to find Marcia. He’s shaken, scanning the room. 

            MarCIA

            Everything is okay?

            Logan

            Everything’s roses.

            Logan thinks, she might need to know. 

            Listen, Marcy. It’s possible that soon. There might be some things that will come out, nasty things and people will say things about me and the company. I might need to know you’re with me.

            MarciA

            Logan, when I am with someone, I am with them.

            (looks at him)

            I know who you are.

            It’s deeply felt. And not critical. 

            Gerri finds Roman. 

            Gerri

            Hey, Rome. You see this guy?

            Gerri’s looking over at Eduard Asgarov.

            Asgarov.

            Roman

            Uh-huh. Eduard.

            Gerri

            Your dad’s intrigued by sounding out big money, in the event the Pierce deal goes under.

            Roman

            It’s a done deal though, right?

            Gerri

            Yeah. I don’t know. Can you ‘start a conversation’? In case we need an emergency exit. White knight, go private?

            ROMAN

            With Eduard? And his loafers made from, what is that – the downy skin of a newborn human infant?

            GERRI

            Uh-huh.

            ROMAN

            Great. He’s all helicopter crashes and fucking Anish Kapoors in the desert.

            GERRI

            His dad has a hose attached to the central bank. Apparently he’s conceptualizing a ‘three-hundred-year investing horizon’.

            A look. Roman picks up on it. He looks to Gerri. 

            Roman

            So this is what, make-up sex? This is you, grinding yourself against me and saying sorry for not telling me about Shiv and Dad?

            Roman’s feeling hurt. He’s keen to play it cool.

            GERRI

            Roman. Your dad wanted Tom on this. I said you.

            Roman looks at her. 

            Please. I don’t know what the world is going to look like in thirty-six hours. Just do what you can.

            With Logan as he crosses to Rhea. This time he interrupts her conversation. 

            RHEA

            Hey. So, I don’t know if it’s wise for us to be seen talking?

            Logan’s not especially interested in the niceties. 

            LOGAN

            I can take a bit of tittle-tattle.

            RHEA

            Well, you’re an old rhino. I’m just a flighty little sparrow.

            Logan

            We’d like to ink it here, tomorrow.

            Rhea

            (reacts)

            Oh—? Sure – I mean, we appreciate the need for expediency from your end. From what I understand we’re still some distance apart—

            LOGAN

            The break fee? Let your crowd know if they push we’ll cave.

            rhea

            Undermining your own position. Could you sue yourself?

            A smile. But Logan’s in no mood to indulge it.

            Logan

            Rhea. Can you persuade her if she’s not here to sign tomorrow, we might walk?

            Rhea takes this in. Logan turns to move away. Then—

            RHEA

            Later. I hear the culture hike’s the hot ticket. But I’m not sure you’re crazy about either of those things?

            EXT. ARGESTES – TERRACE BAR – DAY

            Stewy sits at a table, on his phone, waiting for his next appointment. Kendall has been scoping out the moment to do a stop-and-chat, he arranges to pass with Jess. 

            Stewy

            Hey, look who it is. Daddy’s boy.

            Stewy stands. They smile and shake. 

            I hear your staff are all killing themselves now?

            KENDALL

            At the thought you could be their boss. Which you will never be.

            Stewy and Kendall are both aware of the optics here; and the room is aware of them. 

            StEWY

            No sure, because of all the ‘acquisitions’ you’re making. Bloating yourselves up ah? You know, they have a seventy-five-dollar Cobb salad here. Maybe you could buy that as a defense.

            KENDALL

            (smiles)

            Yeah, maybe. Either the Cobb salad or something else tasty.

            STEWY

            Oooh! Scary! Yeah? What could it be? Is it the burger? The calamari? Dude, is it – Napster?

            Kendall

            Look. I’m just going to say, honestly, just really. We have something coming in and it’s going to make your deal untenable so. I thought as a friend, I would mention.

            Stewy looks at him – he is quite convincing.

            StEWY

            Oh, man, that’s kind. That’s so nice. This is some BFF shit.

            KENDALL

            Look. I’m not fucking with you.

            STEWY

            Oh so shall we give up then? Yeah, you’ve said that so we’ll just give up. Cos I trust you.

            Kendall means it but he doesn’t—

            KENDALL

            I swear on my children’s lives that right now we have a deal in the bag so big that it will kill your approach, okay? And I feel a certain level of regret about how things have panned out between us. So.

            STEWY

            How are the kids? Still inspiring you to be the best that you can be?

            KENDALL

            Dude, how about we sell you some of our assets so we all come out of this looking good? You take a package of good shit, that fits for Sandy, cable channels. Food, travel, home shopping, movies. We can make you a really nice deal?

            SteWY

            Home shopping. Yeah, no. Maternity bras and scented candles. It’s mouth-watering, dude.

            KeNDALL

            Uh-huh. Laird has Yax in his sights too. You take their channels, take ours. Laird gets two fees, we get you to go away?

            Stewy takes Kendall in. 

            EXT. aRgestes party – NIGHT

            Outside an Argestes party down in the town. Tom and Greg arrive. He’s looking at a sheet of talks: ‘Tom Wambsgans: ATN: We Hear You – Connection and interactivity with a modern news audience’.

            tom

            ‘We hear you.’

            Greg

            ‘We hear you.’ Still worried?

            TOM

            It’s the same problem, isn’t it?

            GREG

            It’s less active? More, ‘couldn’t help glimpse you changing’, less ‘we put a spycam in your shower’?

            He looks at a flyer with name and the date and time of the talk.

            ToM

            ‘We hear you.’ I think it’s a problem.

            Greg

            ‘We’re hearing you’?

            ToM

            I think it needs to be like – like we’re hearing? But nothing that can bite me in the ass?

            GreG

            Maybe it’s ‘ATN: We’re hear for you.’ Like ‘here’ spelled ‘H-E-A-R’.

            Tom

            ‘We’re hear for you.’ That’s gibberish.

            GREG

            ‘We hear for you.’

            tom

            ‘We hear for you’? What does that mean?

            GREG

            ‘We hear for you.’

            Tom

            ‘We hear for you.’ That might be – like, ‘we hear for you, man,’ like you don’t need to hear, we hear. But also, we hear for you? Am I making sense? Does it make any sense?

            GREG

            Uh-huh. No I think it’s good. It is. It’s good because it’s not clear exactly what the hell it means? So. Lots of wiggle room.

            INT. ARGESTES PARTY – NIGHT

            Roman lingering. He’s looking over at Asgarov. 

            RoMAN

            Hey, Eduard? Roman Roy.

            Eduard

            Oh hey, man.

            ROMAN

            Listen, can we talk? How you doing?

            He leads them to outside a bathroom.

            EDUARD

            You know. Just walking around, getting pitched to fuck. I love how the tech guys are all microdosing but coke is too much.

            Eduard looks at Roman – he can feel the vibe.

            I hear you’re in trouble?

            ROMAN

            The proxy? We’re under pressure. But we’re not worried.

            Maybe in the bathroom they do a couple of hits from a little spoon discreetly.* Eduard looks at Roman.

            EDUARD

            Right. So you’re hitting me up for my bag of swag. Borat the fucking pipeline piece of shit?

            ROMAN

            Oh no. Man. You’re – a discerning fellow who everyone, like, are you kidding? Fucking Warhol of – you know of – of—

            EDUARD

            Of? You know where I come from?

            ROMAN

            Stanford? And originally? Um … No, I don’t. No. And you know what, that’s embarrassing to me. I want to, know.

            EDUARD

            Man. There’s shit happening in Baku, I’m serious. You’re laughing at us? We’re laughing at you. What is it you’re bringing me? Other than a begging bowl?

            Roman

            (caught off-guard)

            Well. Investments in a variety of opportunities in terms of—

            EDUARD

            You’re a fucking news guy right? Why is the news so – you know?

            No idea. 

            ROMAN

            Oh I know. Fuck. You’re right.

            EDUARD

            We could talk about that? News with a positive agenda from my region. But independent. Real stories. We’d fund, but hands-off. Objective. One hundred percent independent?

            ROMAN

            Well yeah. That’s really – that’s a really enticing project. Shall we talk?

            They high-five. He slaps Roman on the back. Eduard heads into a stall. Roman heads out of the bathroom – Greg is there.

            GrEG

            Hey, what’s going on?

            (looks at him)

            You doing the old cocaine?

            ROMAN

            I’m locked into a complex game of Simon Says.

            Greg

            Simon Says is not a complex game.

            (then)

            Could I maybe get a bump?

            ROMAN

            A ‘bump’, Greg? What happened?

            EXT. POOL – NIGHT

            Sophie and Iverson are playing in the pool, splashing. Kendall’s sitting on a lounger, on the phone.

            Kendall

            (into phone)

            Hey Naomi. Call me when you get this.

            Kendall hangs up. Watches Iverson in the pool. Shallow end. An incoming call. He checks it. And answers. We don’t intercut.

            Sophie goes to the bathroom – Kendall doesn’t spot. 

            Yeah—?

            (smiles)

            Just background. My dad will, I mean he’s unbalanced, he will firebomb the place. There’s nothing to it. Seriously. I think he’ll, he’ll fucking buy them and fire them all. He could go fucking bonkers, so I’ll do what I can but it’s nothing, there isn’t anything there. You know, I looked over that shit when I was across it all and it’s fucking nothing.

            He hangs up. Kendall smiles. He looks at his papers. 

            He looks at Twitter. Then … 

            He notices it’s gone very quiet. 

            He looks up. Iverson is way up the other end. His hands are splashing but then they slip right under. 

            Kendall’s up – knocking over the table – and half-falling into the water – he runs, half-swimming – to cross the pool to get to Iverson— 

            It feels like thirty seconds but takes five—

            Kendall hauls him up and dumps him out onto the side, where he now sits, dazed, coughing and gasping— 

            It’s okay, buddy – what were you doing? Why did you—? Where was your sister?

            Sophie rejoins them. 

            Hey you okay? Water up your nose? How long was that? Was that long?

            Iverson

            I don’t know. I gulped.

            KENDALL

            I don’t— It wasn’t long.

            Sophie

            What’s happened?

            KENDALL

            He was fine. You’re good.

            SOPHIE

            What happened? Did he go in the deep end?

            KENDALL

            Nothing. We’re good.

            Iverson looks freaked out. 

            No need to cry, we’re good. That wasn’t a cry thing, kiddo. That was good.

            Iverson’s buries his head in Kendall and shakes a bit, cries.

            Nothing. It’s okay, he’s okay. You’re okay.

            Kendall wraps him in a towel. Kendall, fully clothed and wet through. 

            But they’re alive. 

            They are all alive. It was horrible and he feels terrible but he does feel alive. 

            EXT. RECEPTION – NIGHT

            Shiv arrives, steps out of her black Suburban. 

            INT. gerri’s chalet – night

            Roman returns to tell Gerri. 

            Gerri

            How’d it go?

            roman

            He might be good for infinite billions but he wants a front news channel to spew propaganda. We into that?

            GERRI

            I don’t – I guess. It depends on the numbers.

            ROMAN

            Right.

            GERRI

            Plus the whole— Obviously, it’s an ethical minefield.

            ROMAN

            Oh sure. Of course.

            (then)

            But if we took a position of ‘fuck it’?

            GERRI

            No, that’s an interesting ethical position?

            ROMAN

            Silo it off?

            Gerri considers.

            So what is it – why has he got me chasing this?

            GERRI

            He still hasn’t told you?

            ROMAN

            Pathetic isn’t it?

            GERRI

            I don’t know. I can’t say.

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. You know right now, if he dropped – if anything happened, you’re on the piece of paper as next ruler of the kingdom?

            GERRI

            I think I’ve been made well aware how unlikely it is that will actually transpire.

            ROMAN

            No sure.

            (beat)

            But you know how you’re like so efficient and good at your job?

            GERRI

            Well thank you.

            ROMAN

            But sort of invisible, like wallpaper and like a boring old – sort of nothing, like a competent kind of clever filing cabinet everyone’s content to have around?

            GERRI

            Uh-huh.

            ROMAN

            But I’m a sort of rockstar moron?

            GERRI

            Right.

            ROMAN

            Obviously, I’m – I’m— These are our public profiles. Not our true essences?

            GERRI

            I have thoughts but continue.

            ROMAN

            Well, just floating. Like, is there an angle here for, a team-up? Like me kind of Jagger or Tarzan, fronting things up and swinging through the trees with my big dick singing and killing shit and you, back home, cooking us soup and making sure the numbers are right on the big bass drum?

            (final image:)

            Rockstar and the molewoman?

            GERRI

            You’re really selling me.

            ROMAN

            But it would be – chair and CEO.

            (points between them)

            Or CEO and chair? And you’d get properly ‘fuck you, fuck you, I don’t even care about climate change I’m in New Zealand with a private army’ rich? Not just fucking, ‘pathetic asshole beach house on the Vineyard’ rich?

            She looks at him.

            GERRI

            It’s late.

            INT. aRgestes party – NIGHt

            Elsewhere. It’s late. Nia Bayton and Tom talking at the bar. Shiv arrives. 

            Tom

            Yeah I’m just busy fixing the core business. ‘Free the business– fundamentals-mind and, the deal-flow-ass will follow,’ is my mantra you know?

            Shiv is suddenly right there.

            Shiv

            Hey.

            Tom

            Oh my god? Shiv. What the fuck?

            ShiV

            Nice to see you too, Tom.

            Tom

            Why didn’t you tell me you were coming?

            He kisses her. 

            ShiV

            It was a last-minute thing.

            (to Nia)

            Hi, Shiv Roy.

            Nia

            Pleasure. Nia.

            Shiv

            Of course. Congratulations on the IPO. Will you excuse us?

            Nia backs off. 

            Tom

            But you’re here?

            Shiv

            That’s right I’m here. I hope that’s not inconvenient.

            Tom

            No! No. I’m not being— It’s, nice. It is. Just … You often. Unsettling. I mean – texts?

            Shiv

            I’ve been busy. Whatever. We have a potential crisis. There’s a journalist getting into cruises. There’s a big piece coming.

            Oh fuck. Tom’s head is spun. 

            Tom

            (blinking wildly; freaking out but staying calm)

            Okay. What?

            Shiv

            We don’t know exactly.

            Tom

            Oh shit. Are they scapegoating me? Is the piece about me?

            ShiV

            No one’s read the piece – the piece isn’t out. Nothing has happened. We’re jamming it up but I’m just letting you know what I know. Okay?

            TOM

            Have I gone red? I feel like I’m going red.

            SHIV

            Suddenly everyone wants me here. Gerri called, Rhea called. Suddenly I’m everyone’s favorite piece of blast-protection.

            TOM

            Right.

            SHIV

            Bulletproof tits. I don’t know.

            Tom

            What did they ask for a quote on? Did they ask for me?

            Shiv

            Tom, the piece is not about you.

            Tom

            But there’s a trail. From Mo to Bill to me. You’re safe, which is good, but—

            Shiv

            I’m outside. I don’t know anything. That’s why I’m useful.

            Tom feels like Shiv is protecting herself. 

            TOM

            No, totally.

            (thinks)

            I mean … I did kind of tell you?

            Is that a veiled threat? 

            Shiv

            What?

            Tom

            What? I don’t know. I’m saying, we’re safe.

            SHIV

            Right. Anyway.

            (beat)

            Were you trying to bang Nia Bayton?

            Tom

            Excuse me?

            ShiV

            Nothing.

            Tom

            Well no. No, god.

            SHIV

            Right. Fine.

            TOM

            Shiv. Jesus. No. It was— We were talking about organic growth strategies.

            (then, he thinks)

            I mean. I wasn’t. But if I was. That actually would be, under the arrangement, okay.

            Shiv

            I know her!

            Tom

            Well you know of her. No but fine.

            Shiv

            It would be a bit fucking awkward, let’s just use our common sense.

            Tom

            Right. Cos. I might say that spending a night with an actor in a play being financed by your brother and not telling me for ten days is a bit … awkward?

            SHIV

            Oh c’mon, Tom. Nia’s a real person with a face.

            TOM

            Fine. No. Sure.

            (beat)

            Still.

            (then)

            It’s nice you’re here.

            day two

            EXT. Argestes – morning

            Dawn breaks. 

            Snipers and security take up positions. Paths are swept. Busloads of caterers arrive in a parking lot/parking garage ‘backstage’ and wait in lines to sign in. 

            EXT. ArgeStes – security check – morning

            Rhea’s come to meet Nan, and is helping her through the sign-in procedure. Nan is prickly. 

            Nan

            (re security man)

            Is he going to ask me to take my shoes off?

            Rhea

            You slept okay?

            Nan

            Couple of hours, the usual. What am I supposed to do with this?

            Nan has been given a name tag: ‘Nan Pierce’. 

            Rhea

            You wear it, Nancy.

            NAN

            Absolutely not.

            RHEA

            Oh come on. Join the fun. A show of false humility. Everyone wears one. Zuckerberg wears one.

            Nan puts her name tag in her pocket.

            NAN

            Hand me a pen, I’ll write my name across my face.

            They walk into the event. Rhea, a practiced hand, can tell Nan’s in a foul mood. Treads careful. 

            Rhea

            You okay, for this?

            NAN

            I think I made my position perfectly clear. For whatever reason you felt it urgently necessary to put me in transit for a grapefruit juice and a plate of eggs.

            Rhea

            You should go at your own pace. Absolutely. That’s imperative.

            Nan looks at her.

            I just think, this is such a good deal, for you, for us, it’s worth a little haste?

            They walk on. Rhea can sense she’s on dangerous ground. 

            EXT. ARGESTES – PATIO Restaurant – day

            Morning. On a terrace, under parasols to shelter from the rising sun, Kendall and Logan sit waiting. Two empty spaces opposite. Tension and unease. Around them, other delegates meeting for breakfast. Everyone checking out who is with who. 

            KendalL

            The room for signing is right there. In and out and – boom.

            Kendall nods towards the room. Logan dabs his forehead with the napkin.

            You okay, Dad?

            Logan

            I got the sun.

            Crack of sun shining through the parasols into Logan’s eyes. 

            Kendall

            Let’s move you round.

            Kendall goes to move Logan’s chair around. 

            Logan

            Sit down. I’m not in a fucking wheelchair.

            Tense. Logan checks his watch. They’re running late. Logan very aware of the people around. The optics of this. 

            Have we been stood up? Seven minutes.

            Kendall’s already on his phone.

            Kendall

            (into phone; low)

            Jamie. We’re sitting here on our own. It could be very humiliating if it’s a no-show. Is this a set-up?

            Laird

            (from phone)

            Let me call Rhea, I’m sure they’re on their way—

            Hugo enters. 

            Logan

            Sunglasses.

            Hugo makes out, for the benefit of watchers, this is totally unremarkable news—

            hugo

            (low)

            I just had a call from Karolina. They’re not cooperating. They feel bullied and the piece might go up this morning. Print Monday.

            KENDALL

            Oh fuck, fuck fuck fuck.

            (looking around)

            How long do we have?

            Hugo

            Hours. Minutes.

            Kendall

            What do we do? Do we bail?

            Crippling indecision. Stuck at the table – fight or flight. 

            Dad—?

            Logan caught in a moment of rare indecision— 

            Logan

            I’m thinking—

            Kendall

            We should leave. We need to get out of here—

            Kendall goes to get up. 

            logan

            Yes, let’s go. We go.

            They rise and then— 

            On the far side of the room. Nan Pierce and Rhea are entering, and crossing towards them. 

            Hugo smiles and slides away. Kendall and Logan stand.

            Rhea

            Apologies.

            Nan looks around – a very public table. She can see what’s happening. Logan is keen to have their deal as public as possible. 

            Nan

            Well. I feel like the belle of the ball out here. Very discreet.

            Rhea

            (to Logan)

            You’re happy with this table? Visible enough from all sides?

            NaN

            It’s all quite adolescent isn’t it?

            Painted smiles. They all sit. Logan has no appetite for small talk. Goes straight in. 

            Logan

            So we’re there? Correct? We’re happy, on the break fee and the rest?

            Kendall has his phone under the table. Website of New York Magazine. He starts compulsively pulling down to refresh. 

            NaN

            Sorry. Did I miss the preamble? I heard you were going to apologize for your outburst at Tern Haven?

            Rhea has given this message. 

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Yeah. Tired.

            Nan looks not entirely convinced, but Rhea tries to keep things on track. 

            Rhea

            Well. That’s appreciated.

            Kendall

            My dad’s just reflecting our desire to get this concluded as swiftly as possible.

            Under the table, Kendall refreshes again.

            nan

            Uh-huh. Every day, a letter, a meeting, a call. I’m afraid my metabolism tends a little slower.

            Rhea steps in to smooth the ruffle.

            Rhea

            We’re due a check-in with the cousins later on this afternoon.

            Kendall refreshes again – still nothing. 

            Logan

            But we can sign? Because we’re ready to sign.

            Kendall’s looking at his phone.

            (sharply)

            Ken?

            Kendall

            Right in there. We thought we could sign and then have a nice breakfast out here?

            Kendall motions— 

            NaN

            Before we do, there’s perhaps a wider conversation to have here.

            Sounds ominous.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh—?

            Logan looks to Rhea. This is news to her too. 

            A waiter is there. 

            Nan

            I’m sorry, I can’t concentrate until I order.

            (looks at menu)

            Good god, the prices. I’ll just have tap water thank you.

            Kendall refreshes again – and the story suddenly appears. 

            ‘Lost at Sea – Waystar Royco and the culture of cover-ups and abuse’. An elegant graphic of a cruise ship hitting an iceberg. 

            Kendall looks back up, unsure how to process this.

            We’d be interested in exploring the option of a bonus, based on PGM performance.

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            Kendall trying to get his dad’s attention without being obvious. 

            How about we cover legal fees? Your side. Outside counsel, the whole thing.

            A look between Rhea and Nan – it’s not uninteresting.

            Nan

            This isn’t really for us to discuss, here surely.

            Logan

            I think I’ve explained there is a limit to our patience?

            Logan pushing. Nan looks to Rhea, who steps in.

            Rhea

            Logan, I think perhaps we’re not going to agree to anything over watermelon.

            Kendall is trying to let his dad know. Logan can’t let it go. Getting sweaty and desperate.

            Logan

            What’s it going to take? Why are we still fucking around?

            Nan doesn’t like this. Logan pushing too hard.

            Nan

            I think perhaps we all need a little less sunshine and vinegar.

            Nan agitating to leave. Rhea looks to Logan.

            Rhea

            It always gets a little testy at the end, we’re all good.

            (to Nan)

            Nan. Is there not a way we could sign the LOI at least?

            Nan looks at Rhea. Is she getting pushed? An alert comes on Rhea’s phone. Rhea looks at Kendall – she knows. Nothing is going to happen now—

            KendalL

            Dad, I’m wondering if we should get to our next appointment?

            RHEA

            Why don’t you do that? Let us chew a while?

            A prompting look from Kendall. Hugo is waiting nearby now. 

            INT. argestes – BY PATIO RESTAURANT – moments later

            Kendall and Logan find Hugo standing, waiting for them. 

            Logan and Kendall reading as they walk. 

            Kendall

            (scrolling as he walks)

            It’s long. No photos. No video.

            Logan

            How long?

            Hugo

            (scrolling through it all)

            It’s like – six seconds of scrolling.

            logan

            (re his phone)

            Get me it on paper. I can’t read it on this fucking thing.

            They pass other delegates looking at their phones. Do they know? They walk on. 

            INT. LOGAN’S CHALET – DAY

            Kendall, Logan and Hugo enter. Gerri already here, and reading on her phone.

            LoGAN

            How is it?

            gerri

            Bad but not— I don’t know.

            Kendall

            (reading on his phone)

            We should’ve gone in harder.

            Logan

            Paper copy. Now!

            Hugo

            Coming up from reception in two.

            Logan

            Uh-huh. Everyone in the fucking world reading it except me.

            Logan takes a seat by the window. Looks out. Roman enters.

            Roman

            Okay, so where’s the link? Why did no one send me the link?

            kendalL

            (reading)

            Just fucking – google it.

            ROMAN

            Google what? I don’t know what we did. Give me something.

            Hugo

            Link coming over—

            Gerri

            (reading)

            Okay. So—? Well—

            roman

            (reading)

            Wait – still opening – no spoilers.

            An assistant rushes in with a paper copy.

            LogAN

            Thank you, fuck me.

            roman

            (reading)

            This is pretty – gray?

            kendall

            (reading)

            Yeah but also vivid.

            Logan

            (re paper)

            You think they could make this text any fucking smaller?

            He can’t find his glasses. Gerri passes Logan her reading glasses. He uses them until his are found. A brief silence where everyone reads. 

            Then … in comes Shiv. 

            Shiv

            Hey. So. Great work on frightening them off?

            Kendall

            Good job on stalling.

            LogaN

            I’m reading.

            (then)

            Thanks for coming.

            Unbelievable. 

            ShIV

            Is everyone here remedial at reading?

            Roman

            Is it me or is this bullshit? Maybe this and maybe that?

            KendaLL

            Rome.

            Roman

            Okay is this one of those things where I need a woman to explain to me why it’s bad? Shiv? Is it bad?

            ShiV

            Don’t fucking ask me, I’m not your grope Geiger counter. What do you think?

            ROMAN

            It’s bad. But it’s not that bad.

            Logan

            (putting it aside)

            What’s the protein?

            Hugo

            They found a woman. Keerson. Worked in cruises back in the mid-eighties. Namechecks Lester McClintock.

            Gerri

            She says Uncle Mo asked for sex with her and other dancers to get their contracts renewed.

            Roman

            Were all of you in on this? Did you all know this was coming?

            Hugo

            It’s not ultra-detailed—

            RoMAN

            Amazing! Great.

            Logan

            So they fucked?

            shiv

            It says ‘sexual exploitation’.

            Hugo

            She’s saying she was one of the only ones who refused to sign an NDA and we derailed her career as a result.

            Logan

            That it?

            Gerri

            The old Hewson story – the woman who jumped and drowned? Was it something that happened to her? Innuendo.

            Shiv

            The dancer says she heard stories of dozens of other women like her who signed NDAs.

            Roman

            Okay, but in terms of actual, stuff?

            Gerri

            They’ve got very few specifics – it’s spooky words. Data-wipes, NDAs, ‘shadow logs’ for hiding cruise malpractice. Cold hard facts: it’s one woman in the 1980s. Not, you know, twenty women from four years ago.

            Kendall

            I’m glad we’re able to do such good … victim-math.

            ShiV

            Gerri is just saying it doesn’t necessarily, punch through.

            KendalL

            (the woke bro)

            Sure, but you know, this is not okay.

            Shiv

            We are not saying it is okay, Kendall, we are preparing a corporate response.

            KENDALL

            Just worth saying, it’s not okay.

            Roman

            (reading)

            We got outside PR?

            gerri

            Pinks passed. We’re with J Preston.

            Shiv

            (despairing)

            Urgh. Seriously? Three disgusting old men who’ll accuse them of being money-grubbing sluts? We might as well hire a Victorian firm called Gaslight and Gaslight. Just hiring them is bad PR. They probably do worse than this in their lunch hour.

            Roman

            (reading)

            I mean, call me sociopathic, but doesn’t this all seem a tiny bit … quaint in comparison to the last few years?

            Logan

            (scanning)

            He’s right. It’s cultural splashback. We’re getting punished for the sins of others. No one real will give a fuck.

            Shiv

            Hmmm?

            KendaLL

            We can’t be seen to minimize. We have to loudly and quickly say that this is not okay.

            Roman

            Oh, you think? It’s not okay to get a blowjob and then push someone off a boat??

            Kendall

            Well you’re conflating. But – no, sexual exploitation is not okay.

            Roman

            Yeah, it’s frankly weird you keep pointing that out.

            Kendall

            I think we say we’ll thoroughly investigate. There have to be consequences. We can learn from it.

            shiv

            Get into it all, like when you were across the whole of cruises?

            KENDALL

            I don’t give a fuck. I’ll climb in the barrel.

            GeRRI

            I guess the question is what closes this down fastest? Do we say it’s something and we’ll fix it or it’s nothing, fuck off?

            KENDALL

            Something. Have to be consequences.

            Shiv

            Nope. Condemn and move on.

            That’s tough.

            That’s just good advice.

            Hugo nods. Logan nods.

            Logan

            If we get into it all, they’ll never be satisfied because it’s all bullshit, it’s all about me. It’s not honest, it’s not real. They don’t give a fuck about these poor bitches, they hate me, so no. No. Condemn and move on. New circus in town tomorrow.

            That seems to be the last word.

            Hugo

            What about the panel? Kendall and Roman. Do we cancel?

            LOGAN

            No! No. Fuck no.

            HUGO

            No obviously, not. No I meant—

            Gerri

            Obviously, if we do go ahead, it would be great to have – a person who could speak to this in terms of—?

            Hugo

            A woman. Gerri?

            Gerri

            Not legal counsel. Wrong sign. No I mean—

            She looks at Shiv. 

            It’s something of a no-brainer.

            Hugo nods. Obviously. Silence. Roman hums ‘Camptown Races’ to fill the air. 

            ShIV

            I just don’t know. I just got here, so.

            She glances at Logan. He sees the angles – Gerri and Hugo look at him. He needs her. 

            LogaN

            Shiv. Would you? Please?

            SHIV

            What, I’m not good enough to get an invite but then this blows up and suddenly you want to jam the whole thing up my – uterus and smother it in estrogen? I don’t think so. No I’m not fully briefed.

            Logan looks at Kendall and Roman. 

            KENDALL

            I can do it.

            RomAN

            We can do it.

            Can they? 

            LOGAN

            Fine. We could do with your help but fine. Come on, we need to get out there.

            Roman

            Walk of shame?

            Logan

            Everybody out! Business as usual!

            They all stand and start to file out.

            Gerri

            You want me to reach out to Rhea, take the temperature?

            Logan

            No. I speak to Rhea. Me, Laird. No one else.

            EXT. ARGESTES – COURTYARD – DAY

            Logan, Kendall, Roman and Shiv with Gerri and Hugo. A few people pass them. Maybe the odd person head down, pretending to look at something on their phone. Maybe the odd couple or small group who suddenly stop talking, or start talking a lot more quietly, as they pass.

            Logan

            Siobhan. You’re with me.

            Logan puts his arm through Shiv’s. He dismisses Kendall and Roman. They watch him go – off into the restaurant with Shiv.

            Roman

            Little Miss fucking Credible eh?

            With Gerri, Logan and Shiv.

            gerri

            (low, to Logan)

            Your six p.m. dropped out. Also your seven-thirty.

            Logan

            The Qatari money?

            Hugo

            He said he’ll do coffee. Wary about dinner. Jack canceled dinner.

            GeRRI

            Playground bullshit. Everyone’s waiting to see how it plays out.

            Lawrence gets to Kendall.

            lawrence

            Hey man. I won’t shake your hand, obviously, because you’re radioactive and I don’t want to contract cancer of the reputation but seriously, thank you so much for firing me and sparing me from this whole terrible shit-fire.

            Kendall

            We’re good.

            One attendee, Herb Patterson, stops to talk to Logan.

            Herb

            Herb Patterson. I just wanted to say, total hatchet job. They’re out to get you. Plain and simple.

            LOGAN

            Thank you Herb.

            (to the family)

            You see? People get it.

            Herb

            (shaking hands)

            Goldstar PR. I think we could be a huge asset to you in your current situation.

            LOGAN

            (fuck off )

            Thank you.

            Logan walks on. 

            Kendall marches on – and into Stewy. 

            STEWY

            Hey! So, I guess if you did have anything going on, deal-wise, that’s going to be dead in the water now, right? Like some of the women who went on your cruises?

            KENDALL

            You know, if this story develops, I mean, we are confident we know how to cope, but are you sure we are a good buy, with the turbulence?

            STEWY

            Interesting move? You’re telling me you’re too disgusting to kill. Too horrible to fuck. Nice move, crazy ninja move? Dude, you’re screwed.

            Kendall stops to firefight. Logan and Shiv have gone.

            INT. ARGESTES – restaurant – DAY

            Laird’s waiting at a table on the far side of the restaurant. Logan and Shiv enter. The room is aware of his presence. Everyone knows the story. 

            Logan fronts it out. He walks ahead with Shiv, leaning on her. She goes along with it; her side of the Faustian pact. Kendall’s left languishing behind. 

            Shiv smiles at one or two people she knows. One pretends not to see her. Another surreptitiously gives her a weak smile.

            They finally reach Laird.

            logan

            Jamie. You seen?

            LaIRD

            Uh-huh. Not good. Not good for the Pierces, not good for the proxy fight.

            Shiv smiles brightly. And takes the menu. 

            Shiv

            So. What are we having?

            LaIRD

            I’ll have the Riesling. Everyone else is having the Schadenfreude.

            Logan

            I need to speak to Rhea.

            Laird

            I’ve tried calling, several times.

            Logan nods.

            I’m wondering in any event if I would be the correct flavor of person to be reaching out?

            Logan doesn’t follow. Laird looks to Shiv. 

            My reputation is a fluctuating currency. But young Siobhan, she’s as close to T-Bills as we’re likely to get?

            Logan thinks on it. His stomach isn’t good. 

            He bends forward. He throws up into his mouth. 

            Shiv

            Dad?

            Laird pulls his chair back sharply. Logan discreetly throws up into a bowl. 

            LAIRD

            Oh Jesus. Shield him – Shiv, cover.

            SHIV

            Hey napkins. Napkins.

            Diner

            You okay?

            SHIV

            We’re fine. We’re all fine, thank you.

            Shiv rushes for cover and assistance as people look over. 

            INT. Rhea’s suite – day

            Rhea’s assistant lets Shiv in and then departs. 

            RhEA

            Hi. Sorry I couldn’t meet you for coffee, I’ve had wall-to-wall meetings.

            SHIV

            It’s fine. You’re hiding from us. I’d do the same.

            Rhea smiles. Sits. 

            Rhea

            How’s your dad? The rumor mill is saying practically dead?

            ShIV

            Yes fine. The altitude. So.

            (on to business)

            The piece. Sorry for the fuss. You know what these things are like.

            Rhea

            No, I don’t actually.

            Shiv not derailed. 

            SHIV

            Okay. Well. For a couple of days everyone steps away like you farted on the dance floor. But you ride it out. It’s no big deal.

            RhEA

            Uh-huh. But you’re here checking in?

            … Which implies it is a big deal?

            SHIV

            I was surprised you called me.

            Rhea

            The acceptable face.

            SHIV

            Right. So you heard the piece was coming? And yet you’re still pushing. You really want this to happen?

            RHEA

            Well, I’m easy come, easy go.

            That’s not true. Shiv sizes her up, smiles.

            Shiv

            So, where’s everybody’s head at?

            Rhea

            Some of the cousins are ‘still reading’. Which is surprising because they have views on the new Jonathan Franzen three days before it fucking hits the shelf.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh. Comfy on the fence. Nan—?

            RhEA

            She’s quite unhappy. She doesn’t like a muddle.

            Shiv

            I’m around, any questions they may have, to allay any fears.

            Rhea

            Sure. I guess our first question might be – did anyone kill any girls on your boats?

            ShIV

            No. And you know that statistically speaking liners have a high death rate simply because of the alcohol and the profile of—

            Rhea

            Yeah but, the fact I’m even having to ask? Dead girls, boats. It’s unpleasant on the tongue.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh. Perhaps the family would feel more comfortable seeking another source of investment?

            Shiv smiles. Rhea laughs along. It seems like they’re joking. 

            RHEA

            I like your dad.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh.

            RheA

            But what sort of problem are we looking at here? Are we in the middle of the storm, or is this first raindrops?

            ShIV

            My dad’s assured me it’s not a major issue.

            Rhea

            Oh well that’s fine then! We’re all good.

            (looks at Shiv, insinuating)

            I mean, you should know? Family secrets. You’ve been around.

            Shiv

            I’ve been outside.

            Rhea

            I was outside my parents’ bedroom. I still knew they were fucking?

            (then)

            Well, look, truth is – it’s in the balance.

            Better than Shiv thought.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh.

            Rhea

            I think we, they, feel that if it was just a few bad apples a long time ago, then, maybe they can grit their teeth?

            Shiv

            Uh-huh. That’s going to be the line.

            RHEA

            Good, well, Nan’s coming to your panel, so, I’m sure your flacks are getting you all jumping hoops but if you can apply a nice tourniquet maybe we can patch this up—

            SHIV

            Yeah it’ll just be Roman and Kendall.

            That’s not good. 

            RHEA

            Oh? Right. Roman. Okay. Lovely guys. I thought perhaps you might—

            SHIV

            No. I’m not fully briefed. So.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh.

            Rhea looks at her. 

            Rhea wants the deal to go through. But Shiv could be a threat in the future? The panel could go well and elevate her in the world, or it could go badly and dirty her up. Also, they kind of like one another. Quite a lot going on. They smile. 

            SHIV

            Yeah.

            RHEA

            Could you get briefed?

            SHIV

            I guess. This isn’t my mess really so—

            RHEA

            No. Sure. But – and I mean I don’t want to overdramatize – but Nan gets cold feet, and you can’t buy us? Your dad could lose control, he could. That’s real.

            SHIV

            There are a lot of angles.

            RHEA

            Oh sure. I get it, honey. But listen, all I would say is, there’s a time to accumulate capital. And there’s a time to spend it.

            (beat)

            But hey, whatever. My daddy worked in an asbestos plant. So. It’s all gravy, right?

            INT. GREEN ROOM – DAY

            Logan, Gerri and Hugo meet with Kendall and Roman to prep for their panel discussion. Roman has index cards with key responses. Neither Kendall nor Roman wearing socks. 

            hugo

            And Roman, the safe place is: three Rs, okay? Regret—

            (side mouth)

            but long time ago. Responsibility—

            (side mouth)

            belongs to individuals not corporations. Remedy—

            (side mouth)

            super-tough, super-vague. The move is – condemn and move on.

            KeNDALL / roman

            Uh-huh. / Got it.

            Gerri

            And if you need to smash glass, in case of emergency it’s ‘enough of that, back to the session: “Family Ownership and Corporate Continuity in the Digital Age”’.

            Logan

            Whatever the fuck that means.

            Shiv comes in. 

            Hey.

            SHIV

            Hey. Hey all. Hey. So, listen. I think I should maybe help out and do it.

            kendall

            The panel?

            RomAN

            What?

            gerri

            Right. We only have, like, nine minutes till showtime?

            KeNDALL

            No. Shiv, you decided—

            ROMAN

            We’re all prepped.

            SHIV

            Okay, fine. Go ahead, send out the two cover stars for Toxic Male Monthly? I know, get Ted Bundy up there, make it a three-way.

            KENDALL

            C’mon, Shiv, don’t pull that, we asked you—

            SHIV

            Yeah well I had a think and I changed my mind.

            Beat. Logan hasn’t spoken. Logan looks at Hugo. 

            LoGAN

            I don’t have a dog in this fight. I just want the LOI signed. What do you think?

            Hugo on the spot in a tough room. 

            hugo

            Me? Um. Well. It’s difficult.

            LOGAN

            Oh it’s difficult? Oh sorry, buddy, want a handjob and an Advil? Fuck off then—

            HUGO

            It’s smart. Shiv works.

            kendall

            Sudden last-minute line-up change? C’mon, man. It’s panicky as fuck.

            RoMAN

            She’s not even in the company.

            KenDALL

            It looks kind of fucking cheesy to be honest. Like throw a token woman at it.

            SHIV

            It can’t be two men out there, right now it just can’t.

            Hugo

            I mean if the disruption is an issue, the audience are expecting just, Roys so? Could we – could we stick at two and – maybe someone – relaxes?

            LOGAN

            Romulus?

            RoMAN

            Pull me? That looks like a humiliation.

            hugo

            We could say you got sick?

            Roman. Will he buckle? Quite tempting, not to go up. He glances at Gerri. She gives him a flicker of support.

            ROMAN

            No. No you don’t bump me. Fuck that. Respectfully, Dad, why is she even here?

            SHIV

            Because I was fucking invited.

            ROMAN

            No. I – I’m— I really think I need to be up there. We hang tough, together. Family.

            ShiV

            Sure. Great. Let’s get fucking Connor down here, let’s all pile on, no one gets their nose put out of joint, that’s the important thing.

            ROMAN

            I’ll put your nose out of joint.

            (off her look)

            That is a funny joke, Siobhan.

            Shiv

            I mean if you want to know what I actually think, the really smart thing would be to drop both these two and for me to do it solo.

            KendaLL

            Wow, someone thinks they’re Beyoncé.

            roman

            Pretty desperate, Shiv. Exploiting the situation for personal gain?

            ShiV

            I am thinking about what’s best for the firm.

            Kendall

            Oh sure. Sure. No, that’s coming through loud and clear.

            RomAN

            She’s a loose cannon, Dad. She’s out of control.

            Logan looks around. What to do?

            Shiv

            (then)

            Look, Dad, I don’t care. I can make this go away. I know this, in my bones. I don’t need fucking index cards.

            Roman is clutching his.

            I’m not officially in, I have freedom of movement. But if you don’t want me, I don’t care. I don’t give a fuck. I’ll eat lobster and go watch the roast, it’s all fucking gravy, baby.

            Logan looks at Hugo and Gerri. 

            INT. WINGS OF AUDITORIUM – DAY

            Shiv, Kendall, Roman, backstage, minutes out from going on. They’re nervous, pacing a bit. Not looking at one another. Looking out at Tom. 

            Tom

            It’s important we remember two fundamental things about the news. One: it’s new – it’s all those things that are new, the many ‘news’. The news. And two: it covers us all – from the rich and powerful to the poor and dispossessed. And that’s why we aim to evolve our coverage into something that is both dynamic and democratic – something that truly serves our audience’s ever-changing needs.

            RoMAN

            Your boyfriend’s sucking ass.

            Shiv

            I’m sitting stage-left.

            ROMAN

            I can see your bra.

            ShiV

            Your dick’s hanging out.

            KendalL

            C’mon. Later. Focus. For now focus.

            INT. AUDITORIUM – DAY

            Tom finishes his presentation. People are filtering in to see the next talk, the hot number. 

            Tom

            And that’s why we like to say, ATN: ‘We hear, for you.’ Thank you. Really filled up – right? You knew the end was the best part!

            Applause. 

            INT. AUDITORIUM – DAY

            Logan, Marcia and Greg take their seats for the panel. Rhea enters. An empty seat next to Logan. 

            Rhea hesitates. She sits behind him. 

            Rhea

            Well. Afternoon.

            Marcia

            Afternoon.

            LOGAN

            Where’s Nan?

            Logan’s impotent. He has to rely on his kids to save the company. He can’t do anything except watch. The flat slides up – Sally-Anne Cordell, the host for the panel, walks on stage.†

            SALLY-ANNE CORDELL

            Thank you for joining us. I promise you this panel won’t be as boring as its title implies. Because it couldn’t be. Also, Tom Wambsgans isn’t on it! I’m kidding. Fascinating talk, Tom. Real highlight.

            Polite laughter. Nan enters – she chooses to sit elsewhere. Logan glances back. Throughout, Logan is looking back at Rhea to look back at Nan to see how she’s responding. 

            Up next please give a warm Argestes welcome to Kendall and Roman Roy, joint chief operating officers at Waystar Royco, and political and corporate strategist, Siobhan Roy.

            Kendall, Roman and Shiv come out, all smiles. 

            Welcome. It’s an honor. You don’t do many of these, Siobhan.

            Shiv

            I’m hard to get.

            KendaLL

            I’m exceedingly easy to get.

            Fake laughs. This is a weird opener. And the almost-sex-ness of it is awkward for the crowd.

            sally-anne cordell

            So, I love this idea of corporate continuity being a positive in the digital age? But first I wanted to offer you the opportunity to respond to the magazine piece that came out today.

            shiv / kendall

            Well— / It’s—

            KendALL

            Go ahead.

            Shiv

            No, go ahead.

            kendall

            I think the thing for us is we don’t want to simply condemn and move on. We’ll want to look into this, investigate it thoroughly and then absolutely do the right thing. I think we all have the same view on that.

            sally-anne cordell

            Uh-huh. And give us an insight, a tough day for the company, Siobhan?

            Shiv

            Well, obviously I’ve had the privilege of growing up around the business but also being able to plow my own furrow outside—

            Kendall

            She’s been working in politics for ten years so don’t hold out for a straight answer.

            Respectful laughter from audience. Shiv pauses for a beat, considers her next move, and then goes for it.

            Shiv

            Oh I’ll give you a straight answer. You know, look, obviously as you say the company has had a tough day …

            Logan looks round at Rhea again. It irritates Marcia. 

            sally-anne cordell

            Uh-huh.

            Shiv

            Sometimes there are … not errors, not misjudgments, in corporate governance—

            Roman

            Catastrophes?

            SHIV

            Well. No because it’s not really about corporate procedures here, right? It’s about human decency that transcends management structures. That’s what’s abhorrent about these stories when they come to light in whatever sector, and my god, it sometimes, it feels like it’s everywhere.

            KenDALL

            That’s absolutely right. That— I mean the language I just would say we don’t know, right now – we just don’t know, we haven’t started the necessary investigations, so the language is—

            (too much)

            but absolutely, on the sentiment.

            SHIV

            (with a smile)

            He’s telling me to calm down.

            Kendall smiles and reaches out to her – friendly – but also patronizing – Shiv looks at the hand coolly. 

            KENDALL

            No. Hell no. No. If this stuff is true it doesn’t matter to the victim that these were isolated incidents, right?

            ShiV

            Right and just because something happened twenty-five years ago is not a reason to just condemn it and move on.

            KendALL

            No. Absolutely.

            On Logan. That’s good. He looks round at Rhea. Marcia is very aware.

            Marcia

            (whispered, hard)

            Can you stop looking around? You are going to hurt your neck.

            On stage, Roman is aware he is being outflanked. 

            RomAN

            No, we’ll do whatever it takes, we’ll do whatever anyone wants.

            Imperceptible flicker of pain from Kendall and Shiv.

            Shiv

            It’s about making sure we are completely unimpeachable. Companies develop bad habits, sometimes you need fresh eyes, clean hands, and new ideas to address that.

            Shot across Kendall’s bows. 

            kendall

            That’s what’s so great in a business structured like ours, we can do that, while retaining core values. Manage change.

            Shiv smiles.

            ShiV

            He’s good, right? He’s great. I’m just a little more aggressive. I just think every now and again you need a little bit of a dinosaur cull? Right?

            Sally-ann cordell

            And who’s the big T-Rex in your sights?

            Chuckles.

            SHIV

            No dinosaur values. Dinosaur attitudes. Right? I’d never go after my dad. That’s – a sport others enjoy.

            Edgy laughs. Rhea leans in to Logan. 

            Rhea

            Quite effective.

            (teasing)

            Sounds like you better watch out!

            LogAN

            Very effective.

            But Logan is not happy, not at all. 

            INT. Green ROOM – night

            Shiv enters – given a glass of champagne. Kendall and Roman enter too. Tom is there, air of congratulations. 

            Shiv

            Hey! You did good, Tom. Sorry I wasn’t there for you before. But – we hear for you now?

            Tom

            Hey no worries. You fucking, shimmered. You did great. Was that okayed?

            Roman comes in with Kendall.

            Roman

            Nice. Bring your daughter to the slaughter. Say, did you tell the dinosaur you were going to do that?

            KeNDALL

            ‘We will do whatever, anyone wants’?

            ROMAN

            Fuck it. It played right? It’s just words. No press, so, who gives a shit.

            KENDALL

            What was that, Shiv?

            ShIV

            I was just dancing.

            Shiv is all glowing. She makes her conversation with Tom private.

            And I’m sorry – about Nia. You can do whatever you like.

            TOM

            Well – thank you. I mean, it’s not like, I really want to?

            SHIV

            No? Because the truth is when I saw you talking to her, I actually wanted to smack her in the chops and say, ‘He’s mine, baby.’

            Tom glows.

            TOM

            You should have! I’d like to have seen that!

            They kiss. 

            Logan enters with Marcia. He is in bad odor. The room sours. He breathes. Giving little. 

            MarCIA

            It was too much, Siobhan. ‘Dinosaurs’?

            Logan stares down Shiv. She came for him, kind of. Tom steps towards her in case anything unpleasant happens. Logan looks at Tom: What are you doing? Gerri is arriving.

            KenDALL

            Over the line. Shiv went over the line.

            ShIV

            I think I was very clear—

            RomAN

            Oh you were clear. Tortured the dinosaur. You tried to barbecue him live, sis.

            That’s too much for Logan. He lets his hand fly out at Roman and catches him unaware. Bang. 

            LogAN

            Don’t fuck with me.

            Kendall jumps in to protect Roman.

            Kendall

            Hey, no! Dad! No!

            Kendall puts his arm round Roman. 

            Gerri steps in.

            gerri

            Logan! It played well. It’s okay. Word is – it played well. Okay?

            Logan stalks off with Marcia.

            INT. BANQUET ROOM – NIGHT

            Later. Logan sits at one of the round tables next to Marcia. Hugo and Gerri separate them from the kids and Tom and Greg, who sit not looking at Logan. 

            Greg

            Yeah. Great session. You know, like you know the thirty richest people own like – like I can’t actually remember what but it is mind-blowing. Like ninety percent. It’s not that. But it’s like that sort of thing. But apparently, it might not actually be an issue?

            Announcer

            (off )

            Ladies and gentlemen, as is traditional, to roast us home from Argestes, it’s the Argie awards, and please welcome your host for this evening, Zell Simmons.

            Simmons comes on.

            SIMMONS

            Hey how we doing? You guys look so cool in your little vests solving all the world’s problems.

            Hugo

            I don’t see you solving them, jackass!

            Marcia

            I don’t understand this tradition. Why do we come to be insulted? How is this entertainment?

            SIMMONS

            It’s great you’re on it. You know, it’s like a guy sitting on a grain silo in the middle of a famine, going, why is everyone so down? Maybe it’s their broadband speeds?

            (titters)

            Too much?

            Roman

            Ooh, so edgy!

            The comedian transitions into his Roy material.

            Simmons

            So who’s here? The Roys here?

            Greg

            (loving it)

            Oh shit, I hope he doesn’t do me!

            Logan and Marcia smile, not happy to be on the roasting tray. 

            Simmons

            (waves to Roy table)

            Ahoy, there!

            ROMAN

            Can we have him killed? I’d like him killed.

            Laughter.

            Simmons

            Permission to never, ever board?

            Tom

            Oh this is going to feel like a long bit.

            More laughter. Logan looks over at Nan. She’s stoney-faced. 

            MARCIA

            Breathe, they’re all looking at you.

            SIMMONS

            No seriously, we shouldn’t be joking about this. I’m sure Waystar is already in the midst of a very hands-on investigation.

            RoMAN

            Oh please. Let me at him. Kendall could throw better burns than this.

            Some laughs but also some gasps and groans.

            SIMMONS

            See, the nice thing about roasting a man as old as Logan Roy is that even if he gets mad and storms the stage, it would take him five hours, a stairlift, and a team of sherpas to get here.

            GreG

            (to Logan)

            That doesn’t work because you’re in excellent shape.

            More laughter and some ‘ooooohs’. The young tech billionaires are loving it. Logan can barely contain his fury. 

            SimmonS

            There’s talk right now of someone making a sale to them? Good plan! Smart. That’s like watching the Hindenburg go down and thinking, ‘Hydrogen blimps. That’s the future. Sign me up.’ Just kidding. It’s worse than the Hindenburg. No one was forced to give a blowjob on the Hindenburg.

            RoMAN

            I’m keeping a mental note of everyone who is laughing at us. I suggest you do the same.

            Big laughs. The atmosphere sours. Nan gets up and leaves. Logan watches. After a beat, he makes his excuses and, as discreetly as possible, follows. Stewy catches him as he passes.

            Stewy

            Funny cos it’s true, you know?

            LOGAN

            Fuck off.

            StEWY

            (after him)

            So cool that you can have a sense of humor about yourself too. That’s the true mark of greatness.

            INT. OUTSIDE BANQUET ROOM – NIGHT

            Nan is walking away. Logan sees her, calls after, tries to catch up.

            logan

            Hey? Hey? Nancy? Nan!

            Nan

            (stopping)

            Let’s talk later.

            LOGAN

            Where’s Rhea?

            NAN

            Where is Rhea? Indeed. Oh, here she comes.

            She’s emerged too. Logan catches up with Nan.

            LOGAN

            Let’s talk, I hope you won’t be swayed by— You get these hothouse atmospheres and— But we’re good.

            NAN

            We’ll talk.

            LOGAN

            We’re good though?

            NAN

            No. But we can explain.

            Rhea joins. Nan gives a nod to the valet – her car will be brought round.

            LOGAN

            It’s a hot potato. Relax. I eat them twelve at a time.

            NAN

            Thank you, I am perfectly relaxed. But if you want to talk about it. It’s over.

            RheA

            Oh Nan? Calm down, come on.

            Nan doesn’t like that.

            LoGAN

            A few bad jokes and you bend? I thought you’d be made of stronger stuff than these Palo Alto pricks.

            NAN

            This was actually a decision taken unanimously by the family on a call this afternoon.

            It’s the first Rhea’s hearing of this.

            Rhea

            Which call, after our call—?

            Nan

            Rhea. Can I ask you something? Have you had any communication or meetings with Logan Roy that I am not aware of?

            RHEA

            Um. Um. Not – not, in terms of—

            Nan

            Trying to figure out what your attorney would let you say?

            RHEA

            No. I have always acted …

            NAN

            I have been rolled. I’ve been sandbagged.

            LoGAN

            It’s a good deal.

            NAN

            You spoke to Logan on the thirteenth. What was the nature of that discussion?

            RHEA

            (suddenly cautious)

            I do not recall. It could have been any number of—

            NAN

            I would like your resignation. I don’t like being hustled.

            LoGAN

            This is a fucking good deal. You won’t get a deal like this again.

            RHEA

            It is a good deal. And I have never had anything in mind other than what’s best for Pierce.

            NAN

            Horse potatoes! You work for Rhea Jarrell. And while our interests aligned, that was fine. You’ll be hearing from the lawyers. Goodnight to you both. And good riddance to bad rubbish.

            LOGAN

            You turn this down, you’re fucking your whole family!

            NAN

            I think my family will be fine, thank you for your concern.

            Nan turns and walks away. 

            Rhea is shattered, reeling. 

            A little way away, Logan bangs on her car as she leaves. 

            Logan

            You’re fucking finished. Hey! Stop! Stop! This isn’t done! Stop!

            He’s left alone in the driveway as Rhea presses her thumb and fingers to her eyes. 

         

         
            * Kieran always felt Roman wasn’t really a drug user so he always swerved those moments when it was suggested that the character might do them.

            † We may have a slight name-poverty issue on the show. Sally-Anne the compere is not intended to be the same Sally-Anne referenced elsewhere with whom Logan once had an affair. See also: Tom and Shiv both having assistants named Sarah.
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            day one

            INT. Shiv and tom’s apartment – evening

            Shiv and Tom in their apartment.

            Shiv

            But it didn’t read too preachy?

            Tom

            (yes)

            No. No. No no no no no. No.

            SHIV

            Tom, you can say. I’m asking for your feedback.

            TOM

            Okay, well. I think a couple more drafts and you’ll really have something—

            SHIV

            Cos I sent it.

            TOM

            You sent it? To your dad? It’s gone?

            SHIV

            A couple more drafts?

            Tom immediately sees the need to swivel 180 degrees to reassure Shiv.

            TOM

            No. But. It’s, it’s great. Those would be optional.

            She looks at him.

            I mean everything— You can always do more. The Sistine Chapel could have had another draft. Tweaks. But it doesn’t need it.

            INT. LoGAN’S APArTMENT – bathroom – evening

            Kendall is on the phone, FaceTiming. He and Naomi are teasing and flirtatious with one another. She’s in a hotel room. 

            KendaLL

            No! No fucking way. What are you even gonna do with it?

            Naomi

            I’m going to look at it and make an assessment.

            Kendall

            No. How’s Venice?

            NAOMI

            Kendall this is not a request. It’s a demand.

            KENDALL

            I am not sending you a picture of my dick. Why?

            NAOMI

            I need it – for my records.

            KENDALL

            I mean, it’s a serviceable – unit – but it’s not like you’re gonna want to hang a picture on your wall, you know?

            NAOMI

            I do not require the dick pic, I require the display of trust signified by the sending of the dick pic.

            KENDALL

            I just feel— I’m nearly forty, Naomi?

            NAOMI

            Dick pic! I can’t state this clearly enough. Diiiick piiic!

            KENDALL

            Okay, fine, fuck you. I’ll put my dick in your hands. Fine. Jesus!

            He starts to arrange to take a dick pic. 

            INT. Logan’s apartment – Elevator – Evening

            Tom and Shiv continue their conversation.

            SHIV

            So, like, what was wrong?

            TOM

            It’s great. Nothing.

            (then)

            Why didn’t you send it to me before?

            SHIV

            After Dinosaur-gate – I just wanted a clear statement, and I got very into it and— To let him know, I’m not a, a, sourpuss, you know, I have a, positive plan and, and— Fuck.

            INT. Logan’s apartment – Evening

            At a certain point the elevator opens and they enter the party, handing over coats to staff.

            TOM

            Shiv, look, raw is good. Memorable. ‘Find an audience with a pulse and an income.’

            Shiv

            I mean I’m not saying move to the center because of— I’m saying, follow the ad revenue?

            Tom

            No sure, I think the cynicism was pretty clear.

            Kendall appears, all bubbly from the bathroom.

            KenDALL

            Hey what up, sis!

            SHIV

            Hey?

            He heads into the crowd. Shiv and Tom share a look. What’s he so up about?

            Tom

            Mega-dump and a line?

            Shiv smiles. Looks over to by the windows that open onto the terrace, can just see her dad through the throng. 

            Shiv

            You know what? It’s all bullshit anyway. It’s displacement activity. Cos I just need to fucking ask him right out: Is it still me? Is this happening? Thrash it out.

            Shiv heads through the party. She is after her father. She leads, Tom follows. Logan spots her and discreetly moves away.

            TOM

            Uh-huh, you sure you wanna thrash? Shiv?

            Gerri can see Shiv approaching, she’s talking to Roman—

            Gerri

            Look. The shareholders want a CEO successor named before the shareholder meeting – they’ve made that clear. So your dad has to do the dance – a little jig to order which I’m sure he’ll be delighted to perform.

            ROMAN

            Right?

            Gerri

            (quietly)

            So, if you’re serious about us as a ‘dream ticket’, it’d be smart to be able to pre-empt any bad stuff that could come out, if you came under the spotlight?

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh, right, you want me to just ‘tell you’ all the terrible things, I, Roman Roy, have ever done?

            GERRI

            I don’t care about the body count, Roman, I am just intrigued about the disposal methods? What I’d be tying myself to?

            He looks at her. He’s not gonna just spew. Bit cat-and-mouse. 

            ROMAN

            There are no bodies. I ate them. No, you know, I’m actually, not an idiot, so, few photos of a few big nights, but not too much.

            She looks at him. Doesn’t buy it. Pushes—

            GERRI

            Uh-huh. You haven’t started jerking off during any important phones calls? Jizzed in any senior executive’s bathrooms without explicit consent?

            But he’s not going to fold, holds her gaze. 

            ROMAN

            Not that I can recall. Don’t think you’d find any evidence.

            GERRI

            Uh-huh, and how would you feel about me getting some oppo research done? See what a tenacious bottom-feeder could grub up on you?

            He holds her gaze.

            ROMAN

            Sure. Fine.

            Tom and Shiv come close on their way past, Gerri leans in. 

            Gerri

            (to Tom)

            We went Blanch.

            TOM

            (sober)

            Oh. Thank you, Gerri.

            He relays to Shiv, excited. We follow Shiv and Tom on.

            It’s Blanch!

            They move through the party saying hi to the many faces they know. 

            ShiV

            (scanning party)

            For the internal investigation?

            TOM

            Yup! Blanch and Partners. Those beautiful soft-soaping fucks! Interview will be like slipping into a bubble bath. I might light a scented candle in there, put on some Eagles and start playing with myself!

            Shiv spots Logan. Again he spots her. Not eager to talk, he angles away. Shiv gets intercepted before she can get going. 

            Roberts

            Hey, Siobhan!

            Shiv

            Senator Roberts, do you mind if—?

            But he wants his pound of flesh from her and Tom. 

            ROBERTS

            Tell your dad the only people drowning are his detractors. Drowning in lack of evidence.

            SHIV

            Don’t think you can drown in a lack of something.

            tom

            We’re taking it very seriously. ‘Thorough internal investigation’.

            Smiles between Roberts and Tom, then—

            ROBERTS

            (to Shiv)

            Would love to talk to Logan. My thing is: growth, and labor force expansion concordant with maintaining the nature of traditional Christian America. Lot of Poles and Brits and people of a ‘sympathetic cultural background’ who want to come work entry-level gigs?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Catch you later.

            She heads on, but Connor grabs her as she passes. 

            ConnOR

            What’s he up to, Roberts?

            SHIV

            Come to kiss the Logan ring.

            CONNOR

            You know he’s a racist? And not the good kind. I don’t need him getting any love from Dad. In fact, what I actually need, is, Shiv, do you think now is a bad time to ask about a little financial assistance?

            Shiv is scanning. Where has Logan gone now?

            Willa

            (re Connor)

            Shiv, will you talk to him? He’s getting weird about the play?

            ConnOR

            I’m just saying, you’ve got to stay on budget, honey.

            WILLA

            I don’t think— It’s art, Connor – I don’t think we have a budget?

            Connor

            Everything has a budget. A cupcake recipe. The Defense Department. Running a campaign is costly, am I right, Shiv? I mean we’re dropping half a mil on sand.

            WILLA

            The sand is a character.

            CONNOR

            I know the sand is a character, Willa.

            (beat)

            The thing is, Shiv, I guess I have just underestimated, the, the financial exposure involved in putting on a major theatrical production and, starting a national political movement. It’s war on two fronts?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh, do you see him?

            CONNOR

            It’s a drain. And other candidates, you know they – they whore themselves out. What’s so great about getting a lot of donors just because you’ve got a pretty face and a great stump speech?

            SHIV

            Sure. No. I know.

            CONNOR

            That’s – that’s actually dangerous. Popularity paves the way to – demagoguery.

            SHIV

            Sure.

            CONNOR

            The great thing about me is I am unencumbered by, by, by—

            SHIV

            By supporters?

            CONNOR

            Not by supporters, Shiv, by promises, by policy mouths to feed.

            SHIV

            Will you excuse me?

            CONNOR

            Look. The thing is, looking at the books, it’s looking hard, Willa. I just wonder, would it be possible for you to make the play – like, not only great, but also, highly profitable? Like a real banker?

            Willa

            Well, I’m trying.

            CONNOR

            Cool, just, like the sort of thing people really want to see. Engaging and funny and enthralling. Just make it brilliant. Like ten thumbs up.

            WILLA

            Yeah. That’s the idea.

            CONNOR

            No sure. Great. Good. I mean, I just need that success to be pretty cast-iron if that’s okay?

            Shiv heads over towards Logan … who stands a step or two up the stairs in the hall surveying the scene with satisfaction—

            LogAN

            Well, you were right. They came. Look at them. All the little piggies at the trough. All the cruise noise, fucking nothing burger.

            MarcIA

            Two, three dropouts. Reassured, now? That they still love you?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Love, fear. Whatever.

            MARCIA

            They look the same from a distance I suppose?

            Rhea arrives out of the elevator, looks around the party. Logan brightens and waves. He can’t keep his enthusiasm down, though he tries.

            LoGAN

            Rhea!

            MARCIA

            Yes, I see her.

            LOGAN

            Yeah. Poor Rhea. I feel bad for her is all.

            MARCIA

            You have a big heart.

            He looks at Marcia. She is cool. 

            LOGAN

            What?

            MARCIA

            ‘What?’ he asks.

            (beat)

            Listen. I am no schoolgirl, I know the world and you can do as you please. But if you humiliate me?

            (then)

            I am soft, but I am hard.

            Shiv makes it to them before Logan can follow up.

            Close behind, Gerri is following. Making a face: Something’s come up.

            Shiv

            Dad. Can we have a word?

            Gerri whispers in Logan’s ear. She heads upstairs. 

            Logan

            Bit later, Shiv, okay?

            (re Gerri)

            It’s nothing. But I should—

            He heads up, following Gerri. 

            Just then, Rhea is arriving and says hi to Shiv, still watching after her dad. 

            RHEA

            Hey, Marcia.

            MarCIA

            I’m sorry, you missed him. Still, you are probably sick of the sight of him.

            (looks around)

            Will you excuse me? I have friends to see?

            She smiles and leaves them. Shiv makes a face acknowledging the atmosphere. 

            shiv

            Ouch. Sizzle.

            Rhea smiles.

            You okay? Sorry about how things turned out.

            RHEA

            Thank you. I’m ‘tarnished’ according to Bloomberg. ‘Tainted’ according to the Journal. ‘Fucked’ according to Twitter.

            Shiv is distracted. But gives Rhea her due—

            SHIV

            What you gonna do? Back to telecomms?

            RHEA

            Me? Oh, no. Have a nice time. I took my swing. Host a few parties. See some theater. I have a house in Mykonos I’ve only seen twice. I’m rich as Croesus. Fuck the pool guy? I dunno. Maybe I’ll start drinking?

            A member of staff passes and Rhea takes a glass of champagne. As they talk, Roman passes almost unnoticed, heading upstairs. 

            SHIV

            You don’t—?

            RHEA

            Me. No. I pretend to sip.

            Shiv looks at her.

            It makes people more comfortable.

            SHIV

            You’re very accommodating.

            RHEA

            Maybe. But look, if I can ever help, let me know? I would have liked working with you.

            They smile. Behind Shiv, Kendall heads upstairs too. 

            INT. Logan’s apartment – library – night

            Upstairs. Kendall enters. Logan’s looking down at a mini electronic video player housed in a cardboard sleeve. Gerri and Frank sit with Roman. Kerry, an assistant, waits for instructions in the corner. A video plays:

            A cartoonishly bright, sunny day at a theme park. Hot-dog vendor in fifties-style apparel stands at his cart as children pass with brightly colored balloons. Customer enters. Everything is deliberately garish and heightened— 

            Customer

            Hey, brother, I’ll get one.

            HOT-DOG Vendor

            Sure thing. That’ll be eighteen thousand dollars.

            Customer takes out his wallet – hands over a very thick stack of cash.

            VoicEOVER

            Ever feel like you’re being fed a bad investment?

            A banner reads – ‘BAD INVESTMENT’.

            Customer looks down at the hot dog in his hand – there’s no sausage in it. He just shrugs – and takes a huge bite. 

            The presentation quickly moves onto a PowerPoint slideshow showing Waystar Royco being outperformed by rivals for the tenth consecutive quarter. 

            In the room – watching the video, as Roman turns over one of the video players—

            VoicEOVER

            (cont’d)

            Logan Roy and his family are taking a once great media brand down a dead end. Trailing competitors badly for years on share price, revenue, and profits. Killing your dividend. Corporate governance: Fail. Acquisition strategy: Fail. Succession planning: Fail. The Roys are failing Waystar. As a shareholder you can replace Logan Roy’s rubber-stamp board, right now. Vote, and let this year’s shareholder meeting launch a fresh start for Waystar – the company you own.

            Roman

            Look at this fucking janky, off-brand piece of back-alley Chinese chunked-up iPad minivan DVD-player bullshit.

            frank

            Sandy and Stewy have sent out thousands of them. All major shareholders. Plus, tried to deliver to the board as viral stunts.

            roman

            What’s their next trick? They gonna teach a squad of canaries to fly round Nantucket singing ‘fuck Logan Roy’?

            Logan

            What’s DF King say?

            gerri

            They say it might be time to start getting worried.

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            frank

            We’ve had some disappointing feedback on a couple of key investors.

            Logan looks at Frank and Gerri – neither of them want to say. 

            The Pierce pursuit has played badly in some quarters. Jack the Ulsterman is wavering.

            LOGAN

            (disappointing)

            Uh-huh.

            Kendall

            Four percent is he? We can have a conversation.

            RomAN

            With that fat fuck? You should ram your dick in his one good artery.

            frank

            And there is also one other person with a significant chunk of stock who we hear is no longer solid. Your mother. Caroline.

            LoGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Logan is being careful not to explode. Takes a breath. But Kendall and Roman can see the effort it is taking. 

            RomAN

            I’m sorry. Dad.

            keNDALL

            Rome. What is she, three percent voting stock?

            gerri

            Uh-huh. But close to the Ulsterman. That’s seven percent?

            Frank

            That’s a chunk. That’s a severe headache.

            GERRI

            We’d been kind of counting on them. I mean us on thirty-six percent? Without their seven to add, that’s scary.

            RoMan

            Look, I’ll call her. Let her know this isn’t funny, that she could kill you with the wrong move.

            LogAN

            I imagine that’s quite a large part of the attraction.

            frank

            We think if you don’t mind a reshuffle of travel plans, it would be really helpful to get you to the UK for a personal appeal to Jack?

            LOGAN

            Urgh. Seriously?

            Gerri

            Like tomorrow night.

            LOGAN

            I have plans.

            Frank

            Roman, Kendall and Shiv could hit their mom?

            Gerri looks at Logan: Good idea. 

            logan

            Okay. London. I hit the Ulsterman. You’re on your mother. Keep it simple. No Shiv.

            Kendall is thrown. The UK? He blusters—

            Kendall

            To the UK—? You sure we need to—? That’s like— What are we? A fucking, octopus, giving reach-rounds to – to every fish on the reef now or—

            Roman

            Relax branzino-porno-man.

            LOGAN

            It’s fine. Colin’ll come. Kerry, it can fit right? We’ll shuffle the Dundee bullshit?

            Kerry is smart. She’s already been anticipating.

            Kerry

            From London? About the, the journalism wing? I’m sure they’ll come to you. They want to talk about a little event to honor you?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. I bet they do.

            KERRY

            Then straight to Singapore, Christchurch. Do it that way? Do you want me to talk to your friend?

            Kerry is being discreet. Logan appreciates it—

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Right. I need to make calls. Kerry – I’m hunkering. Gerri? Frank? Let’s get into this. Gonna be an all-nighter.

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – night

            Roman comes down the stairs—

            Shiv

            Rome. What’s going on? Where’s Dad, we’re supposed to be talking?

            Roman

            Yeah. Something came in. He’s hunkering. He wanted me to tell you sorry, rain-check. Maybe tomorrow a.m. ‘Maybe’.

            (looks at her)

            Are your nips getting hard? They must be cos you’re so out in the cold.

            day two

            INT. Waystar – meeting room – MORNINg

            Down a corridor from a meeting room, Kenneth Chan (forties) comes to get Tom. 

            CHAN

            Tom Wambsgans? Thanks for making the time.

            TOM

            Not at all. Big priority—

            (then)

            I was able to push all of my gropes to this afternoon, so—

            Chan smiles. They walk. 

            I’m kidding, of course. Just lightening the mood! I know of no mistreatment of staff or guests. But I did fuck a lot of dolphins.

            Chan chuckles. Tom smiles.

            No but seriously I wasn’t even there long enough. I only got my wang in a couple of blowholes!

            They get to the meeting room, where the other lawyer is waiting. 

            CHAN

            So, I’m Kenneth Chan and this is my colleague Stefan Strauss and we are with Blanch and Partners and we’re helping investigate historic sexual abuse and associated wrongdoing at Waystar Cruises. So as head of the division—

            TOM

            Briefly. I followed Bill’s long, reign. I was but a minnow trailing in the wake of Bill, the big sperm whale, the legend!

            Stefan

            Sure but in terms of your time at parks, were you aware of any historical allegations that had been dealt with other than in the way outlined in the corporate guidelines?

            tom

            Um, in my brief spell? Um, I don’t at this time recall anything that at that time caused me any particular concern.

            CHAN

            Okay, well let’s have a dig in on that in a moment but in terms of records and document keeping …

            Danger!

            TOM

            Uh-huh?

            CHAN

            We need to locate all written information relevant to this investigation and safeguard it from destruction through regular practices, negligence, or malfeasance. Are you aware of any document destruction that could hinder our inquiries?

            Chan is harder and more efficient than Tom had been expecting. 

            Tom

            I’m sorry but, you know what, I’ve actually, goddam, I’ve got to make one quick call.

            Stefan

            Um, we’d rather you stayed here?

            Tom starts to get up. 

            Tom

            Apologies.

            (starts to make a call)

            Shiv? Did you come in?

            EXT. Logan’s apartment – Morning

            Outside Logan’s apartment. A car waits.

            INT. CAR – day

            Roman waits, looking at his phone. Eventually, Logan appears with Colin, climbs in. 

            LOGAN

            Hey, son. We good? Let’s go.

            They start up. 

            Who’s the pilot today? Not Serge, right?

            colin

            No, sir, Serge is off rotation.

            Logan fusses. There’s something on his mind he doesn’t want to get to. And he has the preoccupations of an older man, worries he returns to—

            LOGAN

            Good. I like a boring bastard flying me. Serge always looks like his dick’s still wet and he’s gonna tell me the name of a good fucking Pinot.*

            Colin nods, just takes it. Logan and Roman ride in silence, Logan uncomfortable.

            You alright, son?

            Roman

            Uh-huh. Thanks for the ride.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Good to see you.

            ROMAN

            Good to see you, Dad. Hope we can swing it with Mom.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. And, look, just wanted to say. Up at the – thing? Argestes.

            Roman winces reflexively. Braces. He can’t really stand the intimacy or the recollection of the humiliation—

            ROMAN

            Oh what? No, forget that.

            LOGAN

            Yeah. Well, I didn’t know you were there, I would never—

            ROMAN

            Oh sure I know.

            LOGAN

            Did I even make contact?

            ROMAN

            I don’t think— I don’t even know what we’re talking about.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Well, that’s not something I’d do.

            ROMAN

            I know. I know that.

            They are both uncomfortable. Roman wants very much to help them move on. He searches for something to say inside his empty buzzing head, looks out the window—

            Fucking—

            (what?)

            cars – buildings. Everywhere.

            LOGAN

            This city. You blink it changes. Every other thing I think of is what they’ll put on my fucking headstone.

            ROMAN

            Nah, Dad, nah. No.

            Does Roman try to pat his dad’s hand? But Logan is looking out. If he makes contact it is very fleeting. 

            INT. roy private JET – day

            Meanwhile: Rhea and Kendall sit on the plane. 

            RhEA

            He didn’t tell you I was coming?

            KENDALL

            No. No he did not. For a media guy, he’s not the greatest communicator.

            RHEA

            I’m going anyway, to check out some theater and he asked, would I talk through a couple of things with him? Bounce some stuff.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Feeling bouncy?

            Rhea

            Honestly? Bit deflated. After all the retreats I’ve done, still got a bit of ego.

            Kendall

            You know Naomi and the rest of them still think highly of you? I happen to know that.

            RHEA

            Oh, I’m sure they light candles at my shrine every night. Naomi’s smart though. Good taste. In art and men, if not other vices.

            Kendall smiles. Roman and Logan board. Roman sees Rhea. 

            LOGAN

            Hey. Hi.

            Roman

            Well, hey, Rhea. Dad?

            LOGAN

            We’re just giving her a ride. It’s not a big deal.

            Roman

            Well of course it’s not a big deal. Why would it be?

            (beat)

            Okay? Here we go! Roy boys on tour. And we’ve got them in all the sizes.

            (re Logan; himself; Kendall)

            Alpha, beta, cuck.

            LogAN

            It’s convenient. And, Rhea – we owe you. It was terrible what those blue-blooded cunts did to you.

            Rhea

            Not quite the quote I gave to the Journal.

            LOGAN

            Yeah well, you could have sold us out to the Pierces. Loyal.

            Kendall looks down.

            So. I’m just getting some eyes on a couple of things. Gonna forward you all a strategy memo from Shiv. Be good to get your take.

            KenDALL

            (including her?)

            What, all of us?

            Roman

            Sure thing, Dad, hit me up. I’ll give it an objective eye.

            (low; to Kendall)

            Grab a cudgel. It’s shit-kicking time.

            The boys look at each other. 

            INT. WAYSTAR – OUTSIDE LOGAN’S OFFICE – day

            Shiv and Tom both wait outside Logan’s office. She’s talking to Kerry. 

            Shiv

            He’s fucking leaving the country? Rather than speak to me? How long have you known?

            Kerry

            Plans changed. He wanted to apologize.

            SHIV

            No he didn’t.

            Shiv is preoccupied. She paces away. 

            Tom

            Hey? So, can I ask you something?

            Shiv

            He’s gone. Can you believe it?

            (looking at Kerry)

            And his fucking flunkies didn’t even tell me. Running interference for him.

            (sends an email)

            I won’t fucking have it. Chasing him round the party like a teenage girl with a crush.

            TOM

            No. Absolutely. But, just checking. It is definitely bullshit? The internal investigation?

            shiv

            Um—

            (checks phone)

            He hasn’t responded to the memo either.

            tom

            Just, because, it doesn’t feel all that bullshitty?

            shiv

            Is it not all softballs?

            tom

            You ever been hit in the face with a softball? I mean, how inside this are you? There isn’t a world is there, where I get hung out to dry? Where I have to play the fuckbag?

            Shiv

            Tom, I don’t—?

            TOM

            He supports me, right? Logan? As Head of News? I mean never mind the, the jokes and, the ha ha, but he’s wouldn’t fry me? Would he?

            SHIV

            (yes)

            No. Tom, no. Cos right now, I think I have to go out there. I need to pin the silverback down.

            TOM

            What if I need you here?

            SHIV

            You’re fine, just – just be careful. Let me head out and fix this? Okay?

            Tom realizes he’s all alone with this one.

            EXT. roy private JET – day

            The plane flies through the air.

            INT. roy private JET – day

            Logan and Rhea sit in one compartment, Logan looking at papers. Roman and Kendall are out of earshot through in the other. 

            Logan shakes his head as he reads. 

            Rhea

            So, you know my friend Karen knows Sarah, who Frank’s been dating, and have you heard this? He’s a weeper. Post-sex. He cries. Had you heard?

            Logan smiles – but not as much as she might normally expect. 

            You okay?

            Logan

            Uh-huh. Sure.

            He’s all preoccupied. She tries to get in. 

            RHEA

            Sure. ‘Sure’. Don’t poke the bear. He can take anything, load him up!

            Logan considers, then—

            LOGAN

            I don’t fucking know.

            She looks: Go on. 

            I mean all this energy. It’s going to be a fight now for every fucking shareholder vote. My ex-wife. Old friends, turning. And I kill Sandy, or he kills me, so what?

            Rhea

            A tech giant buys you to use your floorspace to store Nespresso machines? Shits you out as an app?

            LOGAN

            My grandma on my aunt’s side, she was no blood to me, she was rich. We’d go to their place outside Ottawa me and my brother and my sister would go down under her window and she’d throw one candy out. ‘For the pleasure of seeing us fight’.

            RHEA

            That why I’m here? No one else interested in all the pain of being a billionaire?

            Logan

            We’ve had some private polling, on potential next CEOs. Who’d play well. I’d value your thoughts.

            RHEA

            On the kids?

            LOGAN

            Yeah. Who’s got it? I could do with a clear eye.

            She looks at him. It’s a dangerous game. Kendall and Roman are visible – though well out of earshot.

            RHEA

            You want me to say?

            LOGAN

            Yeah, of course.

            RHEA

            I told my best friend once what I really thought of her husband, cos she asked. We haven’t spoken since?

            LOGAN

            I— You know—

            (love)

            all of them. That won’t change. But – as leaders?

            Rhea

            As execs?

            (pauses)

            Okay well. Shiv thinks she’s smarter than she is. Roman could actually be good but nowhere near right now. Kendall’s … Kendall’s I don’t know. It’s like you put him in a big diaper and now he can shit himself when he likes?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            RHEA

            He has all the shots, but he doesn’t know when to play them and I don’t know if you can learn that?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Beat.

            RHEA

            You asked. You’re not allowed to hold it against me, alright?

            He smiles. 

            Meanwhile, unable to hear, in the other cabin, Roman and Kendall look through to their father.

            Roman

            Look at them. Jesus. Coochie-fucking-coo.

            KENDALL

            Haven’t seen him like this for a while?

            ROMAN

            Not since Sally-Anne and the summer of the horses? You know he’s reading a book for her now apparently?

            kendall

            You think he’s fucked her?

            roman

            Can you imagine?

            (beat)

            Like a rhino fucking a hummingbird. I mean. She’d have to go cowgirl, correct? Because he would snap her like a candy cane.

            KendalL

            Dude – are you talking yourself hard?

            ROMAN

            Maybe. I don’t care.

            Logan

            (calling through)

            Boys?! Coming through?

            They get up and head through. 

            So. Shiv’s memo.

            KENDALL

            We’re putting the concept of Siobhan on the table, for general discussion?

            ROMAN

            Taking apart my sister’s pious bullshit for your entertainment? I had a dream like this once!

            Logan smiles. 

            LOGAN

            Just good to air some views.

            Kendall has mixed feelings, is unable not to start with a snark—

            kendall

            The twin quotes from Thomas Aquinas and Amelia Earhart really kick us off with a bang?

            rhea

            Stirring stuff.

            Roman

            (flicking)

            So many pictures! All the smiling children, of all the various hues? So much clip-art melted the heart of even this hardened racist.

            Rhea laughs. 

            Rhea

            I liked the spacing. Luxurious.

            Logan is letting the ribbing go, but then— 

            LogAN

            But on the protein?

            roman

            Well there’s no shortage of ideas for sure! It’s a rich gumbo of ideas and buzzwords.

            Logan doesn’t tell him to stop. Roman enjoying the feeling of shitting on Shiv’s idea.

            rhea

            Look, we should be gentle. It’s easy to be overly critical of the workings of a major corporation when you’ve no experience of running one. You can’t blame her for her lack of experience.

            ROMAN

            Sure we can. Just watch. You’ll get the hang of it soon enough.

            RHEA

            I just think there’s a false premise in here. For a mature business like yours, you can’t just junk profit centers because you have a distaste for the output. The stock will tank.

            Kendall prickles at Rhea’s centrality to the debate. Does he believe what follows? Maybe. But he feels the need to counterbalance— 

            Kendall

            I think we’re maybe being a little dismissive?

            RoMan

            No doubt. You love a freemium, meme-jacking, omnichannel.

            KENDALL

            Cut the treacle and this is a sound strategy. On news we’re gonna get outflanked eventually from the right—

            RomaN

            Unless we – don’t? Cos we go Full Bastard?

            KENDALL

            The approach is coherent: let everyone else fight over scripted; we own live – sports, news, events, destinations. Become the dominant player in the experience economy.

            Logan

            Uh-huh. Fascinating. Stirring.

            (then)

            Roman. See if you can get it to flush down the toilet would you?

            Rhea and Roman chuckle. He’s playing up for them, the inner circle. Kendall shakes his head. 

            I’m kidding!

            (beat)

            The plumbing is very delicate on this thing.

            EXT. New york – day/night

            Time passes. 

            INT. GREG’S APARTMENT – night

            Greg in his large apartment with the tall ceilings. In the background a group of work associates are gathering for dinner – all Greg’s age or a little older. Greg’s answering the door. Expecting the final guest.

            Greg

            Hey!

            (not who he was expecting)

            Tom?

            Tom

            Hey, Greg! How you doing?

            GREG

            Oh fine, yeah I’m a bit busy? Why are you—?

            TOM

            Sure. What’s going on?

            GREG

            Yeah. Just got a few pals over for dinner?

            Tom welcomes himself in. 

            TOM

            Ooooh – fancy Dan the Greg man! Look at you! What are you talking about? Hey!

            Tom looks over – nods hello to a young woman. She works at Waystar – knows Tom’s face. 

            Octavia

            Welcome to the Young Turks!

            Tom looks at Greg.

            GREG

            Just some folks from the office. Knocking some ideas around.

            TOM

            ‘The Young Turks’. Greg? You fucking strategizing? Look at you, bitch.

            GREG

            It’s just a talking shop – for renewal.

            TOM

            (mocking voice)

            ‘It’s just a talking shop for renewal.’

            Tom angles Greg so they are in private.

            Look, we’re good. I just popped by because I was in the area and I wanted to ask you how it went today, with the guys, your interview?

            Greg sees what the visit is about—

            GREG

            Oh. Yeah. Okay. Little jittery. Bit of a stress comedown. I got a haircut, even though I didn’t need a haircut? I think I just wanted someone to touch my head, you know? Soothing.

            (beat)

            I guess I found it a little stressful?

            TOM

            Uh-huh, great, so, here’s my thing, Greg. The papers. The copies, I want them.

            GREG

            Uh-huh?

            TOM

            I did my part of the deal, you’ve got the office and put your little Gustav Klimt poster up, now it’s time for me to habeas the corpus.

            GREG

            Right.

            (beat)

            I mean, I just guess, they’re my insurance policy?

            TOM

            You don’t need an insurance policy.

            GREG

            In case things were to turn nasty?

            TOM

            They’re not going to turn nasty! No one’s going to break your legs!

            GREG

            Right. Sure. That feels a bit nasty?

            TOM

            But it’s the insurance which is causing the nastiness! If you were uninsured you’d be much safer! Ironically.

            GREG

            Well, they’re not actually here.

            TOM

            Look. You’ve played your hand well, Greg. I like it. But now we need to end this. Okay? We came through the article, but who knows, right? This bullshit investigation? The biographer. Who knows what gets turned up. So. We clean up. Now. Or I tell Logan you took copies of sensitive documents?

            Greg thinks. Okay. That’s the end of the line.

            GREG

            Well. Okay. But I really do keep them at the office.

            TOM

            At the office?

            GREG

            Yeah. Cos they’re work. Work at work. Little bit OCD. And I feel like, I might get burgled, but Waystar won’t get burgled. So?

            TOM

            Well that’s moronic.

            GREG

            I’ll get them tomorrow?

            TOM

            Right. Except I can’t trust you. It’s not personal, I just can’t trust you, so, in a friendly way, I’m staying here tonight, and I’m traveling in with you tomorrow and I’ll go with you to wherever you have the papers and then later, together, we dispose, off-premises, okay? And if you squeal or try to take copies, I’ll break your legs.

            Greg

            Uh-huh. Because you said no one’s going to break my legs?

            Tom

            Don’t be so literal! It’s a boilerplate threat. I just mean – in a jokey way – don’t fuck with me. Okay? It’s just words, Greg.

            (looks at him)

            C’mon, introduce me to your pals!

            INT. LOGAN’S LONDON RESIDENCE – night

            Logan and Rhea having late-night whiskies. 

            logan

            I’m sorry, I hope you didn’t mind eating in. Talk. You know? The paps in this town. Fucking animals.

            RhEA

            No sure. If only someone had some influence over them?

            Then he doesn’t smile.

            You okay?

            He’s not in a good mood. 

            Logan

            Siobhan’s coming over, apparently, she’s all fired up.

            RHEA

            I imagine you’ve seen a few temper tantrums from your children?

            LOGAN

            I don’t know. She wants answers.

            RHEA

            Okay?

            LOGAN

            What if you’re right, what if she doesn’t have it?

            Rhea

            That’s not exactly what I said—

            Logan

            I’m worried for her. Maybe I jumped too fast.

            It’s kind of self-serving bullshit but Rhea lets him live in it—

            RHEA

            No, sure.

            LOGAN

            She has all this confidence but you know, she had a crack-up once? She’s brittle. She could alienate the brass. Not sure she gets the business in her bones.

            (then)

            But. It’s difficult. Looks indecisive if I chop and change.

            RHEA

            I mean, nothing’s been said publicly though, right?

            LOGAN

            Sure. But, you know, with Kendall. Maybe that wasn’t the best, situation. I wonder if I just say, fuck it? Let her do it?

            RHEA

            Oh sure. That sounds like you. Do the wrong thing out of – what? Embarrassment?

            Rhea looks like: Well that’s not smart. Logan stares out.

            Logan

            I don’t fucking know.

            Rhea thinks on it. 

            RHEA

            When does she get in?

            LOGAN

            Tomorrow.

            Rhea

            You know, if you wanted me to, I think I might be able to help you make this go away?

            LOGAN

            It’s delicate.

            RHEA

            Would you like me to try?

            Logan looks at her: Yes please. 

            Let me see what I can do.

            Logan leaves a beat. Doesn’t know how to broach the next bit. He does it without looking up.

            LOGAN

            So. You wanna stay over or what?

            An awkward moment. 

            RHEA

            Oh? Okay. I wasn’t expecting that.

            Logan’s embarrassed. He tries to recover.

            LogAN

            It’s just, the paps. Good to – to lie low.

            RhEA

            Uh-huh. Well I could. I just have a, uh, conference call, later.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. There’s a ton of rooms. Forget it.

            RHEA

            Couple of investors I’m thinking about going in with. So?

            LOGAN

            No. Sure. Nothing.

            (then, switching to easier territory)

            Fucking, China, ah?

            He pours himself a drink. 

            INT. GREG’S APARTMENT – night

            Tom lies in Greg’s bed. On the other side of the bed Greg lies on the floor, as comfortable as he has been able to make it. On a mattress of comforters.

            Tom

            Night, Greg. And I’m sorry. I am.

            Greg

            Uh-huh. No, I mean it’s fine. It’s a little humiliating. Do I really need to—?

            TOM

            You can’t make a Tomlette without breaking some Gregs.

            GREG

            Yeah. Heh. So you say. Quite often.

            TOM

            I’m sorry. It seems crazy, you have to sleep there but I just don’t see another way for me to be absolutely sure you aren’t sneaking out to make copies. I mean, do you?

            GREG

            Right. Sure. No. I mean, I guess, you could, trust me?

            TOM

            Hahaha. Yeah, right Greg! I could ‘trust you’. Hahaha.

            (then)

            Night, pal.

            GREG

            Night, Tom.

            day three

            EXT. logan’S LONDON RESIDENCE – day

            Morning.

            INT. Logan’s london residence – kendall’s room – day

            Kendall is in bed with Naomi. Maybe they’ve had sex, maybe last night, but they’re getting quite comfortable with one another. Sharing stories of their fucked-up-ness. 

            naomi

            My therapist, I was fifteen, and she told her friend who told her daughter who was my friend I was the quote ‘Sgt. Pepper’ of adolescent mental health issues.

            Kendall

            Oh nice. Nice! Here’s one: for about two years, doing yoga, I’d do the postures wrong, so that the instructor would adjust me, because that was the only physical contact I was getting with any you know, compassion.

            She pretends to cry. ‘Boohoo’ – he pretends to cry. 

            Mocking their dysfunction. They laugh. Kendall’s phone buzzes. 

            INT. LOGAN’S LONDON RESIDENCE – DINING ROOM – day

            Roman is on the line with Gerri. It’s the middle of the night for Gerri.

            Gerri

            Okay. So. Look, on the oppo research on you, I’m gonna ask you some yes/nos?

            Roman

            Uh-huh.

            GERRI

            Did you get jerked off by your personal trainer at the end of sessions?

            ROMAN

            Nope. No. No I did not. Libel.

            GERRI

            Uh-huh. There’s rumors of a face-tattoo situation?

            ROMAN

            Um? No memory of that. No.

            GERRI

            Uh-huh. What about smashing up Leo Pasher’s Lamborghini with a, a, watermelon and a blowtorch?

            ROMAN

            Nope.

            GERRI

            There’s a video of it.

            ROMAN

            Okay. I do think, now yes, it’s coming back – that’s, that was a – a sort of, like a buddy prank?

            GERRI

            The word ‘faggot’ was burnt into the paintwork?

            ROMAN

            As I said, prank. Also, the guy who wrote that was gay, kind of, so you know. Hello irony?

            Kendall enters, shaken—

            Kendall

            Rome you seen this from UK Comms, where’s Dad?

            He shows him the iPad.

            The homepage of a British tabloid – first story is headlined: ‘Bullied to Death’ and a picture of a car pulled from the river and underneath a pair of photos of Doddy and Logan. 

            Roman

            Oh what? Oh, no. Oh heck. Gerri, you seen this? I’ll call back.

            KENDALL

            Is he awake?

            ROMAN

            I don’t know.

            KENDALL

            Is he – is he on his own? Did she go home?

            RomaN

            They were having Scotches when I got in. I went to Eduard’s hellhole in Mayfair. When did you get in? Did you bring a piece of tail back to the cave because I heard—?

            KENDALL

            (cutting in)

            He needs to see this.

            (hesitation)

            Should I wake him?

            RomAN

            I think so.

            They walk towards his room. 

            KENDALL

            Is she in there or what? This is— He looks ridiculous right, all— You think we should say anything?

            ROMAN

            Yeah, right. You gonna?

            KENDALL

            Sure. I’ll have a word. Mano-a-mano?

            ROMAN

            Oh, you’ll have a word? You’ll shit your fucking whack, dude.

            KENDALL

            I don’t give a fuck. I’ll tell him.

            RomAN

            (whispered, sing-song)

            You’re gonna see him boning, you’re gonna see him boning!

            Kendall gingerly knocks.

            KENDALL

            Dad?

            (then)

            Dad?

            Waits. 

            ROMAN

            (teasing)

            He needs to see the story. Go in!

            KENDALL

            Fuck you.

            (then, knocks)

            Dad?! I’m coming in, Dad!

            Finally he goes in, slightly scared of what he’ll find. 

            INT. LOGAN’S LONDON RESIDENCE – LOGAN’S ROOM – day

            It’s dark in there. 

            kendall

            Dad?

            Logan wakes. 

            Logan

            (confused)

            What?

            KENDALL

            Dad. It’s Kendall.

            LOGAN

            What is this? Where am I?

            We see he’s alone. 

            INT. LOGAN’S LONDON RESIDENCE – BREAKFAST ROOM – day

            On the table. The Doddy–Logan story from the British tabloid. Kendall, Logan and Roman are on speakerphone.

            Intercut with:

            INT. WAYSTAR – CONFERENCE ROOM – night

            Karolina, Hugo and Gerri, who have been summoned in to a night-time conference. 

            gerri

            The family’s line is – emotional distress.

            KaROLINA

            You punched him, which caused him, in effect, to drive his car into the river.

            Kendall – tries not to react.

            Logan

            I did not punch anyone.

            Kendall

            Yeah. This is – incorrect.

            Logan

            I did nothing to that kid.

            KENDALL

            (quiet)

            Shouted – but I guess, jostling a glass but that’s not—

            LOGAN

            Stop mumbling.

            KENDALL

            At most, you shouted.

            LOGAN

            Oh I shouted him into the river?

            KENDALL

            As I said, it’s not right, this—

            Logan

            This is a set-up. I never should’ve come. I walked into a trap. I’ve been badly advised. You hear that, Gerri?

            Long beat.

            Gerri

            Yes, I heard.

            LOGAN

            Is Hugo there?

            hugo

            Uh-huh. I don’t think we have any huge concerns in terms of legal liability, right?

            Gerri

            (laughable)

            Oh fuck no. No, they’re saying you owed a duty of care and threatening legal action, but that won’t fly.

            hugo

            The issue is that we hear they could come to the US and appear on the Morning Juice with this.

            Bad news, groans.

            GeRRI

            From what I hear what they really want is actually just the apology?

            LoGAN

            Uh-huh.

            GERRI

            A personal apology.

            LOGAN

            No.

            hugo

            Sure.

            Karolina looks at Hugo: Go on, the new favorite.

            I guess the only thing is, in terms of the proxy battle?

            Gerri

            It’s Sandy’s tabloid stirring this up, they went and interviewed them.

            LogaN

            Of course.

            GERRI

            It’s a transparent effort to rattle our shareholders—

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            karOLINA

            Cruise thing is dying down, it could be a good moment to be contrite, rather than get us back in the public eye?

            LOGAN

            (fuck off )

            Uh-huh.

            Karolina and Gerri look at Hugo: Go on, he likes you!

            hugo

            If we offer a visit to the family. We might be able to get a statement out of them absolving you of guilt? Just say sorry, for the distress. We make it clear Sandy and Stewy were banging their drum with the bones of a dead kid? So it rebounds?

            LOGAN

            You think that gets me out?

            Looks to Kendall – not keen, conflicted. Roman: Why not? 

            Okay. Set it up.

            Phone down. Logan stews. 

            RomaN

            You have a good night, Dad?

            No. Fuck off.

            LOGAN

            What does that fucking mean?

            ROMAN

            Nothing.

            Then, into a considerable level of tension – Naomi walks in. 

            NaOMI

            Hey?

            Roman

            Oh?! Hey? Okay. Okay.

            kendall

            Naomi was in Venice, so. It was convenient to come over and—

            ROMAN

            Sure. Convenient. A brief layover in your … hub.

            NaOMI

            Hi. Thanks for having me.

            Logan has hardly made eye contact.

            Logan

            How’s your aunt?

            Naomi

            She’s actually taking the month to visit British Columbia.

            Logan

            I bet she is.

            Naomi

            I think the whole sale, experience, was quite draining for her.

            Logan

            Oooooh. I can only imagine.

            Naomi smiles, puts her hand on Kendall’s back. In that moment it becomes clear they spent the night together. 

            Naomi, send my love, won’t you? To her and the whole fucking gang. Boys. Can we do five on strategy, in private?

            Logan looks at Naomi. She’s giving Kendall pep and vim. 

            NaOMI

            Um, listen, I ought to—

            KendaLL

            I’ll see you down there, okay?

            He winks/nods at her as she exits, Logan clocks.

            LOGAN

            Okay. So. On your mom. It might be, just bullshit. She’s always been a piece of work.

            kendaLL

            Uh-huh. She’s complicated.

            RoMAN

            Not like Dad. Captain Simples.

            Logan

            So, see if you can sweet-talk her. But, if necessary, make her an offer to bring her back into line. I need her three percent.

            roman

            What do we have to play with?

            Logan

            Cash is difficult. Looks like a bribe. But—

            Kendall

            Reopen the divorce settlement?

            Logan

            Yeah. So. Offer her ten, see if she pipes down. I’ll go as high as fifty but I won’t be happy.

            ROMAN

            Exciting, grinding Mom down.

            LOGAN

            Looking forward to dinner?

            RoMAN

            Last time I ate there it was three muddy trout for six and fill up on – mustard.

            Logan

            Hehehe. Poor bastards. Slim pickings tonight. Slim fucking pickings.

            Kendall prepares to dive in—

            Whatever happens, we need her vote, okay? That has to happen. So, in the end, whatever it fucking takes.

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Right. Right, Dad.

            LOGAN

            But I don’t like getting fucked, so screw her out a bit, yeah. Everything you save me under fifty million we split alright?

            ROMAN

            That ought to cover the subsequent therapy.

            LOGAN

            No. Well, I’m kidding. But we need her.

            Roman heads out. Kendall takes a beat then—

            KENDALL

            So, Pop, what—? Did Rhea stay late or—?

            LOGAN

            Why?

            KENDALL

            Nothing. No. No. I just have to say between us, it feels, feels like she’s kinda playing you?

            LOGAN

            I can look after myself.

            KENDALL

            No sure. And your business is your business.

            LOGAN

            You’re the one who’s cunt-struck.

            KENDALL

            Whoa. No. It’s just not a good look, the – the – the – old, not, the old, fool but—

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            Kendall

            I’m not saying that— I’m saying, that’s how she could make you seem. And you’re smarter.

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            Kendall

            Just being honest.

            Logan

            Uh-huh. Appreciate it.

            KeNDALL

            Look, we might go grab breakfast and I’ll travel to Mom’s when—

            LOGAN

            I could do with some brainstorming? You okay to come with me?

            KENDALL

            As in?

            LOGAN

            Down to the family?

            KENDALL

            Right? Yeah?

            LOGAN

            Yeah.

            On Kendall – stomach drops.

            Kendall

            Really?

            LOGAN

            Really. I could do with the support.

            KENDALL

            Oh. Okay?

            LOGAN

            I think it’s good if we stick together on this, yes?

            Logan gets up.

            EXT./INT. CAR – day

            Shiv’s car speeds along the motorway. 

            INT. WAYSTAR – GREG’S OFFICE – day

            Tom follows Greg into his nice, not-huge-but-not-tiny office. 

            TOM

            Okay?

            Greg has hidden the papers in a file at the bottom of a drawer. 

            GreG

            Before I hand these over, could I make one final request because – Leo, my neighbor here—

            (points through the wall)

            sneezes like a cartoon character and I might have to kill him so I was thinking maybe a corner office and …

            Tom

            Don’t overplay your hand, Gregory. Here. C’mon.

            Greg hands the file over. Tom looks. 

            ‘Secret’, Greg?

            Tom empties out an envelope inside the file.

            But not ‘top secret’, interesting? Just ‘secret’. That’s smart. So people know, you know, these are secret?

            Greg

            I don’t know. Sometimes they come and throw stuff out. The actual envelope says receipts though. So—

            TOM

            Ooh? ‘Receipts’. But they’re not in fact receipts! Greg. You’re a criminal mastermind. What polyglot genius could hope to crack your impenetrable code?

            Tom leafs through the copies. 

            EXT. CHELSEA STREET – day

            Shiv heads into Logan’s residence. 

            INT. LOGAN’S LONDON RESIDENCE – day

            Roman is reading. Shiv is brought in by a member of staff. 

            House manager

            Would you like a drink of any kind?

            Shiv gestures: No. 

            RomaN

            Hey, what’s popping, Malala Roy?

            Shiv

            Where’s Dad?

            Roman

            Oh, are you chasing the dragon? He’s a ghost. Again. Isn’t that cool?

            SHIV

            Where is he? He’s seeing the Ulsterman, no?

            ROMAN

            Going to pay homage to a dead boy’s parents. Seeing the Ulsterman at the races.

            Shiv computes.

            Listen really very much enjoyed your ‘mee-mo’ though?

            Shiv

            (thrown)

            You read it—?

            Roman

            Oh, Siobhan – I cannot STOP reading it. It’s so compelling. It’s like eye-crack.

            Shiv

            And Dad—?

            Roman

            Oh. Did he not get back to you already?

            SHIV

            Seriously?

            ROMAN

            Cos he read it last night. So he’s had a ton of time.

            Shiv

            Fuck you.

            ROMAN

            I am one thousand percent on the level with you, Shiv. We all read it. It was a little round-table. Me, Ken, Dad, Rhea.

            SHIV

            (reacts)

            Rhea—? Rhea’s in town?

            Roman

            Jesus, Shiv, do you know anything about the company you’re supposed to be taking over? You know, Waystar. Waystar Royco? We do hate speech and roller-coasters.

            Shiv gets a call. It’s Rhea. 

            INT. LONDON HOTEL – TEAROOM/RESTAURANT – day

            Shiv and Rhea have just ordered. 

            Rhea

            Well, this is nice. Thanks for making time.

            SHIV

            Yeah well, unexpected gap in the schedule.

            (then)

            And so, what? You just happen to be over?

            RHEA

            Uh-huh. Seeing some theater.

            SHIV

            Oh. Nice. Lovely. ‘See some theater’.

            They smile, teasing one another.

            RHEA

            And your dad offered me the ride. It’s hard, right? Going back to commercial?

            SHIV

            Like fleeing the Sudan on foot.

            RHEA

            Well, it’s not coal mining but ‘take off your shoes’, ‘stand over there’—

            SHIV

            ‘Make eye contact with a human …’

            RHEA

            And look, it’s good to chat because he’s – he’s a very, your dad’s a tough guy, but I took it pretty hard, getting fired.

            Shiv looks at her, the atmosphere warms. 

            SHIV

            Sure. And we do appreciate what you tried to do for us.

            RHEA

            I don’t need pity. I guess I’m just not as good at chess as some folk?

            SHIV

            Right.

            (beat, looks at her)

            That’s what the chess hustlers in the park tell you?

            RHEA

            But he’s been kind. He’s been kind to me. People don’t talk about his kindness.

            SHIV

            No, they don’t a great deal.

            RHEA

            Look. I’m being very frank, I hope that’s okay. Is it too much? Because I feel we have a connection and I like you. I know what it’s like to fight your way through, in our industry.

            SHIV

            No sure. Sure, I appreciate it.

            Rhea wants to test—

            RHEA

            Because you must be fond of Marcia. So—

            SHIV

            We have a – relationship. A very functioning relationship.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh. Well, look, yeah, I don’t know what to say, I just like you and I – I— Your father’s an appealing man and I hope—

            SHIV

            You’re asking my permission?

            RHEA

            We’re two grown-ups, he can look after himself and so can I, but I want you to know I’m not— I’m just – you know?

            SHIV

            (not really?)

            Uh-huh.

            RHEA

            I’m not oblivious. I’m – conscious.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Well, thank you.

            RHEA

            Okay. I feel embarrassed now.

            SHIV

            It’s okay.

            (beat)

            It’s nice to check before you fuck someone’s dad. Due diligence. Do the paperwork. Do I sign a release form?

            RHEA

            No, Shiv. No. Just. I’m a person, in the world and I know you and the boys are people, in the world and I’m cognizant of ripples and – I’m not a great moron, I get it? Right?

            SHIV

            Right. Right.

            Rhea, all open and defenseless—

            RHEA

            Okay, well I feel like a total idiot. So, congratulations.

            SHIV

            You shouldn’t.

            RHEA

            No? Cos, you play your cards pretty close.

            SHIV

            Who says I have cards?

            RHEA

            But you okay?

            Shiv makes an estimation. Rhea has put it all out there, it feels.

            SHIV

            Honestly. I feel like a wood-fired, flame-roasted, dipshit. I’ve – I’ve kind of like – done the one thing I was always not gonna do. And now I don’t know, I don’t.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh.

            (beat)

            Well, the problem here is that it just so happens you’re very smart and talented, Siobhan.

            SHIV

            Sure. Thank you. But – what does my dad think? Right? Unfortunately I’ve managed to get myself into this situation where ‘what does my dad think?’ is my whole fucking universe?

            RHEA

            Not just you. It’s – the president and half of Congress, so, don’t beat yourself up, kiddo.

            SHIV

            I shoulda seen it coming. I just should have.

            RHEA

            Right.

            SHIV

            It’s just so juvenile, you know, so tenth-grade, he couldn’t have me, he wanted me, now he’s got me, he doesn’t want me. Like, it’s not even math it’s just dumb.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh.

            (beat)

            Well, I mean – I do have a thought, if, like, maybe you just want to vent, and by all means – vent. But I have an idea?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh?

            RHEA

            Yeah well, I mean, I’d say your analysis is correct. And maybe, maybe isn’t now the time to just let him know, you know, you have options?

            SHIV

            I can’t bluff him.

            RHEA

            Sure but I happen to know there’s a media operation in want of a dynamic new CEO, and I happen to know Nan Pierce has a certain regard for you. And I happen to know she wouldn’t mind putting a rattlesnake in your dad’s sock drawer.

            SHIV

            Me – at Pierce? That’s not gonna happen is it?

            RHEA

            Yeah. I dunno. But I can get it floated, with clean hands. They’ll consider it, for sure and then it’s all upside. Keep it in your back pocket? Lay it out to your dad or even take the job?

            SHIV

            Thank you, Rhea. Let me think. But thank you. Nice to have choice. Unlike my dad, I’m very pro-choice.

            INT. SUV – DAY

            Kendall and Logan drive. Kendall is tense. 

            Logan nods. Kendall looks out. Picking at dead skin on his hand. He realizes what he’s doing and stops. 

            EXT. DEATH BRIDGE – DAY

            The car approaches a familiar bridge. A semi-permanent shrine on the side of the road, a cross, piles of dead flowers, etc.

            INT. SUV – DAY

            They cross the bridge. Kendall looks out – a grubby teddy bear; a dirty Swindon soccer scarf. He looks away. 

            Logan clears his throat. 

            Logan

            Hey Colin—?

            Colin looks back.

            Little cold, in the back here.

            Colin nods to the driver. He increases the air temperature.

            They drive on, and over the bridge. 

            Kendall feels sick. Car getting hot. 

            Kendall

            Uh-huh. Think so. Yeah.

            Logan cracks open a bottle of water. Drinks it down. 

            Logan

            Water, son—?

            Kendall

            I’m good.

            They drive on. Then—

            Kendall drinks in the horrible, painful details. Car getting hotter. 

            He cracks open the window a tiny bit. Logan clocks it. 

            Logan

            Colin?

            Colin gets it. He nods to the driver. They turn the heating back off again. The car drives on.

            To break the silence—

            KENDALL

            And. What you doing tonight, Dad?

            LOGAN

            Tonight? Ulsterman in Cheltenham. Watch him eat a fucking horse. Then I don’t know.

            (throwaway)

            Might actually have dinner with Rhea.

            KENDALL

            Oh, okay?

            LOGAN

            Yeah. She’s never been to Cheltenham.

            kendall

            Uh-huh. Nice to see Cheltenham.

            He’s not being insinuating but Logan’s on a hair-trigger.

            LOGAN

            What the fuck does that mean?

            KENDALL

            Nothing. Nothing, Dad.

            Tense. 

            LOGAN

            You fucking her then?

            KENDALL

            Excuse me?

            LOGAN

            The Pierce girl?

            KENDALL

            Dad. C’mon?

            LOGAN

            (mimicking Kendall from earlier)

            I’m just wondering if it’s a good look, son? Just wondering if it’s a good look.

            EXT. DODDY’S FAMILY HOME – DAy

            The black SUV pulls up in front of a row of council houses. A few locals peer across the street. 

            Colin gets out, begins a security sweep of the area. 

            Max, a local Waystar London PR, is waiting. Comes over to Logan’s car. 

            INT. suv – DAy

            Logan and Kendall inside the car, outside the house.

            Logan

            Look at this place.

            Kendall wants to be sick.

            So, who we got? Mom, Dad?

            MAX

            (through car window)

            Also, younger brother.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh? Colin, watch the car in case some local rough-jack has the fucking hubcaps off, right, son?

            Kendall tries to smile.

            max

            This is Phillip Cleave. He’s going to take a few photos and I’ll put together some press comments.

            Max moves on. Kendall’s attention is fixed on Doddy’s family’s front door, which opens even as Max approaches.

            Logan sees Colin exit the house, having completed a security sweep. Logan thinks. And turns to Kendall.

            Logan

            Actually, Ken. How about you come in with me?

            Kendall

            (reacts)

            Yeah—?

            Logan

            Looks weird, I bring you along, you wait in the car like a Labrador. Come in.

            On Kendall – a sudden wave of nausea and blood rushing through his head.

            Kendall

            Really?

            LOGAN

            Really. I could do with the – the support.

            Kendall

            Um, sure thing, Dad.

            Logan opens the door. Kendall steps out after him.

            EXT. DODDY’S FAMILY HOME – DAY

            Bright sunlight. Kendall on autopilot as he walks up the path past what looks like an old Nissan Micra. 

            INT. DODDY’S FAMILY HOME – DAY

            Kendall enters. A cramped hallway. Coats hung on the banister. A shoe-rack overstuffed with shoes. 

            Paul Dodds (sixties) stands with Max. 

            MAX

            Paul. Andrew’s uncle.

            Logan

            Pleasure to meet you. Logan. This is my son, Kendall.

            Kendall shakes Paul’s hand.

            Paul

            Hi. Hello. Steven and Theresa are in the lounge, if you’d like to come through?

            Logan

            Please.

            (to Kendall)

            You okay, son?

            Kendall

            Uh-huh.

            Logan leaves Kendall in the hallway as Paul leads Logan away. The door to the living room opens – and Logan steps inside.

            Logan

            Steve – Theresa—? Logan Roy—

            Steven

            Hi. Hello. Steve.

            ThERESa

            Would you like a tea or a coffee?

            LogAN

            That’s kind. I’m good. Thank you for seeing me.

            The door closes. We stay with Kendall. Nothing but the sound of muffled voices from the room next door. 

            Nowhere for Kendall to sit. He stands, unsure where to place himself. 

            He goes into the kitchen and, feeling very self-conscious, sits down.

            A row of family photographs hung on the wall. Kendall forces himself to look, disregarding each photo until he finds Andrew Dodds (Doddy). Looks at his face.

            Paul returns.

            Paul

            I’m doing teas.

            Kendall

            Er. No not for me thank you. Thanks.

            PAUL

            Water?

            KENDALL

            Er, actually. Yes please.

            Paul flicks the kettle on to boil. 

            Paul

            You staying at your mother’s?

            KENDALL

            Um. Yep. Yes I am. Yes.

            Paul pours him a water, hands it over and leaves. Kendall left holding a glass of water he didn’t want. He takes a sip. Cloudy water – a little bit of a smear on the glass. 

            Kendall stands, rubs at the smear. The sounds of talking – maybe sobbing – from the room next door. 

            A photo on the wall – a young man (early twenties) giving two thumbs up. Kendall can’t look.

            Kendall looks around intently at the walls. Looking for things in the room. Cracks, chips. Kendall fixates on little details. Something tangible to keep him together. Steadies his breathing. Another small sip. Looks at the tiles, the wallpaper. 

            More conversation from next door. Kendall closes his eyes, just for a couple of seconds, anything to make the time pass. 

            He opens them again. He clocks Paul in the kitchen – did he just see me with my eyes shut? Did that look weird? Kendall nods and smiles. Looks down at the ground. 

            Until finally, mercifully—

            The door opens, and Logan comes out. 

            Logan

            Okay? Let’s go.

            KENDALL

            (low)

            Dad—?

            Kendall draws close to Logan. Paul watching. What is this?

            (low)

            Should I maybe, speak with them—?

            Logan just shakes his head: No.

            He follows blindly after his dad. And exits.

            EXT. Doddy’s family home – DAY

            Kendall steps back out, and into the light and air. It’s as though he’s breathing for the first time, placing one foot in front of the other, dimly aware of the photographer documenting the moment as he steps through the open car door and into the back of the SUV. In the background, Theresa looks out of the window. Her husband urges her away from the window.

            INT. Suv – DAY

            Logan, already sanitizing his hands as the SUV pulls away. Kendall unable to look at the family home.

            MAX

            All good?

            Logan

            Nice people.

            (then)

            Poor bastards. Going through the ringer, you know?

            Kendall takes this in.

            Fuck knows how they cope. They were embarrassed really. They knew he was a druggie.

            As they drive off—

            Yeah. That is life. Don’t forget it. Good people.

            Beat. 

            Nothing to be ashamed of. Our stuff. We give them a bit of a fucking laugh and some decent TV to watch and some news that doesn’t talk down to them. Good fucking people. Decent fucking folk. Right?

            KendaLL

            Uh-huh.

            Logan

            Do they want a bunch of Syrian nutters moving in next door? No. Some six-dollar-apple organic Brooklyn cunt can say what they like, but next door? Does he wanna lose his job for some wind-turbine horseshit?

            Kendall looks to him. Tries to maintain eye contact.

            Kendall

            Uh-huh.

            LOGAN

            Listen. Not sure it’s too smart, seeing that junkie?

            KENDALL

            Naomi? She’s, she’s— I like her, Dad, I—

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            You know. She’s okay, trust me.

            LOGAN

            Maybe back off, ah? Might want to back off. You’re doing great at the office you know? You can find a piece like her anytime, right, son?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Right. Um, sure.

            Logan nods. They drive on.

            INT. Village store – day

            Roman and Shiv. They scan the shelves. Picking out goods.

            Roman

            Dad won’t be pleased.

            Shiv

            Well, she demanded my attendance.

            ROMAN

            More scared of Mom than Dad. Interesting?

            (beat)

            This is embarrassing. We’re basically in a food bank. It’s gross, they’re making me feel poor.

            ShIV

            You know, I don’t think there’s a single thing I can eat. Even the water probably has mayonnaise in it.

            Shiv looks at some crisps. 

            Beef and onion. Ugh. They love their meat chips. ‘Please, sir, more meat powder on me crisps.’ Is it rationing? Do they get meat?

            ROMAN

            (picking out some packets)

            My favorite flavor is ‘Imperial Delusions’. Salty.

            (then)

            I guess this way you can sneak up and catch Dad unawares too, huh?

            SHIV

            What did we buy last time we came?

            Roman

            A ‘Scotch egg’. I thought was a huge arancini and some lard?

            ShIV

            Fuck it, I’m just gonna get some pitta. You can’t get food poisoning from bread.

            INT. BATHROOM – DAY

            Greg checks all the stalls are empty before starting to speak.

            Greg

            Hey. Hi. Hi, so, I’m involved in a criminal conspiracy. Oh really? Yeah, I destroyed some papers I shouldn’t have. Did you? Yes I did. Is that bad? Yes that’s bad. You could go to jail. And, hahaha, would you like that? Pretty boy like you.

            (tries different volumes)

            Male rape. R-r-r-rape of the male. They make out like it’s a joke. But why is it a joke? It’s not funny. Is it? Is it funny?

            (then)

            Hey Tom, remember when you got me to shred those incriminating papers that could be germane to a criminal inquiry?

            (low mumbly voice)

            No, Greg. I don’t. Now come be my friend before I hit you. I’m a sad mean man.

            He takes his phone and transfers it. Speaks at different volumes. 

            Now I’m taking a little trip into inside pocket. Inside pocket. All aboard for inside pocket. This is inside pocket, how you like it in there, little buddy?

            After a beat, Greg goes into a stall. 

            He takes an iPhone out of his pocket and goes to a recording app and hits play on a recording. 

            EXT. CAROLINE’S MANOR – EVENINg

            Shiv and Roman climb out of a black car. Leaving crisp packets and rubbish on the back seat. 

            INT. CAROLINE’S MANOR – KITCHEN – EVENING

            Shiv knocks and enters. Makes her way in, shouting ‘hello’ as she goes through a boot room or scullery, making it into the kitchen to find Caroline having a glass of white wine. 

            Shiv

            Hey. Mom?

            Caroline

            Hello!

            Roman

            Hey. Hey!

            They all hug a little awkwardly. 

            CAROLINE

            Ro-Ro! And, Siobhan, thank you for coming down.

            SHIV

            Oh well, only following orders.

            CAROLINE

            Like a Nazi.

            It has already gone wrong. 

            SHIV

            Right. Exactly. Okay.

            CAROLINE

            Well you’re in the country. What were you going to do, go out whoring in Soho?

            SHIV

            Yeah that would be choice one.

            CAROLINE

            Well look. Kendall has gone to the pub, apparently. So. I’ve just had a little bit of pigeon done, I didn’t think anyone would be terrible hungry, I know I’m not.

            SHIV

            No. Right.

            Shiv and Roman share a glance.

            CAROLINE

            Don’t want a great bolus of gubbins.

            SHIV

            So. Like – how are you?

            She’s asking for a connection.

            CarolinE

            Well I might just as well ask you if you want to get into all that.

            SHIV

            It wasn’t intended as an aggressive question, Mom.

            CAROLINE

            No. No. I’m fine. Rory’s wonderful.

            Caroline brings over a tray of three pigeons. A little bowl of boiled potatoes. Maybe three each. A bowl of spinach. 

            Right, shall I be mother?

            Shiv

            Yeah. Why not give it a go?

            CAROLINE

            Ho-ho.

            A really quite small roasted pigeon on the plate. Caroline clocks that Shiv and Roman look at one another and smirk.

            Well I’m sorry if it’s not a forty-eight-ounce T-bone steak with truffle fries, but there we go some of us don’t want coronary heart attacks.

            roman

            It’s nice, Mom. It’s nice.

            CAROLINE

            There is quite a lot of shot in the pigeon, so go easy or you’ll crack a tooth. The shot can take a bit of feather in too.

            RomaN

            (looking at the bird)

            Yum, my favorite, lead, feather and bones!

            Caroline

            So. Shall we start with the negotiation right away?

            Caroline looks at them both.

            First time I’ve had you in for the night in a decade? Just a shame it’s so you can put the squeeze on me for your father?

            RomAN

            Mom. It’s not like that.

            CAROLINE

            No? Tell me – how does it feel, being sent here to wheedle out your mother?

            Roman looks at Shiv. 

            ShiV

            I’m not getting involved. She’s right.

            CAROLINE

            Oooh. Thank you, thank you, a bit of solidarity.

            (‘joke’)

            Twenty years late, but nevertheless, someone’s taking Mum’s side.

            roman

            Look. Okay, fine. If – if we want to get into it. You’re posturing right? If you go with Sandy and Stewy you burn down the Colosseum with your children inside it.

            Caroline

            Well, I’ve thought about it, discussed it with Rory—

            shiv

            Uh-huh? Good to get his brain on it.

            CAROLINE

            He’s actually rather clever.

            roman

            Before he rolls one of his tobacco-and-hash monstrosities.

            (beat)

            There’s a number. Mom. If you want to hear it?

            CAROLINE

            Oh! Here we go! The chiseling begins! This will be good. How much can you screw out of your old mum? What’s the offer? Some GI chocolate and pair of nylons?

            ROMAN

            Mom?

            CAROLINE

            Baseball hat and a cruise ticket? Or maybe I should take a baseball bat on one of your father’s boats?

            Shiv and Roman exchange a glance: She knows about all that?

            ROMAN

            So, look, unrelated to the vote of course, but Dad is willing to reopen the divorce settlement?

            CAROLINE

            Uh-huh a bribe, naturally.

            ROMAN

            Isn’t that what you wanted?

            Caroline

            This is actually quite fun isn’t it? Should I call my solicitor?

            Roman

            C’mon. You can’t do this to us, Mom.

            CAROLINE

            Oh, are we entering the emotional-blackmail portion of the evening?

            Roman

            You’d vote with Sandy and Stewy?

            CAROLINE

            Yes. Yes I would. I’m not sure it’s healthy, how he dangles that bauble for you all.

            Roman and Shiv try not to think about whether this is true.

            What’s the number?

            RomaN

            Well. What do you want?

            CAROLINE

            I want to piss off your father.

            Shiv

            Well I think that’s working.

            CAROLINE

            Alright. Come on then, what’s his top number? The secret one?

            Roman

            He told me to say thirty, but really it’s forty.

            CarOLINE

            So it’s fifty?

            RoMAN

            No it’s not, it’s forty.

            CAROLINE

            Roman, you’re not very good at this. What’s the real top?

            ROMAN

            Please?

            ShIV

            He wants to take him back a win.

            CAROLINE

            You know what I’d like. Tell him the summer palace, the Hamptons house.

            roman

            Mom. You hate it out there.

            CAROLINE

            But he loves it doesn’t he? ‘Antiquing’ through a twenty-mile tailback.

            ROMAN

            That’s like a hundred and fifty million?

            ShIV

            Rome. None of it matters, it’s just numbers.

            CAROLINE

            I’ll have a word with Jack the Ulsterman too. I’ll throw that in.

            ROMAN

            Okay, but—

            CAROLINE

            Or. How about, twenty million and you kids give me Christmas every year?

            ShIV

            Mom, there’s no need to make it like— I’d like to come.

            CAROLINE

            Oh sure!

            SHIV

            You never invite us!

            CAROLINE

            Because you’ve made it quite clear you wouldn’t come.

            SHIV

            That was one time.

            CAROLINE

            That was several times.

            SHIV

            I was eighteen.

            CAROLINE

            Look. I would like to see you. For Christmas instead of you always being with your father. Why don’t you ask him which he’d rather? He can keep the summer palace if I get the family every Christmas.

            SHIV

            Well, we’d be happy to come so shall we keep him out of it?

            CAROLINE

            No. I insist. Ask him. You must have good lines of communication after a divorce. Absolutely key. So I think we have to hear what he’d prefer?

            Shiv and Roman look at one another. Roman goes for the phone.

            Ooooh. It’s rather a fun game, isn’t it?

            EXT. ATM – LOCAL TOWN – night

            Kendall is walking.

            Kendall

            Yeah. Naomi. Um, give me a call. But. Not gonna make it to – to – Venice I think. I may not actually have as much time as I – I suggested. So yeah. I’m busy, you’re busy. We should probably. Call me. But yeah. It was. It was a nice little – dream.

            Hangs up. 

            He’s now at a cash machine. Pulls out a card. Thinks. Dials.

            Jess? Jess? What’s my fucking ATM number?

            EXT. DODDY’S FAMILY HOME – night

            Kendall, a bit drunk, stealthily makes it up to the front door and pushes five hundred pounds in cash through the letterbox.

            INT. CAROLINE’S MANOR – KITCHEN – night

            Kendall is having a mint tea at the kitchen table. A bit worse for wear. But sobering up. 

            CarOLINE

            A shame you didn’t make it. In the end it was quite nice.

            Kendall

            Uh-huh.

            CAROLINE

            Turned out your father preferred to sell you all off like chattels and keep a piece of real estate. You’ll be happy to come for Christmas I take it?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Uh-huh. Sure.

            CAROLINE

            (looks at him)

            Are you alright?

            KENDALL

            Mom, I have some things. Some things I’d like to talk about. To tell you.

            Caroline

            Uh-huh? More realizations with your therapist?

            Is there a wan smile of recognition from Kendall? 

            Kendall

            No. No.

            CAROLINE

            No, not more lists of my emotional deficiencies?

            KENDALL

            No, Mom. No. No, things I’ve done, I don’t feel great about.

            Caroline

            Uh-huh. Right?

            (looks at him)

            Oh dear.

            KENDALL

            Can I talk to you?

            She sees she is being challenged to drop her high, dry, ironic tone and go to a less comfortable place.

            CAROLINE

            Of course. Of course.

            Kendall looks heavy. 

            Are they quite difficult things, because I am a bit tired for home truths?

            KENDALL

            Um, yeah, it’s a little difficult.

            CAROLINE

            Uh-huh. Well. Go on.

            He senses her reluctance.

            KENDALL

            It’s fine.

            CAROLINE

            No. I want to. I do.

            Beat.

            And if you want we absolutely can right now. But if it’s all the same shall we do it over an egg?

            Kendall looks at her.

            KENDALL

            Sure. Uh-huh. Let’s do it over an egg.

            CAROLINE

            Excellent. We’ll feel better in the morning. We can do it in the morning. Goodnight, sweet one.

            EXT. TOM and SHIV’S APARTMENT – night

            Tom and Greg arrive back at Tom’s place. 

            They head out onto the terrace. Tom starts scrunching the paper. Greg joins, very aware of the phone in his pocket. 

            Tom

            And you never made copies of the copies?

            Greg

            I never even looked at them again.

            TOM

            Cos if you’re lying I’ll—

            This could be useful?

            GREG

            You’ll what, Tom?

            Tom looks menacing and makes sure every word is enunciated, distinctly quite menacing—

            TOM

            I will bop you smack on the tooter.

            Tom and Greg stand scrunching the papers. Then, Greg steers the conversation, angling, but being careful to keep it real.

            Greg

            Well – here we are – burning the papers?

            Tom

            Uh-huh.

            Tom doesn’t bite. 

            GREG

            Fuck. How did it come to this ah?

            Tom

            Right.

            Tom says nothing. Keeps on scrunching. 

            GREG

            Crazy.

            This isn’t going the way Greg wanted it to. 

            God. I mean, fuck. How did it come to this?

            TOM

            Right. No one will ever know.

            GREG

            No one will know you sent me to shred the records of off-book hush money and illegal intimidation.

            Flicker from Tom. He makes a tiny noise. Tom looks at Greg. Greg paranoid – does he know? 

            Tom sprays it all with lighter fluid.

            Tom

            A little purifying flame.

            Tom clicks a fireplace lighter endlessly, but it doesn’t light. Every click almost makes Greg flinch.

            One moment.

            Tom heads inside to get matches.

            Greg quickly grabs two or three random papers from the middle of the stack, straightens them out a bit and desperately stuffs them down the back of his pants.

            Tom returns with matches.

            Lord of malfeasance, we ask for your divine blessing …

            He lights the pile. Tom and Greg watch as the papers go up. Tom holds up his beer – they clink. Greg clinks it. 

            Good.

            Greg with his phone in his pocket – unsure quite whether his recording incriminates him or Tom. 

            INT. STAIRWELL – night

            Greg, slightly frantic. He listens back to the recording. A clear recording, but Tom’s words are ambiguous. He thinks – and saves the file.

            He pulls the papers from his pants and glances quickly at them. Mainly just random words? Or are they?

            day four

            EXT. CAROLINE’S MANOR – MORNING

            Shiv gets into a car.

            EXT. CHELTENHAM HOTEL – morning

            Shiv arrives.

            INT. CHELTENHAM HOTEL – MORNING

            Breakfast room. Logan is seated. Shiv is shown in.

            Shiv

            Hey, Dad.

            Logan

            Siobhan? They said you were here. This is unexpected.

            Shiv

            Yeah. We were due a check-in, on the memo? Then you fled the country and then you fled London?

            Logan

            Schedule goes through Kerry. We’ve had a couple of emergencies.

            Shiv

            Yeah, you’re kind of elusive, Dad.

            LOGAN

            Why didn’t you tell me you were coming?

            SHIV

            Because – because honestly I was scared you’d run away.

            LOGAN

            I have never run away from anything in my life.

            SHIV

            Consciously, subconsciously, you’re avoiding me.

            LOGAN

            A therapist tell you that? I’d like him to take a look at my calendar.

            Shiv

            Can we talk about my memo?

            Logan

            I owe you a response.

            SHIV

            You haven’t read it?

            Logan

            I have an in-tray the size of fucking Argentina, Siobhan.

            Then. The thing she came here to ask—

            Shiv

            And well, I want to ask – is it still me?

            Logan

            What?

            Shiv

            Dad? C’mon.

            Logan bristles. He hates being put under direct pressure.

            Has anything changed? Because it feels like it has? And it – it felt really real, when you said it? And I know my words have – that you’ve not always been happy with my words. But c’mon, we can discuss.

            Logan

            Uh-huh?

            Shiv

            You know – I want it and I can do it.

            Logan

            Uh-huh. So why are you fucking me about then?

            Shiv

            As in?

            Logan

            As in, putting your name in for Pierce?

            SHIV

            I – I—

            LOGAN

            Talking with those backstabbers? Ah? What the fuck’s that all about if you’re going to come in here talking a lot of crap to your father?

            SHIV

            I – I – I don’t know where that came from?

            LOGAN

            Are you denying it?

            SHIV

            Who told you?

            LOGAN

            Who told me? Everyone! It’s all over town. Nan Pierce is shouting it round the city like a war trophy.

            Logan looks at her. She can’t deny. 

            SHIV

            I just, Dad, I just needed to keep my options open.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh? Cos we have one little fall-out or something? This is a family. We can have our bumps. I don’t expect that.

            SHIV

            Yeah well, it’s just that—

            LOGAN

            We’re a family and if you don’t understand that, fuck off.

            INT. CAROLINE’S MANOR – KITCHEN – MORNINg

            Inside – Kendall arrives in the kitchen. 

            There’s a note. He reads it. Roman comes down. 

            Roman

            Eggy-peggs? She doing eggy-peggs?

            KendaLL

            She’s gone into town. She’s sorry if she misses our departure. She’s got quite a lot to do.

            ROMAN

            Right. Uh-huh. Can happen.

            KENDALL

            Yeah. Yeah it can, right?

            INT. roy private JET – day

            Logan is with Rhea. Roman stands. 

            Roman

            So. We got a decent deal right. Twenty and Christmas.

            Logan

            Good kid. Good kid.

            ROMAN

            Yup. I screwed Mom for you. I guess that’s – the dream.

            RhEA

            You should probably go and poke your eyes out now?

            ROMAN

            (no idea)

            Right!

            Roman goes through to sit with Kendall. Once Rhea sees him leave— 

            RheA

            How’d it go with Shiv?

            logan

            Yeah, we had it out and – yes, felt okay. With the ammunition, yes. I think I’ve got the noose from round my neck.

            RHEA

            Good. Good.

            LOGAN

            Thank you.

            RHEA

            Well, I’m pleased to help.

            LOGAN

            Yeah. You know. Maybe I – think maybe I should look further afield. The next me. Maybe, the shortlist of two or three—

            RHEA

            Uh-huh. I’d be pleased to help you look?

            Kendall and Roman look through, out of earshot. Kendall gets a call. 

            Intercut with:

            EXT./INT. CAR – DAY

            Shiv is in a car on the motorway. 

            Shiv

            Hey, Ken?

            KENDALL

            Yeah?

            SHIV

            Listen, is she on the plane?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh.

            SHIV

            I think we have a problem. Just be very careful. I think I got fucked.

         

         
            * The idea of a favored pilot, and a less trustworthy one, was something cut from the first episode of season one, which I’d always wanted to find a spot for.
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            day one

            EXT. Theater – night

            In lights: ‘Sands: By Willa Ferreyra’.

            If there are promotional pictures they could be of a young woman buried with just her head emerging from the sand.

            INT. THEATER – BACKSTAGE – night

            People are gathering backstage after a preview of Willa’s show Sands. There are champagne bottles. 

            Roman

            So, cool. ‘The theater’. People talking louder than regular people. Any idea what that was about?

            taBITHA

            (reads her program)

            ‘One woman’s harrowing confinement in a land ruled by a mad king and escape into total expression.’

            ROMAN

            Yeah I think it was about that, because didn’t the actress shout those exact words at one point?

            Tabitha

            So, the woman trapped in the desert, was the guy who abducted her supposed to be—?

            Roman nods: Oh yes, Connor. 

            Close family and key cast and pals jam into the biggest dressing room, it’s packed. With people in the corridor too. 

            CONNOR

            (clinks)

            To Willa! She’s a genius, right? And we wanna thank you for coming to this preview of Willa’s baby. Cos, you know, it’s not easy to – to, give birth in front of five hundred people. But I – I have to say, I could—

            (growing less sure perhaps)

            watch it all day. Thank you.

            Some polite applause.

            willa

            Uh-huh. And thank you. Thank you to this amazing team!

            CONNOR

            And if you’re talking to friends, remember, a lot of the lines you heard were placeholders. Correct?

            WILLA

            That’s right. I had a virus so. Yeah, I think thirty, forty percent improvement. When, if, I get to full – power. Also the sand I think is the wrong sand? So.

            Connor nods.

            But the cast – amazing.

            CONNOR

            (but I’m firing some)

            Absolutely. But, previews, so, you know, ‘watch this space’. Still got some calls in!

            Willa

            But thank you! Thank you, all!

            Tom and Shiv not mingling. Shiv looking at her phone.

            Tom

            It was good, right? Like almost like a play you might see? I think some people really liked it.

            Shiv

            (distracted)

            Uh-huh sure, some people had a great time at the theater tonight. Not much of the audience. But the cast were loving it?

            TOM

            You okay?

            SHIV

            (re her phone)

            Rhea, she’s like fucking knotweed. All over Dad’s plaque thing?

            TOM

            Uh-huh? The little Dundee dinner? Fifty years in the biz?

            Shiv

            Not so little anymore. She’s going full— It’s turning into a full-on, fucking, surprise-party Rhea-produced ‘Loganathon’.

            TOM

            Apparently she just openly lunched Cyd.

            SHIV

            It’s blatant. My dad’s with her every other night. Planning.

            TOM

            And you’re – what, ‘picking up rice in a church where a wedding has been’?

            SHIV

            Shareholder meeting is what, a couple of weeks? After Pierce and cruises? Huge pressure to name a clean skin and—

            (motions)

            I can’t get them to fucking engage.

            Shiv looks over at Kendall, Roman and Connor. Greg is there too. Just starting to itch a little. 

            Tom

            So tell your dad she’s a traitorous viper and she stabbed you in the back?

            Shiv

            Go whining to him? No. I need to be smarter.

            Chris, the actor Shiv slept with, walks by and eyes Shiv as he passes.

            chris

            Hey.

            Shiv

            Hey.

            Chris continues on. Drinking from his bottle of IPA.

            Tom

            Who’s that?

            A flicker and a beat of hesitation makes Tom realize—

            Is that—? Him?

            SHIV

            Him who?

            She’s sweating a little and Tom likes it. He looks at her. For once the one in the right. 

            TOM

            ‘Him who?’ Look at you!

            (then)

            Sweating a little? That’s him? Jesus, little pretty boy, ‘drinking from the bottle’? Jesus, Shiv? Really?

            SHIV

            Tom?

            TOM

            No, fine. I just thought you’d have less obvious tastes. Wow. Eye candy. I can feel my eyeballs rotting just looking at him.

            Shiv is sheepish. Tom enjoys trying to get her to look at him. Greg joins them, oblivious, looks over at Chris.

            GreG

            I was in the front row and the sand got everywhere. I’m covered in sand. It was like going to the beach but less enjoyable.

            Elsewhere, Willa approaches Connor. 

            Willa

            I think the sand being wrong was distracting people, can we fix that?

            CONNOR

            Sure. And I have some thoughts.

            (looks at paper)

            Okay, a lot of these aren’t in order. Here’s one to throw out. Should we do a different play?

            WillA

            Excuse me—?

            Connor

            Or, if we do this play, should we definitely do it with these actors?

            Willa

            You want to fire the whole cast?

            CONNOR

            No it’s great it is, as art. It’s just, I need to pack them in. I’m bleeding half a mil a week on this thing. And now you wanna change the sand?

            WILLA

            No sure, I can try to make it work, with totally the wrong sand.

            Connor is under strain. Trying to keep it together.

            Kendall comes over to congratulate Connor and Willa. 

            Kendall

            Congrats. Willa, honestly, I didn’t realize, but that was— You’re a playwright.

            WILLA

            Yeah well, I always told you I was a playwright?

            KENDALL

            Yeah but Roman’s ‘written a screenplay’ you know?

            ConnOR

            Thanks, bro. This is the worst it’ll be. It can only get better.

            Kendall’s looking over at Jennifer nearby.

            Kendall

            So hey, Con, who’s—?

            Connor

            Oh, Jennifer? Sure. She’s one of them – the whack jobs, the actors. Yeah she’s fantastic. Just has an unbelievable gift for – pretending, you know?

            Kendall

            She was amazing.

            Kendall can’t take his eyes off her. Connor clocks it. 

            CONNOR

            Uh-huh. But you’re okay? Five a week, is what they’re saying? ‘More ass than a toilet seat’.

            KENDALL

            I’m drowning in pussy and everything’s golden.

            Connor

            Well, that’s great, Ken.

            Kendall watches Jennifer. Shiv approaches, breaking the spell.

            SHIV

            Hey listen you get Rhea’s email about the tribute videos?

            Kendall

            Uh-huh?

            SHIV

            Yeah? You know she’s been lunching Laird and Cyd? Right?

            kendall

            Shiv, big picture is whatever. Tech, populism, the fucking markets. It all changes, right? It’s all good.

            SHIV

            Right? So what you’re out of the game, stockpiling lentils and hoarding antibiotics?

            Kendall watches across the room as Jennifer heads out.

            KENDALL

            Sorry, will you excuse me?

            Kendall follows Jennifer out. Shiv watches him go, not entirely sure she can trust him on the Rhea front.

            INT. THEATER – CORRIDOR – night

            Kendall catches up to Jennifer as she heads in the direction of her changing room.

            KendaLL

            Hey, Jennifer—? Kendall. I thought you were outstanding. Luminous.

            Jennifer

            Uh-huh? I thought you were good too. You could have clapped more, but otherwise you were good. A good audient.

            KENDALL

            Listen, would you consider having a drink with me?

            He smiles. She smiles too. It’s not no. 

            INT. THEATER – SMALL DRESSING ROOM – night

            Kendall stands, taking in the space as Jennifer packs away her stuff. They have bottles of beer. 

            KENDALL

            Jennifer Jennings? I’m picturing, big family, Joni Mitchell in the boombox, art camp, jarred preserves in the pantry?

            JENNIFER

            Sure. Hate Joni Mitchell. Like pickles. Go ahead, keep projecting.

            KENDALL

            Right.

            (now kidding a little)

            Or – Jersey suburbs, dreaming of a way out?

            JENNIFER

            Yeah, I’m a Springsteen lyric.

            Jennifer relents, and smiles. Kendall takes her in.

            KendALL

            Come on. Who are your mom and dad? What’s killing you? You want kids? Do you believe in God? Let’s get into it! Let’s go out!

            JenNIFER

            What about a coffee tomorrow?

            KENDALL

            I feel like I want to read you my diary so you know all my secrets.

            JENNIFER

            Oh yeah? What you got? What’s in the locker? Anything weird?

            KendalL

            I’m a dad. I’m divorced. I’m a billionaire. I’ve felt like I’m dying but I think now I might be okay. I can’t stop reading Marcus Aurelius.

            Jennifer

            Uh-huh, that’s dating now, all cock-shots and Marcus Aurelius.

            Kendall smiles.

            KENDALL

            Listen. I think we should kiss.

            JENNIFER

            Sure. Let’s kiss. Let’s fuck. Let’s get a dog.

            KENDALL

            C’mon. There’s a thing here. Let’s do an experiment. Cos it’s either going to be off-the-charts or worse than kissing your own brother, but it won’t be ordinary.

            She hesitates.

            Come on. For science!

            Jennifer takes in this odd, charismatic madman. 

            JENNIFER

            Okay. Well look, if it’s for science.

            They have a long kiss. They part. Kendall smiles. 

            KENDALL

            Yeah? Right? Something? I’m right, aren’t I?

            Jennifer shakes her head; smiles. There was something there.

            day two

            INT. RECORDING STUDIO – SEATING AREA – day

            Shiv, Roman and Connor looking at some proposals from the animation division: cartoon depictions of the Roy family.

            Roman

            Jesus Disney Christ. This is what it’s going to look like?

            Shiv

            Look at me. I look like something from a porno Scooby-Doo.

            Roman is done as a knight with a sword. 

            ROMAN

            Is mine sarcastic? Are they fucking with me?

            SHIV

            No, Roman. They genuinely think of you as an embodiment of chivalry and knightly values.

            Connor’s cartoon is him in a Napoleon hat looking like a doofus in the Oval Office. Not flattering.

            Connor

            I suppose mine is intended to be satirical?

            shiv

            Yeah I guess.

            CONNOR

            (deeply hurt)

            It’s fine. I can take it. I can see the funny side. Shows how the mainstream is afraid of me.

            roman

            Who approved these? Rhea? Shall we spike them.

            Connor

            I believe Rhea talked to Ray and they pulled the whole animation team off Baby Sherlock for like a week? Maybe we should just live with it and—

            Roman

            Uh-huh, they’re hideous. Kill them.

            The Waystar PR flack pops his head in the room.

            WAYSTAR PR FLACK

            Roman? We’re ready for you.

            Roman leaves. Connor turns to Shiv.

            ConNOR

            (hushed)

            Hey, question: Dad and Rhea? Are the two of them, like—?

            Shiv

            Not her style. Too direct. Too plug-and-play, penis in vagina.

            connor

            Kendall says he’s back on the blue pills. First time since the stroke. Maybe it’s – for Marcia?

            SHIV

            Doubtful.

            CONNOR

            My god. Poor Marcia.

            (then)

            He somehow found himself saying.

            INT. RECORDING STUDIO – BOOTH – day

            Roman is in the booth, recording his bit of audio for a Logan Roy tribute video. Behind a glass wall, the sound tech and a Waystar PR flack listen through headphones.

            Sound tech

            (through talkback)

            Roman Roy, take three. Go ahead.

            Roman

            (into mic, stilted)

            My father has always been my greatest champion and my hero. Congratulations on fifty years at the top of the biz. I love you, Dad.

            It’s pretty emotionless. The sound tech and Waystar PR flack look at each other. Bit flat. The sound tech gets on the talkback mic.

            Sound tech

            Yeah, um—? Nice. Do you want to try one more?

            ROMAN

            Why?

            sound TECH

            No, that one was perfect. You just want one more?

            ROMAN

            If that one was perfect, why, pray tell, would I do another?

            sound TECH

            I just meant, um, maybe try one where you really sell how you’re feeling?

            Roman

            Oh! Okay?

            (clears throat)

            What up, prick-licks? Here’s some bullshit from me, Doctor Moron. I’m a ding-dong doodle-bug dipshit with a titmouse dick and my dad hates all of you. Fucky go bye bye.

            (then, to the booth)

            That one good for you guys?

            INT. RECORDING STUDIO – SEATING AREA – day

            Shiv and Connor continue their conversation.

            Connor

            Interested Dad’s agreed to go back to Scotland? He didn’t have it easy. Had to shit outside, right? Sometimes I think I’ll never truly understand Dad until I shit outside.

            SHIV

            Yeah I doubt squatting over a storm drain is gonna crack the case on Dad.

            Roman enters.

            Roman

            I just said ‘I love you, Dad’ ten times in a row. That might have doubled my lifetime count.

            shiv

            (stoking the fire)

            What do you think, Rome? Is Dad boning Rhea?

            ROMAN

            Can’t wrap my head around it. Too steamy. Too hot.

            SHIV

            We should all talk, though? About what this really means? I mean, we’re sensing a shift, right?

            ROMAN

            Gerri says she looks like the new thing.

            CoNNOR

            Well, it happens, Gerri was the new thing once? Remember?

            roman

            You think he ever boned Gerri?

            Shiv and Connor make undecided noises. Roman disturbed by it. 

            Shiv

            I just think we need to be really careful. We should talk.

            ROMAN

            What’s wrong, sis? You all wedgied up because Rhea stood on your back and worked your arms like an elliptical?

            Connor

            Yeah, she played you like a Hammond organ!

            SHIV

            I just wonder if we need a plan, before Dad does something rash.

            Roman clocks Shiv.

            ROMAN

            Oh. I see you. We better all clamber onto your back so you can swim us to safety?

            Shiv’s been called out and she knows it.

            Shiv

            But she’s a five-foot pocketknife and she’s coming for us. Shouldn’t we make him see that?

            Roman and Connor share a look – it’s not uninteresting.

            Roman

            Say I’m interested, what’s the play? Dress her up in a meat tuxedo, drop her in a shark tank?

            The Waystar PR person pokes his head in.

            waYSTAR PR FLACK

            Sorry, Connor? We’re ready for you.

            INT. RECORDING STUDIO – BOOTH – day

            Connor is in the booth, recording his bit of audio for the tribute video. Behind a glass wall, the sound tech listens through headphones.

            Connor unfolds a piece of paper and earnestly reads.

            Connor

            Hey, Dad. It’s me, Connor Roy. Your son. I just want to say that you’ve always been my superhero, Dad. You fight the bad guys and you always win. I know we don’t get to spend as much time together one-on-one as we’d like, and that makes me sad. But I’m unbelievably proud to be your son, and I hope more than anything that you’re proud of me too. So here’s to another fifty. I super-love you, SuperDad.

            It’s all so ass-clenchingly sincere that the sound tech and the PR guy look at each other, nearly cringing.

            INT. RECORDING STUDIO – SEATING AREA – day

            Kendall appears, wearing his clothes from the night before. He looks happy, confident, content.

            KenDALL

            Hey what’s up?

            RomAN

            Well looky here. Same outfit. Did you spoon a hobo by the BQE last night?

            Connor heads in. 

            ConnOR

            Hey, Ken. Shiv’s planning to kill Rhea.

            shiv

            No! We were just having a discussion. There’s no ‘plan’, I’m just encouraging us to assess our options here.

            Kendall

            Okay, is that our business?

            SHIV

            Sorry, the business with our name on, is it our business?

            kENDALL

            I don’t know. If Dad’s into it? Whatever he thinks is usually smart.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh, including making you dump Naomi? Like some feudal lord?

            Kendall

            That’s not, the situation. I do whatever. It was actually a good call, probably. Proxy war. Iverson.

            SHIV

            Ken. She’s dangerous. First they came for the Shivs and you didn’t say anything. Then they came for the Kendalls, right? We need to stop her.

            KENDALL

            Well you need to stop her?

            SHIV

            What if he sells it for parts? He’s not thinking right. Eight weeks ago he almost kicked over the whole sandcastle.

            Roman

            Didn’t though, did he? Struck a little deal on the side instead, Shiv.

            SHIV

            Look. We should put feelings on hold here. Really. Yeah? Family truce. Because we need to talk and we need to – to – to fuck her from a hundred different directions at a thousand miles an hour. I’m serious. Because if we don’t and she takes over, it’s curtains?

            They look at one another. Kendall looks not uninterested. Possibly some truth in that. 

            Waystar PR flack enters. 

            WaYSTAR PR FLACK

            Kendall?

            Roman

            Maybe. Well – enjoy recording your tribute to Dad. Maybe tell the heartwarming story of the time you tried to kill him dead and steal his company? That should mist the ol’ peepers?

            Kendall smiles and heads into the booth.

            day three

            EXT. AIRSTRIP – NEW YORK – day

            The Waystar private plane takes off down the runway.

            INT. roy PRIVATE JET – day

            The plane is flying to Dundee, Scotland for the weekend celebration. Some of the family (Greg, Connor, Tom, Shiv, Kendall, Roman, Tabitha, though we don’t see them all) on board, plus Gerri, Hugo and Karolina.

            Greg turns to Connor, he looks agitated, itchy.

            Greg

            Hey, Connor you know the sand that’s in … Sands?

            Connor

            You mean, the nine metric tons of gypsum white they gouged me for five-twenty-nine a pound? Sure, I know the sand.

            GREG

            Yeah, so, I was pretty close to the stage, and – I think there might have been something living in it? Like, perhaps thriving in it? Like maybe sand mites?

            CONNOR

            I know nothing about that and bear no legal responsibility, you’ll have to talk to the sand supplier like everyone else.

            Greg

            (itching)

            And now apparently my grandfather is coming over to Dundee. And he wants to ‘talk to me’. Ugh. When he found out I use a disposable razor he sent me a picture of a dead seal every day for a month.

            Logan sits, maybe a little nervous about going home to Scotland? Gerri and Hugo sit down next to him.

            LogaN

            Three thousand miles to pose by some signage. Thank fuck I’m not busy.

            GerrI

            You could still cancel?

            LOGAN

            No. Nah, I think Rhea is smart on this. Little dinner. We push fifty years of experience. Fifty years of growth. Stress the experience.

            (then)

            The history. Good platform to make a ‘strategic announcement’.

            Gerri takes this in then nods to Karolina: Now. 

            karolina

            Logan, before we settle in, there’s a—

            (hushed)

            a small matter we wanted to make you aware of?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            karolina

            A former cruise employee. James Weissel from accounting – so quite inside all the payments and so on – he seems to have gotten spooked, by a lawsuit. It seems might be about to talk?

            LOGAN

            I thought we had everything sewn up? Karolina, after the fucking story, you assured me we had everything—

            KAROLINA

            I said I hoped—

            LOGAN

            Don’t fucking interrupt me, you told me we had this all fucking sewn up, so why am I only hearing this now?

            Karolina

            I have been trying to fix it and I didn’t want to bother you.

            Logan doesn’t like it. Breathes and stares at her.

            GERRI

            He was across all the Caribbean nineties situation? The payouts and other operations, all that, you know?

            Logan doesn’t say yes or no. 

            karolina

            Then he went up the ladder, knows the shadow logs, supervised a number of – ‘Mo aftermaths’?

            LOGAN

            Okay. Give him the storm warning. Get Rat-fucker Sam to give him the talk. ‘We’re vindictive. We’ll win. And if we don’t, it won’t hurt us, we’ve limitless resources and we’ll destroy your life.’

            hugo

            Got it.

            Logan

            I really don’t want this shit in my ears, you know? Figure it out, I don’t want to be bothered again.

            hugo

            Sure absolutely.

            LOGAN

            (re Hugo)

            He gets it. Who knows?

            Gerri

            Kendall. Karl.

            LOGAN

            Rhea?

            hugo

            No.

            LOGAN

            (nods)

            Good.

            (then)

            Karolina. Did you tell me this was all sewn up or not?

            She looks around.

            KaROLINA

            Well, I hoped we might have …

            LOGAN

            Yeah. Well that’s it. Grab a fucking parachute. I don’t want to see you again. Okay? It’s always fucking problems with you. You’re out.

            Ouch. Karolina retreats. Everyone looks away. 

            Hugo

            You want me to draft a release?

            LOGAN

            No. She can draft the release on her dismissal. Dig her own fucking grave.

            Gerri waits, is it the time to mention … ? 

            Gerri

            Logan? Wanna sleep on it? Karolina’s seen a lot of paper.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. I’m fucking kidding. She knows, she gets it.

            Karolina passes Shiv, holding back tears. Shiv looks through – and then she turns to Marcia for a chat.

            SHIv

            Rhea really took the reins on the weekend planning?

            Marcia

            She’s been very active.

            SHIV

            And it’s good to see Dad so, up, right? I don’t know, I feel like it’s been a hard year?

            MARCIA

            (not biting)

            It is the usual pressures. People want things.

            SHIV

            Must be tough for you though?

            MARCIA

            How so?

            SHIV

            Just? Lot of late nights at the office?

            (lets that land)

            I know how he can be, when he has a new – enthusiasm.

            Marcia looks away. She’s a bit mortified to have Rhea and Logan’s relationship mentioned.

            MARCIA

            Don’t worry about me. I am not a child. I don’t piss on the carpet every time it thunders.

            SHIV

            Sure. I just think maybe we share some interests? Is it okay letting her do all this planning?

            MARCIA

            I feel if she wants to throw him a big surprise party, who am I to spoil it? I would hate to spoil it.

            Shiv looks at her. Marcia has a game in mind. 

            Shiv

            Uh-huh? No, of course. She worked hard for this moment.

            marcia

            Indeed. Let her enjoy it.

            EXT. DUNDEE STREET – day

            A caravan of town cars drives through Dundee.

            INT. LUXURY TOWN CAR – DUNDEE – day

            Logan watches the Dundee landscape from his window. 

            LOGAN

            (then, sees something)

            Huh. The bandstand.

            Logan looks, doesn’t give much away.

            Connor

            What happened there, Pop?

            LOGAN

            Huh? Oh. Different things. Yeah. Lot of— Yeah. Heh.

            marcia

            You and Ewan were lucky to make it out to Canada.

            Logan

            Hardly a fucking hootenanny there either. Nah. This place. I look around. I don’t know. You can’t explain it. We came back you know for, after my mother died but, it was all complicated. It can’t really be explained. It was different then.

            (beat)

            I don’t know what it was, but it was different from how they say, you know?

            CONNOR

            Tell us a story though? From back in the day.

            LOGAN

            A story?

            (thinks)

            You want a bit of fucking Rosebud? Rosebud is a dollar bill. It’s whatever I had to do to make it away from here.

            Beat.

            CONNOR

            Good story, Dad.

            EXT. DUNDEE HOTEL – day

            A caravan of town cars approaches the five-star hotel. The Roy family disembarks and an onslaught of expectant staff jumps to, handling car doors and luggage. The royal family has arrived at Buckingham Palace.

            The hotel manager greets Logan with an air of pomp—

            Hotel manager

            Mr Roy. It’s a pleasure to welcome you home.

            LogaN

            Uh-huh. Pleasure to welcome my wallet home.

            (then)

            Don’t recall folks shedding a tear when I left. But thank you.

            Rhea is there as an advance party. 

            Rhea

            Welcome, welcome!

            Logan kisses her and moves on. 

            Then Rhea is confronted with Shiv, right there in her face. 

            ShIV

            Hello!

            RHEA

            Hi.

            Rhea looks away. As other people file past, Shiv and Rhea are left talking to one another. 

            SHIV

            Oh? Are you one of these people who can’t look someone in the eye after you’ve fucked them?

            But Rhea is embarrassed.

            RHEA

            I acted in good faith. Whatever you think, I’m not a sort of snake in the grass.

            Shiv looks at her.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. That’s what’s scary. I really think you believe that? You, what, outsource your fuckery? Right brain for your TED Talks, left brain for your killings.

            RHEA

            That’s very unfair.

            SHIV

            Oh. I feel bad now.

            RHEA

            I – I put you forward, it got out of hand. Your dad obviously felt, out of the loop and it wasn’t as I intended?

            ShIV

            And I hear you’re putting some names together for Dad’s CEO search?

            RHEA

            Uh-huh. Various individuals.

            SHIV

            Including yourself?

            RHEA

            Well the pool is small for this type of position.

            SHIV

            What a surprise!

            RHEA

            He needs someone before the shareholder meeting, you know that.

            SHIV

            And which way are you leaning? Who’s catching your eye, to recommend, I wonder? Are you leaning towards say me who would like to kill you, or more like yourself, to get a second chance and a multimillion-dollar payday? I’m intrigued? Keep me posted. I’m excited to hear!

            INT. DUNDEE HOTEL – HALLWAY – day

            Roman sidles up to Gerri as they walk through the hotel.

            ROMAN

            Onto hour two in Scotland. Clinically depressed yet?

            gerri

            They’ve really rolled out the gray carpet.

            Roman

            I get how my dad came from here. The whole city is basically a bearded man in an old sweater telling you to fuck off.

            (then, whispery)

            So. Anything big going on at the top of the tree I should know about? Cos I feel like maybe the monkeys are fucking over my head.

            Gerri

            I have no idea what’s happening up there and I’m afraid to look.

            They reach her hotel-room door.

            ROMAN

            Okay. But in terms of the blonde goblin.

            (low)

            Is she about to eat up all the power?

            A dangerous sense of doubt. Gerri opens her door and gestures Roman inside.

            INT. Dundee hotel – Gerri’s room – day

            They’re alone and safe now.

            Gerri

            Frank’s concerned. He says this feels like something new.

            Roman

            But he does this, right, Dad. What about, remember all the polo ponies?

            GERRI

            Sally-Anne? This is something else. He’s losing focus. Out for dinner four nights a week? The shareholder vote is going to be close. The board gets replaced. It’ll be a clean sweep. We could do with options. I’ve made sure Eduard is invited. Could you seduce?

            ROMAN

            I can stick my tongue down his throat and see if he throws up?

            GERRI

            Could they take us private?

            ROMAN

            Jesus. They’ll want us to open up a propaganda news operation?

            Gerri looks like: So what?

            GERRI

            It’s that serious, Roman. All we’d need is the money. Boom. Much less oversight.

            ROMAN

            Okay, well, I’ll talk to him.

            (lingers, then)

            And um, just another thing, real quick: Should we – get married?

            Gerri is taken aback.

            GERRI

            What?

            ROMAN

            Not that. I’m fucking around. An equivalent. A thing. I abduct you, force you to live with me?

            GERRI

            That’s not equivalent.

            ROMAN

            You kill me? You cut my dick off? Just, something. I mean, I’m kidding. But you know what I’m saying? You eat me, I eat you, like a German? Anyway. Lot to take in, I get it. Just, let it percolate. Okay?

            Roman talks his way of the room, leaving Gerri.

            INT. DUNDEE HOTEL – KENDALL’S ROOM – EVENING

            Kendall sits on his hotel bed in his underwear. He calls Jennifer.

            JeNNIFER

            Hey?

            Intercut with:

            INT. THEATER – SMALL DRESSING ROOM – AFTERNOON

            Jennifer is in her dressing room.

            Kendall

            Hey. So, it hasn’t worn off, right? That was a century-defining fuck.

            JENNIFER

            Sorry. Who is this calling?

            KENDALL

            Ha! So what are we going to do? Buy a house, right? And just tear down the walls and and put in a giant bed, and make love all day and be giant-bed fuckmaster never-leave people?

            jennIFER

            Uh-huh?

            Kendall goes to the window and looks out at the bleak Scottishness.

            KENDALL

            You ever been to Dundee? Want to come to Dundee?

            JENNIFER

            What about my play?

            KENDALL

            The play? It’s two away nights. You’re sick. We’ll get you a doctor’s note, keep it on the down-low? C’mon, it’s not Arthur Miller right, and I kinda own a movie studio? So, come on!

            jeNNIFER

            Where is Dundee?

            KENDALL

            Look it up on your phone on the way to the airfield, because there’s a driver outside and I got you a jet ride over here tonight.

            Jennifer laughs, surprised, excited, not sure how to process. Kendall smiles.

            INT. DUNDEE HOTEL – EVENING

            Logan is coming down from his room with Marcia. 

            Logan

            The tap water. It used to taste … the tap water used to taste sensational. It’s changed.

            He sees someone and stops. Marcia carries on down and runs into – Rhea.

            Rhea

            Marcia? You look lovely.

            MarCIA

            Thank you. So, there was something I wanted to ask you?

            RHEA

            Uh-huh?

            Marcia angles Rhea to a private space.

            MARCIA

            Are you regularly tested for sexually transmitted diseases?

            RhEA

            Excuse me?

            MarCIA

            You know he and I still sleep together? I don’t know what he tells you.

            RhEA

            I’m sorry, I don’t know what you’re talking about.

            MARCIA

            So I would be more relaxed if I knew you were clean, I don’t know who else you’re screwing.

            RHEA

            This isn’t appropriate to – talk – of like—

            MaRCIA

            But listen, I have fought and I have lost and I have fought and won. But when I lose the other one will generally lose an eye or so. Do you care if you lose an eye?

            Marcia winks at Rhea. And withdraws. Rhea’s shaken but trying to hide it. Logan joins them. 

            LOGAN

            Hey. Hey! Sorry. Marcia, would you mind giving us just five before dinner? Just boring.

            Marcia smiles.

            Marcia

            Of course. Thank you, Rhea.

            LoGAN

            Everything okay? What’s the latest?

            Rhea decides not to get into it with Logan, adjusts. 

            Rhea

            Sure. Uh-huh. All good.

            (then)

            Yeah, um, homing in.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Good. And thanks – for taking the lead on the little dinner, all the politics and whatnot.

            RHEA

            I’m pleased to help.

            (really?)

            But I’m sensing some, turbulence.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            RHEA

            Shiv?

            LOGAN

            Shiv runs hot. She makes bogeymen out of the clothes she dumps on the bedroom floor. Always has.

            RHEA

            Okay well just so long as you don’t mind a bit of feedback. Few noses are out of joint.

            (nods)

            Strong French feelings. I’m worried I might get blinded with a baguette.

            Logan smiles. 

            INT. DUNDEE HOTEL – EVENING

            Shiv and Tom head down from their room, chatting to Roman.

            Shiv

            So, my contact at Pierce threw me a bone. Email of potential biographies with Dad’s name at the top. Rhea’s on the chain, loving it?

            Roman

            Too soft. I think we play bebop with the truth. John Coltrane it. Say she beats her dogs, boyfriends?

            Shiv

            He’d love that. The thing you think is ammo isn’t ammo.

            Roman

            Then what? Tell her to ask about Rose?

            Shiv

            Hm? Hard? Clean line of attack – liberal, duplicitous. A two-faced snowflake with cum on her dress?

            They arrive in the bar for the welcome drinks for fifteen to twenty people. Roman heads off smiling. 

            Tom

            This sounds schemey. Redolent of thwart.

            SHIV

            I might need your services tonight? How would you feel about oozing a bit near Rhea? Just to sort of—?

            TOM

            Sort of, what—?

            SHIV

            Get, you know? A bit giggly? Work it, but so my dad can see? It doesn’t kill her, but it all helps.

            TOM

            Are you pimping me out?

            SHIV

            Nothing crazy? I just think, she’s doing a number on him. I want to wake him up? So, make her laugh, bit of arm work. Elbow sex.

            TOM

            So the woman who my terrifying boss is obsessed with, flirt with her?

            SHIV

            Not dirty flirty. Just hurty flirty. For the team, Tom? Please.

            INT. DUNDEE HOTEL – BAR – night

            Waiters pass cocktails. 

            General mingling. Roman, Tabitha, Logan, Marcia, Shiv, Tom, Greg, Rhea, Gerri, Hugo.

            Rhea stands with Kendall.

            Rhea

            You think it’s okay if I make a little toast? I’d hate to piss anybody off.

            A smile between them. 

            Kendall

            Absolutely.

            (then)

            You should mention Rose. His sister Rose, no longer with us. He might appreciate that?

            Rhea nods, thanking Kendall for his help. 

            Rhea clinks a glass to get everyone’s attention—

            RheA

            Evening, one and all. I know I’m the new nut in the trail mix, but I just wanted to thank you all for joining, and to congratulate our Implacable Plaque Unveiler. And given tomorrow’s honor, let’s raise our glasses to those with us tonight in absentia, Logan’s mother, Helen, and his sister Rose.

            Rhea smiles. But Logan’s unhappy at the mention. A sense in the room that this was a misstep. It’s subtle, but enough for Rhea to clock it. She keeps it moving. 

            So, cheers, everyone.

            ROman

            Wow. Look at you. Fitting right in. Like a bishop in a choirboy’s ass.

            Rhea

            Lovely. Is that Keats?

            (then)

            The gang’s all here, eh?

            Roman leans in suggestively.

            ROMAN

            I see your thing. It’s good. It works. You’re like a, sort of peppy, fun-gun set to ‘MILF’, but with that ‘lean in’ womany branding that plays well with the Fitbit-moron-whatever people.

            RHEA

            (playing along)

            Yeah, I’m a sort of butterfly in the ointment? Colorful but wriggly?

            He looks at her.

            You know, I could see us collaborating?

            Roman

            Oooh nice, trying to butter up the class dunce ah? Get the fuck outta here.

            Rhea

            No. I get your rep. And some labels take a while to peel off. But I happen to think you have the best instincts of all of them, so.

            He tries to maintain his glib facade, but Roman is genuinely flattered.

            Roman

            Well, bullshit. But – thank you.

            Tom arrives – he’s warm and just about acceptably charming/flirty.

            Tom

            Hey hey hey. This is where the party’s at. Look at us. The cool, beautiful people all in one spot. This is the VIP area right here. We should rope this area off, right? Bit of velvet rope around us. Bit of VIP bondage!

            Connor approaches Logan. Nods towards Rhea and Tom. 

            ConnoR

            She fits right in, Pop.

            Rhea is smiling and accepting Tom’s compliments. They smile at one another.

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            CONNOR

            So, listen. The play.

            LOGAN

            Oh right. Yeah sorry about that I was— We were—

            Connor’s used to making excuses for his dad.

            CONNOR

            Oh no worries, we get it. No, it’s just costing a pretty penny. Just a few financial worries starting to bubble. Be good to chat?

            Logan sees it coming. 

            LOGAN

            Oh don’t worry, son.

            (help is on the way?)

            I’m sure you’ll figure it out.

            Logan heads towards Rhea. Where Shiv is making ready to launch her attack. She waits till Dad is in earshot—

            shiv

            So, Rhea, remind me where home is for you?

            Rhea

            Home was all over.

            roman

            Did I hear your mother—? Is it true? She volunteers for the Democratic Socialists?

            Logan’s ears perk up.

            tom

            Oh, my. Watch out, folks. We’ve got a libtard in the punch bowl.

            Connor

            Quick, hide your paystubs before she takes more federal.

            Everyone chuckles. Rhea smiles and takes it in stride. Shiv makes eyes and summons over a waiter to top everyone up. 

            Rhea

            Yeah we don’t see eye to eye on everything.

            Shiv

            Right?

            The waiters start filling glasses with champagne. They go to fill Rhea’s glass when Shiv stops them—

            No, thank you. She doesn’t drink.

            (to Rhea)

            Sorry, you don’t, right?

            RheA

            Um. Well. I sip. But no. Not really no?

            SHIV

            Oh really?

            RHEA

            Well not a great deal. Maybe just a drop, for a toast?

            The waiter fills her glass. Connor bangs a glass, stands.

            ConNOR

            I guess I just wanted to say how great it is to have everyone we know and love in one place to celebrate our dad’s life. Shout out to Rhea for planning such a wonderful funeral. I mean, memorial, evening!

            Some laughter. But not from Logan. Rhea steps in to smooth the ruffle.

            Rhea

            Oh please. It’s been my honor to salute a man who will one day bury us all, no doubt.

            Logan smiles. Rhea’s charm has worked. Shiv clocks it.

            day four

            EXT. LOGAN’S CHILDHOOD HOME – DUNDEE – day

            A number of the Roy clan, including Shiv, Roman and Connor, wait with a photographer and current tenants – husband, wife, five-year-old. A couple of press, standing by.

            Across the road a cop or two and a protestor with a handmade ‘Roy Cunt’ sign. Tom looks at the protestor. 

            Tom

            They really went with the first draft with that one. But, fair play, it’s pretty effective.

            Greg

            Apparently it’s not as offensive over here.

            TOM

            Ah, welcome home!

            Greg looks over at the sign. 

            Greg

            He should’ve made it all one word. ‘Roycunt’? Like Royco?

            Tom

            Sure, Greg, maybe go pitch it to him.

            They look up at the house. Red sandstone and granite. Stone roof. Slit windows. A mid-sized traditional Scottish home. 

            roman

            Look at this place. You kidding me? If this was in Brooklyn, it would be worth five mil, easy.

            COnnor

            It’s like fine. It’s totally fine. I’d live here. I mean, I wouldn’t. But someone could.

            Tabitha

            (to Roman)

            I thought you said he lived in an open sewer and was raised by rats?

            Shiv

            Go peek in that window. That’s for sure a bathroom. And this fucker’s pre-war. No way Dad shat in a bucket.

            An itchy Greg is applying some lotion to his neck.

            Greg

            I feel like this stuff is making it worse? And I think it’s attracting midges. My sand mites are getting bitten by midges. I’m like the old woman who swallowed a fly.

            Tom

            Stop it.

            Greg

            I’m just so uncomfortable in my own skin. Even more than usual.

            A caravan of town cars, Logan’s included, approaches the house. The cars slow.

            INT. logan’s town CAR – day

            Logan rolls his window down a bit and looks at the house. Kendall and Marcia sit in the car with him.

            Marcia

            Has it changed much?

            Logan

            Yeah. Everything.

            He looks.

            Okay. There it is. Yes.

            (looks out)

            What am I supposed to do?

            Kendall

            (motioning to get out)

            I think maybe a photo, and then – you know? Whatever? They’ve said you can go in if you like?

            Logan sits silently for a bit, staring at this house he clearly has vivid memories of. He shakes his head.

            Logan

            Nah. Nah. I can see it. I can see it. Thank you. Thanks to all involved.

            (then)

            Let’s go.

            Logan rolls the window up and they drive off.

            EXT. LOGAN’S CHILDHOOD HOME – DUNDEE – day

            The rest of the family watches as the car drives off.

            Tom

            And there he goes?

            ShiV

            The fuck?

            Roman

            Ah, memories!

            Shiv’s phone buzzes. She answers.

            Shiv

            Uh yeah, hey?

            Intercut with:

            INT. LOGAN’S TOWN CAR – DUNDEE – day

            Kendall takes Shiv’s call.

            KendALL

            Hey.

            Shiv

            What the hell was that?

            KenDALL

            Yeah, sorry? We got waylaid with the proxy solicitors. And we’re making a beeline to the college.

            SHIV

            You making sure to shit-talk the tramp?

            Shiv ends the call. Gerri approaches Shiv. 

            gerrI

            So, I have an update. James Weissel. And we don’t really want to bother your dad. We know how much he’ll be ‘enjoying’ this.

            (then)

            There’s a call and – we might like your input. Is that okay?

            shiv

            Uh-huh.

            gerri

            We made the threat/offer, to Mr Weaselman. Five, rising to ten. But he said no.

            shiv

            He said no to ten? Why would he say no?

            gerri

            I don’t know. Playing hardball?

            (beat)

            We need this to go away. So I’m going to double the offer. Anything to get him to roll, right?

            ShIV

            Alright, sounds smart.

            GerRI

            I just wanted to let you know. Nice to be able to keep your dad in a ‘good mood’ for the ‘festivities’.

            EXT. DUNDEE – DAY

            A caravan of town cars drives through Dundee.

            EXT. UNIVERSITY OF DUNDEE – SCHOOL OF JOURNALISM – day

            Logan is getting out of the car and the SOJ chairwoman offers a hand—

            Chairwoman

            Mr Roy. So happy you could make it.

            Logan

            Let’s go see what my money bought, shall we?

            A slew of professors, a journalist and photographer. A celebratory vibe. It’s big news when the benefactor comes to town.

            The chairwoman and Logan shake hands, pausing for a photo.

            EXT./INT. UNIVERSITY OF DUNDEE – SCHOOL OF JOURNALISM – day

            Colin, Marcia, Kendall, the photographer and various university staff trail as Logan and the chairwoman walk and talk.

            ChairWOMAN

            Everything state of the art. Inking. Web-offset press. We like to say, we’ve got a better set-up than most UK papers.

            LogAN

            Uh-huh. Hope you teach them they can potato-print it if the story’s decent?

            Rhea approaches Kendall.

            Rhea

            Wow a whole school for how to intern at a clickbait aggregator?

            KendalL

            ‘Ten Reasons Why You’re Never Getting Paid’.

            Rhea smiles. A pregnant pause.

            Rhea

            I’m sorry, I have to ask – why are you trying to fuck me?

            KENDALL

            Excuse me—?

            Rhea

            Come on, let’s just be straight for a second? ‘Rose’? We both know what that was.

            Kendall

            (shrugs)

            Thought he might like it.

            Rhea nods, unsure how much to believe. 

            Rhea

            I appreciate it must be a shock to you all. My being around. The musical chairs of it all.

            Kendall shrugs it off.

            KENDALL

            If anything I’m just a little offended on behalf of Frank. Gerri. And I wonder about the optics, but, hey, my dad knows, so.

            RHEA

            Well. Even so. I don’t know how you’ve done it, frankly. What with everything you’ve been through.

            Kendall looks at Rhea. How much does she know about him?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh?

            RHEA

            You’re good, though.

            KENDALL

            Right. Thank you.

            RHEA

            No, you’re very good. But you’re still in the rock tumbler right now. You’re not ready.

            KENDALL

            I’m good. I’m over my shit, I’ve met someone, who, who I really, she’s – terrific. So I’m not in the place you think I’m in—

            RHEA

            (sympathetically)

            No, it’s okay. But when we’re out the other side of all this? It’s you. I’m telling you now. It’s always been you. So? Maybe we don’t have to do all this?

            The logic dances in Kendall’s eyes. But he stands firm.

            KENDALL

            Well. Thank you. I don’t know about that but thank you.

            Kendall walks away from her. Tom makes it over. 

            Tom

            Great place. I’d like to come here. Get a PhD and be a doctor of listicles.

            Rhea laughs. 

            Logan clocks. Shiv clocks him clocking and looks over at Tom: Good man. 

            Hugo ushers Logan next to a plaque outside the school that reads: ‘The Logan Roy School of Journalism’.

            As the photographer sets up a picture of Logan, Ewan approaches and stands next to his brother.

            Logan

            Ah! Look who made it!

            Ewan

            Logan. You going to change the name of the airport as you fly out as well?

            LOGAN

            Marcia call you?

            EWAN

            No. Your new one.

            LOGAN

            Right?

            EWAN

            The Logan Roy School of Journalism. What’s next? The Jack the Ripper Women’s Health Clinic?

            LogAN

            Heh. You had a poke about town?

            EWAN

            I’ve seen enough. You’re spreading your name around the place like graffiti.

            LOGAN

            They tried to get me in to the old house.

            EWAN

            Yes. Well.

            They regard each other. There are things only they remember, good, bad, all sorts. 

            LOGAN

            I saw a mistle thrush by the band stand.

            EWAN

            Sure you did.

            LOGAN

            (with a smile)

            This old bastard.

            (to Greg)

            I kept a log of birds I’d see and this one would go through it and scrub them out if he didn’t believe I’d seen them.

            Smile from Ewan. 

            EWAN

            You were rather generous with your sightings.

            They chuckle.

            Logan’s phone rings. He waves Ewan off and answers—

            LOGAN

            Yes?

            Robocall

            Hello, valued shareholder. You will soon have a critical decision to make regarding your investment in Waystar—

            LOGAN

            The fuck is this?

            ROBOCALL

            At the upcoming annual meeting, you will be asked to choose between a new team, or stay the course …

            LOGAN

            They’re fucking robocalling me now.

            It’s an anti-Logan robocall, one of Stewy and Sandy’s proxy-battle tactics, sent as a warning – we’re coming for you.

            Ewan walks with Greg. 

            Ewan

            How do you like it then? Land of your forefathers?

            greg

            It has a certain … Um, it’s nice.

            EWAN

            Jam, journalism and jute.

            GREG

            Jute. Love jute. ‘Hey jute’. Delicious – jute? Nice to see you having a chat with the old brother there?

            EWAN

            Uh-huh. Yeah.

            GREG

            He’s a tough old bird but he’s – he’s—

            EWAN

            He’s morally bankrupt. He’s a nothing man who may well be more personally responsible for the death of our planet than any other single human being.

            Greg tries to make a wry joke to make light—

            GREG

            Well. Right but – you know, he also makes the Kalispitron franchise which is – solid, mediocre, entertainment.

            EWAN

            In terms of the lives that will be destroyed by his whoring for the climate-change deniers, there’s a persuasive argument he’s worse than Hitler.

            GREG

            Right. Well.

            EWAN

            And I would like to ask you to stop working for him.

            GREG

            Oh. Okay. It’s just – you know, I know it sounds dumb but, maybe, ‘workin’ from the inside’? Maybe I, that way, I can—

            EWAN

            And if you refuse, I think I’m within my rights to remove you from amongst the beneficiaries of my last will and testament.

            GREG

            Okay. Okay. Right? Because that’s quite a – pretty penny?

            EWAN

            Around two hundred and fifty million dollars. I’m sure Greenpeace would be much obliged.

            GREG

            Okay. Right. Well this is quite a pickle. But I will think on that.

            Greg thinks. 

            INT. DUNDEE PUB – day

            Roman joins Eduard Asgarov in a tough-looking soccer pub. 

            Roman

            Dude! My god you smell like fucking cotton candy. I almost want to lick your neck.

            EdUARD

            Hey brother.

            ROMAN

            Thanks for coming. My dad’s gonna be so pleased when he sees, you know, so many, old friends – and new.

            (looks around)

            What the fuck is this place?

            EdUARD

            Do you mind? Research. For an investment opportunity. This is me working.

            ROMAN

            Sure. No great. I feel like getting—

            (looks around)

            robbed and – fucked and – beaten. So, what’s popping?

            EdUARD

            My mother died.

            ROMAN

            Oh, fuck. Jesus, dude. I’m sorry. Were you close?

            EDUARD

            Was I close? To my mother? Yeah I was close.

            ROMAN

            Shit. Yeah. Of course. Moms. I mean, they’re the fucking best, right?

            Roman’s at an impasse. He brought Eduard here to discuss business. What now?

            What’s this – EPL?

            Eduard

            Scottish. I’m thinking of getting in.

            ROMAN

            To Scottish kicky-ball? This looks like two eunuchs trying to fuck a letterbox.

            Eduard

            Not this gang of titty-fuckers. I like the look of Hibs. Or Hearts. They’re looking ripe. I might pump and squirt.

            Roman

            Oh yeah? Hearts? Er, that’s my dad’s team. Only childhood relic he can stomach.

            EDUARD

            Agent in Spain. Big-baller. I buy the club, he loans me nine shit-hot players. We climb the ladder, take the second Champion’s League space. Two, three years we’re winning titles, UEFA goes full European Super League, I flip it and walk away.

            Roman looks for a way in. 

            ROMAN

            I have no clue what you are talking about but it sounds fucking amazing. Slicker than cum on a dolphin’s back.

            EDUARD

            You want in?

            ROMAN

            Maybe. Can we talk? About what we talked about – you know a major injection. Or even taking us private. Did you talk to your dad? Or not a good time? What with – everything?

            EDUARD

            My dad? Show an emotion? Dude, he’s a very successful businessman in the former Soviet Republic of Azerbaijan. He’s stiffer than Superman’s hard-on. Nothing makes his face split.

            Roman doesn’t follow. Then— 

            But it’s a conversation we can have.

            Roman

            Okay. It’s a conversation?

            EDUARD

            Yeah. We’re interested in the conversation.

            Roman

            Then we should totally talk. Like two fucking auctioneers on coke.

            Eduard

            I have total three-sixty latitude to act on my father’s behalf.

            Roman

            Oh. Cool. Me also, with my dad. Fuck it’s weird how much we’re the same.

            They return to watching the soccer.

            This feels good, man. You and me. Some next-gen shit.

            (beat)

            Atta boy, sock it in the net-sack, you crazy kick-ball bastards.

            EdUARD

            (re TV)

            You wanna buy them with me? Fifty-fifty?

            ROMAN

            The – the— Well, okay, let me think. I mean normally I like to bond by killing a hobo, but – you know, let me think?

            INT. DUNDEE HOTEL – KENDALL’s room – AFTERNOON

            Kendall in bed with Jennifer, legs entangled, half in and out of the sheets. They’re both on their phones. 

            Kendall composes a new text message. To Naomi. Types: ‘So happy right now. Hope you’re good.’

            He gets up and answers a knock at the door. It’s Connor.

            Kendall

            Okay, Connor.

            Kendall looks over and Jennifer, out of Connor’s sight, hides under the sheets.

            We’re getting ready, when’s departure?

            CoNNOR

            Oh I think you have time. I don’t think the big surprise is till seven?

            KENDALL

            Right.

            CONNOR

            Right.

            KENDALL

            So?

            CONNOR

            Yeah, just – um, Willa wanted me to check in, because, you know, Jennifer, is kind of a key cast member?

            KENDALL

            Oh, she’s not here.

            CONNOR

            Yeah. I just, I don’t know what’s going on here, Ken. Cos you seemed to fall pretty hard for whatsaname from the Pierces—?

            KENDALL

            Who?

            CONNOR

            Er – Naomi? No?

            Dagger in the heart. 

            KENDALL

            No.

            CONNOR

            Well, would it be possible to send Jennifer back to be on stage?

            KENDALL

            (loud, for her benefit)

            Well no because, me and Jennifer are engaged in one of the all-time great psychosexual odysseys? We’re the Lewis and Clark of fuck.

            Giggles.

            CONNOR

            C’mon, man. I’m bleeding out, I can’t afford this?

            KENDALL

            Sorry, dude. That’s showbiz. But listen, see you in her suite for the Shiven-ing?

            CONNOR

            Okay. Well. I am very unhappy with this outcome.

            Connor retreats, defeated.

            INT. DUNDEE HOTEL – SHIV’S ROOM – Early EVENING

            Shiv has gathered folks for a council of war. Shiv and Kendall and Roman and Connor. 

            Shiv

            Okay. So. Not wanting to put a dampener on Rhea’s celebrations or anything but it’s time to kill her dead. Smash her skull in, with a rock.

            The brothers look at one another. 

            Connor

            Nice. Way to ease us in, sis.

            romaN

            Will there be nibbles at this event? I was expecting nibbles?

            ShiV

            So, I’m thinking – we just talk to Dad direct. All of us sit him down, and we tell him we don’t like it? We won’t let it happen. Okay?

            She looks around. 

            CONNOR

            Should I maybe take the floor? Because I’ve been thinking—

            SHIV

            (‘uh-oh’)

            Uh-huh – okay …

            CONNOR

            Would Rhea really be the worst thing in the world? Or does a woman from outside actually make sense right now?

            SHIV

            Right. She got to you?

            CONNOR

            No. Just. I’m fighting on two fronts and I may have to make a request to Dad about a bridging situation and she’s been understanding—

            SHIV

            Bullshit. Ken?

            KENDALL

            Well—

            She takes one look at him and sees he’s not on-side. 

            SHIV

            ‘Well’? Oh come on! Are you backing her too, rebound?

            Kendall

            No. Just—

            SHIV

            You are!

            KENDALL

            I just wonder if you’ve overplayed your hand?

            It’s dawning on Shiv that Rhea got to everyone but her.

            SHIV

            How did she get at you? Kendall, you think you’ll ever be given another shot? No. And Roman?

            Roman

            Well actually …

            She sees right away from his look that he too is not on-side.

            SHIV

            No! She thinks you’re a dipshit. But maybe you’re just too much of a dipshit to see it?

            Roman

            Fuck off, Shiv. I know the business better than any of you—

            Shiv

            (rolls eyes; sees where he’s going)

            Roman, no one gives a shit about management training.

            ROMAN

            Dad does. Gerri does.

            Shiv

            It’s – corporate daycare.

            Roman launches a notepad at Shiv – it flies past her head.

            Oh. Nice. Brilliant retort.

            Kendall

            Shiv. You’re transparent. ‘For the good of the family’. Rhea’s who Dad wants, so give it up.

            ConNOR

            Full disclosure? I’m starting to like her.

            Shiv

            Oh, he likes her! This is why you don’t hatch a plan with Connor, the fucking first pancake.

            CONNOR

            First pancake? Okay, thank you – none of you went through what I went through, so.

            romaN

            Boohoo, my mommy got sent to the booby hatch!

            CONNOR

            Hey! Fuck off!

            Shiv feels herself losing her grasp on this. The brothers head out. 

            INT./EXT. CAR – EVENING

            Shiv and Tom in their car/walking from their car towards the V&A Dundee. 

            Shiv

            Well. That was a fucking disaster.

            Tom

            I’m sorry.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh.

            (beat)

            We might just have to tell him you know, very direct, she tried to put her hands down your pants?

            TOM

            No. Seriously? That sounds dumb.

            SHIV

            Not seriously, but like. Let him know she’s very friendly.

            He looks skeptical.

            C’mon, Tom, it’s just – just—

            TOM

            Just alleging a sexual assault? It is not a normal part of a relationship, Shiv.

            SHIV

            I’m not saying actually—

            TOM

            I mean – because also is there a world in which Rhea makes more sense for me is the truth.

            Shiv

            Excuse me?

            (then)

            Were you—? When you were flirting with her, did she flirt with you?

            TOM

            No.

            SHIv

            But a woman you barely know makes more sense for you than – your wife?

            TOM

            Oh come on, it’s complicated. Your dad is complicated. And if you kill Rhea, what? He’ll automatically give it back to you? No. Who knows what he’ll do? You might just make him mad. Even more mad. And, you know, what happens to the rest of us?

            SHIV

            Is this what she told you to say?

            TOM

            No. But let’s be honest, if you’re CEO, and I’m your husband? The corporate governance of it all gets pretty conflicty?

            Shiv looks defeated.

            SHIV

            I won’t give up, Tom. I won’t. He made me a fucking offer. And I am going to redeem that coupon.

            EXT. V&A DUNDEE – EVENING

            Logan and Marcia get out of their car. An assistant and Colin ahead.

            LoGAN

            So, who we got? The leader of the council, the lord provost? Chamber of commerce? Like twenty to thirty faces?

            Marcia

            I am not your secretary.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            (walks)

            You stay as long as you like I’m gonna bolt after the soup and say I have calls. I want to get the fuck out.

            INT. V&A DUNDEE – MAIN ROOM – evening

            A state-of-the-art design facility on the edge of the water. Private art collections. Chic vibe.

            In the main room, guests mill about in black tie, sipping cocktails, waiting for Logan to arrive for the big surprise. Seems like everyone is in attendance – family, friends, half of Waystar and about a hundred others.

            Family portraits, historical images of Logan and his career dot the walls and are projected onto columns. 

            Ewan and Greg stand together. Greg waves at various passers-by, seems to know everyone. Ewan views the proceedings contemptuously.

            Ewan

            Look at them. Ship of fools. Filling their glasses, guzzling while they drown.

            Greg

            Uh-huh. Nice drop of the old shampoo though?

            EWAN

            Feting the king. Tacitus comes to mind.

            GREG

            Uh-huh. No doubt!

            EWAN

            ‘He’s made a wasteland and calls it an empire.’

            GREG

            Certainly, two sides, to every – story.

            Ewan

            Have you tendered your resignation yet?

            Greg

            Just biding my time on that one.

            Connor with Tabitha and Roman. He’s restless, frustrated.

            Connor

            Apparently now we may be suffering from bad buzz. Any good buzz we had has been wiped out by pervasive bad buzz.

            tabitha

            It’s good that there was some good buzz though. I didn’t know that.

            Connor

            Yeah. But keep it under your hat. The bad buzz can be silenced if I muffle it under a mountain of money.

            A loose circle of top cadre stand with drinks – Karl, Hugo, Cyd, Frank and Laird. Hugo looks out at the assembled guests.

            Karl

            Don’t look directly at it, you’ll go blind.

            hugo

            The whitest room ever. It’s like the ‘Imagine’ video. Only no Yoko.

            KARL

            At least fifty people in this room would rather see Logan dead than alive.

            Cyd

            (looking around)

            Fuck me – he is gonna hate this.

            No one disagrees with that. Laird clocks Rhea. 

            Laird

            Remind me. Is that our guest of honor?

            Laird brings their attention to – Rhea entering on the other side, and working the room. The cadre take her in. 

            A smile that lights up a room. A look that’ll slit your throat. ‘The eyes of Caligula, the lips of Marilyn Monroe’.

            frank

            How long you think until she starts throwing the old furniture into the furnace?

            Cyd’s looking at big photos of Logan’s family. His mom.

            Cyd

            Handsome woman. Side of beef with tits. But still – handsome.

            karl

            What kind of mom sends her son away to Canada? War or no war, that’s just brutal behavior.

            A somber nod. 

            laird

            And yet, had she lived? No Waystar, probably, so?

            (lifts glass)

            Mazel tov, ye bonnie lass.

            The top cadre lift their glasses glumly to the portrait. Gerri enters with news. 

            Gerri

            Okay. Huddle. News.

            But just then the master of ceremonies (fifties, male, gray) takes to the stage to get everyone prepared. 

            With the siblings, standing up front with Rhea.

            Master of ceremonies

            Okay, everyone, here we go! Here we go!

            RheA

            (hushed)

            Okay, bright eyes and let’s see those chompers, come on!

            Connor

            He might go around and strangle all of us one by one.

            Logan enters with Marcia on his arm. The guests break into applause. Logan holds a hand to his heart. He looks freaked out.

            LogAN

            Jesus fucking Christ.

            rhea

            It’s your night, Logan! Congrats.

            As the crowd parts for Logan, he addresses the room.

            Logan

            I need some fucking air. Jesus H. Christ.

            He makes eye contact with Rhea. Smiles. But she can see it’s too much. He backs away.

            INT. V&A DUNDEE – ENTRANCE AREA – evening

            Logan retreats away from the crowds. Catches his breath. Marcia and Rhea follow him out. 

            Logan

            Jesus fucking Christ. What is that? They’re all in there? I saw fucking Peter Magillan and fucking Cyd and Jeff Greenway? Fuck me. I thought I was having a steak and a chat.

            MarCIA

            It’s okay.

            LOGAN

            I had no clue. I had no fucking clue.

            MARCIA

            I explained. But Rhea thought it would be nice.

            He steadies himself. Then readies himself to re-enter.

            INT. V&A DUNDEE – MAIN ROOM – evening

            Logan returns – to cheers! He starts to make his way through the crowd shaking hands, painted-on smiles.

            Gerri huddles up with Hugo, Frank and Cyd.

            Gerri

            Okay. The bomb is dropping and we have no bunker. What do we do?

            With Kendall and Jennifer, looking at a series of blown-up photographs of Logan at various point of his life and career: standing by a printing press in East London, touring a movie studio in a golf cart, etc.

            They stop at one of Kendall and Logan together.

            Kendall

            This is – I think? Looks like, maybe the Denver Chronicle.

            jennifer

            (uninterested)

            Uh-huh.

            Kendall

            You okay—?

            jennIFER

            (looking at phone)

            It’s just kinda got around that I’m over here? Hm. People are super-pissed—

            KENDALL

            We’ll figure it out.

            (then, re picture)

            It was actually a tough situation with the distribution but my dad—

            JENNIFER

            Has anyone ever told you, you talk about your dad like a lot?

            Kendall smiles. It rankles, but he acts amused.

            Kendall

            Okay! I don’t think they have. No. You got me. You got me Jen.

            jennIFER

            I’m not being nasty, Ken, I’m just pointing out something.

            Kendall

            No, it’s cool. He’s just a major presence in our lives. You want to say hi?

            Kendall glances over at Logan, who’s nearby.

            JENNIFER

            He looks busy—?

            Logan crosses, trailed by Connor. 

            Connor

            So hey, Dad, I’ve got a proposition for you.

            Logan

            (‘oh fuck’)

            Oh yeah—?

            Connor

            Yeah so we have an opportunity for you to get involved financially in Willa’s play, which, I’m not sure if you’ve been hearing, but the buzz is excellent—

            Kendall arrives with Jennifer. Logan’s happy for the interruption. 

            Kendall

            Hey, Dad, this is Jennifer.

            Jennifer

            Oh, um – hi. Nice to meet you.

            Logan stares at her a moment, sizing her up. And then smiles, warmly.

            Logan

            Pleasure to meet you.

            JENNIFER

            And, and congratulations, too, as well? I mean this is – so awesome.

            Logan nods. Kendall, very smiley, seems to be getting a little nervous watching this.

            LOGAN

            Thank you.

            Kendall

            Jennifer’s really amazing.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Kendall

            She’s in theater.

            JennIFER

            Well, not really.

            KENDALL

            No, you are.

            An awkward silence. Kendall wanted to show her off. Jennifer looks around the luxurious room.

            Jennifer

            Really, this is so – it’s so awesome.

            Logan

            Oh. Yes. It is.

            Logan smiles. He’s very warm with her, very friendly, but you can see he’s not impressed. There’s a clear look of – Oh. So this is the best Kendall could do?

            I should mingle. So good to meet you. Really.

            Logan shakes her hand again, looks at Kendall, and walks off.

            Logan crosses and joins Shiv.

            Huh.

            (re Jennifer)

            Mind like a balloon.

            ShIV

            You wanna call a truce? For tonight?

            LOGAN

            Huh.

            Shiv

            I have something for you.

            She hands over a book. A photo album.

            Logan

            Thank you.

            He flicks.

            Nice. Nice spots. Nice – houses. Uh-huh. Lovely.

            Doesn’t clock it. 

            SHIV

            It’s our houses, Dad?

            LOGAN

            Oh is it? Oh yeah. Right. Wow?

            SHIV

            Malibu. The Dordogne? The Cotswolds?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Oh, great. Great.

            (flicks)

            Quality. A quality item.

            He shuts it. 

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Don’t like the past too much huh?

            LOGAN

            I do. I do.

            (then)

            There’s just so much of it.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Is that it?

            LOGAN

            Yeah. You know. You can’t live there. It’s not real.

            SHIV

            Right I mean, the past, the future, it’s all—

            LOGAN

            The future is real. The past is just made up, you know?

            SHIV

            Sure.

            LOGAN

            It’s bad this time. But she would help us shield the blows. We need her.

            SHIV

            Right.

            LOGAN

            All of this and I had no clue?

            SHIV

            Well.

            LOGAN

            She doesn’t drink. She’s been through my contacts – everyone’s here. Everyone and I didn’t know a thing?

            SHIV

            Yeah.

            LOGAN

            And she doesn’t drink?

            SHIV

            I believe not, no?

            LOGAN

            She’s blue. You know? She’s – she’s – she’s liberal.

            SHIV

            Well, so am I, kinda?

            LOGAN

            Sure, but you fucking get it.

            SHIV

            Well—

            LOGAN

            I mean? She told me she drank? I’ve shared a whisky with her? Pricktease.

            SHIV

            We don’t say that anymore.

            LOGAN

            Lot of fucking useful words have gone that way.

            (then)

            I’m worried.

            ShiV

            Don’t worry, Dad.

            LOGAN

            Is it—? Have I got it right? Cos you’re smart. You are smart.

            Logan has a soft spot for his daughter. He puts an arm around her. She puts a head on his shoulder. But Gerri and Greg are there. Gerri wants to grab Shiv.

            INT. V&A DUNDEE – men’s bathroom – night

            Greg enters.

            Greg

            Sir—? Uncle Logan, sir. I just wanted to say happy night?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            GREG

            But. I, I dunno. It may be that I have reached the end of the road. In terms of – of like—

            LOGAN

            What?

            GREG

            Just my grandpa has made it clear that if I want a secure future then, I need to sever my links. Negotiate a bit of a ‘Grexit’.

            LOGAN

            Has he now?

            GREG

            It’s been good doing business with you. I’ve learned a lot. And I hope I brought a little something to the table …

            Logan interrupts – turns his charm on. 

            LOGAN

            You know, I like you, Greg.

            GREG

            Oh? Oh right?

            LOGAN

            Yeah. Yeah I like you. What did he say?

            GREG

            He said, if I— Well, he threatened to cut me off.

            LOGAN

            Well? He won’t do it. Too much of a coward. That’s why his whole life has amounted to nothing. But up to you, kiddo. Uncle Fun or Grandpa Grumps?

            INT. V&A DUNDEE – MAIN ROOM – night

            On stage, Kendall steps up to the podium.

            KendALL

            Good evening, everyone. It’s a pleasure to have you here tonight to honor my dad’s life and work.

            Small applause. 

            When we started planning this, Rhea asked me to help with a tribute. And after a lot of convincing, well—?

            (smile)

            Just, remember, I’m not a professional.

            Kendall pulls off an item of clothing.

            With Tabitha and Roman in the crowd, watching this. 

            tabitha

            Holy shit. Is he about to strip?

            RomAN

            He might masturbate on stage to a photo of Dad?

            He pulls on his ‘Logan hip-hop’ shirt. Tabitha takes out her phone and starts to record. 

            Back with Kendall on stage.

            Kendall

            Kick it.

            He nods to a DJ. Beat drops. Kendall pulls the mic from the podium—

            My man Squiggle cooked up this beat for me.

            The crowd sort of claps along to the beat with Kendall’s encouragement.

            (rapping)

            Born on the North Bank

            King of the East Side

            Fitty years strong,

            Now he’s rollin’ in a sick ride

            Handmade suits

            Rakin’ in loot

            Five-star general

            Y’all best salute

            Yo, bishes be catty but

            The King Kong daddy

            Rock all the haters

            While we go roll a fatty

            Squiggle on the decks

            Kenny on the rhymes

            And Logan big-ballin’

            On Hamptons time

            Cos he’s the L to the O-G

            Dude be the O-G

            A-N he playin’

            Playin’ like a pro, see

            L to the O-G

            Dude be the O-G

            A-N he playin’

            Playin’ like a pro

            A-one ratings

            Eighty-K wine

            Never gonna stop, baby

            Fuck Father Time

            Bro, don’t get it twisted

            I’ve been through hell

            But since I stan Dad

            I’m alive and well

            He’s the shaper of views

            Creator of news

            Father of many

            Paid all his dues

            So don’t try to run

            Your mouth at the king

            Just pucker up, bish

            And go kiss the ring

            He’s the L to the O-G

            Dude be the O-G

            A-N he playin’

            Playin’ like a pro, see

            L to the O-G

            Dude be the O-G

            A-N he playin’

            Playin’ like a pro, see*

            Some guests play along, others exchange surprised looks. Jennifer bops in her seat.

            With Roman and Tabitha, still filming. 

            Roman

            Oh, Jesus no. Ken-W-A.

            tabitha

            It’s—? It’s burning my eyes, but I can’t look away?

            Roman

            This could actually be the end of the company. We might get sucked into a black hole of embarrassment that we never get out of.

            Gerri leads Shiv out of the way at the back of the room. 

            Gerri

            I’m hereby convening a meeting of the newly formed ‘What the Fuck Are We Going to Do?’ committee.

            Frank, Hugo, Cyd and Karolina huddle around Shiv to brief her and get her advice. 

            So, we made the threat/offer, to Mr Weissel. He said no.

            Shiv

            No to what?

            Gerri

            No to everything.

            Hugo

            We offered twenty million dollars. Didn’t flinch. No fear of the costs of legal action. Zero appetite to settle.

            frank

            We asked for a number. Any number.

            gerri

            Apparently, there is no number.

            ShiV

            There’s no number?

            cyd

            There’s something going on under the water.

            Gerri

            We think he has a backer.

            shiv

            Who?

            Gerri

            Could be anyone with a grudge against Waystar.

            Cyd

            Grab a phone book. It’s a long fucking list.

            GERRI

            It’s all likely to come out. The shadow logs. NDA domino unravelling.

            SHIV

            Oh mother.

            Frank

            It’s spiraling. Moving fast. We hear the weasel. The weasel from cruises is negotiating to go on TV and spill his guts.

            SHIV

            Oh fuck. Fuck that’s—?

            GERRI

            Uh-huh. This is going to be huge. Blow us wide open. Sour any CEO announcement. The new face is going to get ripped to shreds.

            Chilling. Shiv looks at Rhea. 

            Hugo

            But right now, short term, question is: Do we tell him tonight?

            SHIv

            Uh-huh. Well you’re the experts, what do you think?

            Shiv thinks. Looks over at her dad.

            karOLINA

            Personally I have very little appetite. I’ve been fired once this trip.

            gerri

            Uh-huh. Anyone wanna end the night with a round of Boar on the Floor?

            Frank judders at the memory. 

            frank

            Big picture. I mean, this might be his last night of – good times. The weasel is an existential threat.

            Shiv considers it. She looks over at Rhea. Thinks.

            SHIV

            Okay. Listen. Let him have the night off. We’ll tell him tomorrow.

            Gerri

            Yeah? And if I had to tell him you made that call, you’d still be happy with the call?

            SHIV

            That’s the call.

            With Logan and Marcia, looking over at the Master of Ceremonies up on the stage.

            Master of ceremonies

            Ladies and gentlemen. If I can get your attention. Some appreciations, of the man, the legend, Logan Roy.

            The video-tribute package starts. First up, Kendall. Logan sits idly watching for a beat.

            Roman and Eduard approach.

            Roman

            Hey, Dad? Sorry to interrupt, you remember Eduard.

            EduARD

            Just wanted to say congrats on a lifetime of kicking ass.

            LogAN

            Thanks. I’m not dead yet.

            ROMAN

            And I, actually, we got you a present.

            (beat)

            We bought … the Hearts!

            LogAN

            ‘The Hearts’. Hearts football club? Why?

            ROMAN

            Because, it’s, the Hearts, Dad? Yeah? They’re— Come on? Right? For you. ‘The Jambo’. It’s a present.

            Logan doesn’t follow. 

            Logan

            I’m Hibs.

            ROMAN

            Really? Are you sure? I thought you were Hearts? I’m pretty sure, Dad.

            LOGAN

            Oh maybe you’re right? How would I know what team I’ve supported all my fucking life? Maybe I support Kilmarnock? Or Fucklechester Rangers? I mean, how could I possibly know?

            Roman starts to slink off. 

            KARL

            If it’s any consolation I’m hopeless at gift-buying. Always get the wrong thing.

            Shiv enters. 

            shiv

            (low, to Logan)

            Hey Dad.

            LOGAN

            Hey. Sweetheart. So look, I really am wondering about this. Rhea?

            SHIV

            Dad. Listen. If you think it’s right. It’s right. That’s all there is. She’s the one. For now, she’s the one.

            On screen, tributes from the family. 

            (on film)

            Hey, Dad. Congrats. I know you hate all this bullshit, so I’ll just say – fuck you, Dad, and I wish we were having a glass of wine instead of being in here with all these people who are scared of you.

            Logan looks to Shiv.

            (in the room)

            Trust your gut. You can’t give it to me or anyone else because of sentiment. You know that.

            Even though it’s a play, it’s also tender. 

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Thank you, darling. Thank you. No, I like her, I do.

            An assistant enters and gives Logan the nod. 

            ASsistant

            Thirty seconds on the VT, Mr Roy.

            Logan stands and crosses through the crowd. He passes Rhea.

            Logan

            Alright?

            RhEA

            Was it all too much?

            LOGAN

            It’s great. I’m not crazy about surprises.

            The video package ends. 

            Thunderous applause as Logan makes it to the podium.

            With Roman in the crowd. 

            Roman

            Fuck yeah! This guy’s the best.

            Silence settles. Everyone sits, a bit tense. 

            Logan steps up to the mic—

            Logan

            I wasn’t expecting to see so many friendly faces. Ya got me, you bastards! But, no, seriously, I’m touched. Some have said I’m married to my work. Just ask any one of my wives.

            Small laughs.

            But I’m amazed at what Waystar has achieved in the last fifty years. I’m proud of what we’ve done. And proud of my family who have helped me get here. We’ve done great work. Don’t let anyone tell you any different.

            Glasses raised. A toast. His eyes shift to Rhea, who raises her glass, but doesn’t drink. 

            And a special thanks to Rhea Jarrell for planning such a wonderful event.

            Logan looks like he’s about to walk offstage, but he lingers.

            And it seems to me, that now, after fifty years at the helm, now might be a smart time to think about who might help me write the next chapter. I’d like to announce tonight that in due course I’ll be appointing Rhea as my chief executive officer!

            Applause. 

            (over the applause)

            Statement to follow.

            Shiv looks at Rhea, smiles. Rhea looks at Shiv and smiles. We clock Kendall reacting, shaking his head – it’s happened. Gerri. Roman and Marcia too.

            Tom checks in on Shiv.

            Tom

            You okay?

            Shiv

            C’mon. Let’s go.

            EXT. V&A DUNDEE – BOARDWALK – night

            Kendall leans on the railing. He’s thinking.

            Jennifer comes looking for him—

            JenNIFER

            Hey, you okay? That was pretty intense.

            She falls into his arms for a big hug. But something is off with Kendall. He stops. 

            KENDALL

            Thanks for coming.

            JENNIFER

            Yeah. Were you expecting that – in there?

            Kendall

            Me? Oh. You know. I guess. Things sometimes, feel different when they happen.

            He thinks about that for a bit.

            You, uh – you say ‘awesome’ a lot.

            JenniFER

            Huh?

            KENDALL

            You said ‘awesome’ a lot. When you were talking to my dad?

            JENNIFER

            I did? Okay? I didn’t notice?

            KENDALL

            It’s fine, it was just funny.

            Kendall laughs. Jennifer kind of laughs too, but nervously.

            JENNIFER

            Was it bad?

            KENDALL

            (laughs)

            No, no. Not at all.

            He stares at her, his expression tinged with disappointment. He isn’t getting the same ‘high’ off her anymore.

            You’re freezing. I’ll get your coat.

            He leaves her on the boardwalk and heads inside—

            INT. car – night

            Shiv and Tom in their car. Shiv looks out. 

            Tom

            Maybe she can work, for us? Long view?

            Shiv

            We’ll see.

            Tom

            Because, about earlier – I would never – want you to feel like I wasn’t, supporting you. I love you. I just think, at a certain point. I need to say – no.

            SHIV

            Sure. You untrustworthy piece of shit.

            She is kind of more interested in him now he’s proved himself to be untrustworthy. 

            Tom

            Well. I’m sorry.

            SHIV

            Come here.

            TOM

            What?

            SHIV

            Come here!

            TOM

            No.

            SHIV

            Fuck you.

            TOM

            Fuck you!

            SHIV

            Fuck you!

            TOM

            Fuck YOU.

            They’re having the most passionate kiss they’ve had for several years. Very hot for one another right now.

            INT. V&A DUNDEE – corridor – night

            Kendall beelines straight to an assistant.

            KendALL

            Hey can we get Jennifer on the first flight out of here?

            assistant

            Sure thing. Everything okay?

            KENDALL

            Yeah, we’re good. Maybe let her know I might be tied up.

            He grabs a glass of champagne from a passing tray. Pulls heavily on the booze and keeps walking. Pulls out his phone. Scrolls to Naomi’s name. 

            INT. V&A DUNDEE – SIDE CORRIDOR – night

            Roman with a guy. 

            Roman

            No. How would I know Hearts were a Protestant team? I mean not only did I not know Hibs were Catholic. I didn’t even really know I was Catholic!

            Gerri passes. Roman sees and stops her.

            Okay, so—? Did you think about it, my proposal?

            Gerri

            Yeah. I thought about it, Roman, and I don’t know what it means.

            Roman draws in closer.

            Roman

            I think I basically want to make love to you. You’re my, Everest and even though I know I won’t be able to, probably, I want to try.

            Gerri

            Go back to your girlfriend, Roman. And keep your phone on. Something’s coming.

            (walking away)

            I’ll call you tomorrow.

            Gerri exits, leaving Roman thwarted.

            INT. V&A DUNDEE – MAIN ROOM – night

            Logan sits back down at his table with Marcia at his side.

            Logan

            A nice evening. Uh-huh? You okay?

            MARCIA

            Uh-huh.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. I think – I think I may have been a little absent. I apologize.

            MARCIA

            Uh-huh.

            (beat)

            You have broken this. You broke something here.

            LOGAN

            I didn’t like it when you told me to sell my company?

            MARCIA

            You hear what you want to hear. And then you punish me for something I didn’t say.

            LOGAN

            I think it’s possible I’ve made some misjudgments.

            MARCIA

            You are careless. You’ve been careless of me.

            LOGAN

            Marcia?

            MARCIA

            Everyone’s afraid of you. But I’m not. I’m bored. You are boring me. I’m going for a walk.

            Organizer approaches.

            ORGANIZER

            Time for the plaque?

            LOGAN

            It’s the plaque. Marcia. It’s the plaque, don’t be fucking stupid!

            MarCIA

            Oh no. God forbid I miss the plaque! Your shiny little gravestone.

            She leaves. Logan stands up. 

            Meanwhile, Ewan comes over to Logan—

            EwaN

            I guess you’ll have to face your reckoning alone.

            LogAN

            You wanna do the plaque together?

            EWAN

            Our mother would have hated this. And hated all your trash news.

            LoGAN

            The last time we saw her, I was four and you were five. But you know what kind of journalism she approved of?

            EWAN

            I know she wouldn’t have liked what you’ve become.

            LOGAN

            What? Your meal ticket?

            Ewan

            I’m surprised you’re still standing. Other men would’ve died from the shame.

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            Ewan

            Hard to know which is more toxic – your news output or your cruise division.

            A photographer begins to take photos of the brothers together.

            photographer

            Could we get one where you sort of have your arms over each other?

            LOGAN

            I think you’ve got enough.

            Photographer

            Okay, thank you.

            Ewan breaks off from Logan and then turns.

            Ewan

            All those years of blaming yourself for Rose.

            Logan

            I’m not interested.

            EWAN

            But that wasn’t your fault.

            (then)

            This, though. This is your fault. This empire of filth. It’s time to pay.

            Ewan heads off. As Logan finally unveils the plaque to rolling applause: ‘The Helen Elspeth Roy Wing’.

         

         
            * The lyrics for Kendall’s rap were written late, to a beat cooked up by our friend Nick Britell. In the end, the words were an Adam McKay/Will Tracy collaboration.
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            day one

            EXT. CENTRAL PARK – EVENING

            From afar we see a man walk alone. The dark is gloaming around him. 

            Sad straining music plays – like the Adagio from Beethoven’s String Quartet No. 7 ‘Razumovsky’.

            Up ahead of him by twenty meters or so walks Colin. Behind him a similar distance another discreet security guy. 

            It’s Logan. He might watch something – a bird or animal. Then briefly checks the time. His face is implacable, impassive, but he has something unpleasant to attend to—

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – ELEVATOR – night

            Logan travels up to his fate with Colin. Impassive. 

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – foyer – night

            Logan steps out. 

            As he appears a bit of a cheer of greeting from the living room, a big TV is on in there. Kendall, Roman, Connor, Tom, Frank. There are some cold beers on the side in an ice bucket. Greg is popping one and hovering. 

            RomAN

            Come on, Pop. Thought you were gonna miss the big game!

            LogaN

            Uh-huh. Uh-huh.

            Logan comes through and looks at the TV. The sound isn’t up yet. The mood is weird. Supportive. But tense. 

            They’ve over-promoted this. Bracketed every fucking break with spots all day long.

            There’s space on the couch between Connor and Tom. 

            Greg

            Shall I—? Could I get in there?

            Connor looks at his dad. Another interloper. Really?

            LogaN

            Make some room. I wanna start folding him in. Smart kid.

            Greg sits. 

            CoNNOR

            Hey easy, watch my beer! Don’t upset the apple cart, brother.

            A graphic for a current affairs interview show, 60 Minutes-style: In Focus: With Susan Vardy. Logan shushes—

            Logan

            Okay. Shut the fuck up.

            Logan pumps the volume, as Susan Vardy, nationally known and trusted current affairs figure, gives her traditional intro. 

            SusaN VARDY

            (onscreen)

            Good evening. I’m Susan Vardy and on In Focus tonight, an exclusive interview with Waystar Royco whistleblower James Weissel.

            ConnOR

            Booo! Booooooooo!

            Others boo and catcall. Greg and Connor most freely. Roman too. Though he knows some of what went on. Tom knows plenty but is happy to join in the denunciations. Kendall and Logan are most circumspect. They fear what is going to come out. 

            Susan vardy

            Sexual exploitation. Violence. Theft. Plus a host of other crimes. All of it hidden by cover-ups and corruption to avoid damaging headlines. That’s what my guest alleges went on for decades inside Brightstar, America’s second-largest cruise line operator.

            Roman

            (sniffs)

            What’s that cooking? Anyone else getting a whiff of nothing burger?

            SUSAN VARDY

            Tonight senior Waystar Royco executive James Weissel breaks ranks and talks to us about his two decades at the top.

            kendall

            ‘Senior’? Fucking, round up much?

            James is there sitting with Susan.

            SusAN VARDY

            James, you rose through the ranks to work near the top of Waystar’s Brightstar cruise division for over a decade, why have you chosen to speak out now?

            ROMAN

            Ker-ching!

            tom

            Book deal, book deal, book deal!

            james

            It was a difficult decision. But look, I just felt, it was time.

            RomAN

            (impersonation)

            ‘Well Susan I thought my wife might touch my shriveled cock again if I acted like a good guy for a change.’

            Susan VARDY

            So James – you witnessed some terrible things at Brightstar. What was the most disturbing?

            CoNNOR

            Squeal, piggy!

            james

            Well, Susan—

            RomAN

            (‘serious voice’)

            ‘Well Susan. I’m a piece of shit. I’m a weasel. And I’m scared.’

            james

            Brightstar cruises was for decades a cesspit of mismanagement. There were systematic cover-ups of damaging incidents. And millions and millions of dollars paid out over decades to cover up sexual exploitation and harassment by Brightstar employees, including the man in charge, Lester McClintock.

            RoMAN

            (chants)

            Mo Mo Mo!

            James

            Who at the very least repeatedly offered career advancement to cruise line entertainers in return for sexual favors.

            connOR

            Big fucking deal!

            roman

            Where’s the proof, Ruth!

            James

            And then you have even more serious incidents that occurred outside US jurisdiction, sexual assaults, mistreatment of stowaways and immigrants workers, of guests overboard, injury and unexplained deaths.

            SUSAN VARDY

            And what are you saying about these incidents? Including passengers overboard?

            roman

            Let me look inside of my tinfoil hat! Yes, they did 9/11.

            james

            Look, I was in accounting. And this operation was run in silos. So I don’t know everything.

            greg

            (joining in)

            Oh he doesn’t know everything now?!

            Kendall

            Con-fucking-venient.

            RomAN

            Nothing burger!

            James

            But I do know what the stories were. And I kept notes. And I know there was no appetite whatsoever at senior levels for uncovering the truth

            SUSAN VARDY

            You’re saying there were cover-ups?

            james

            Absolutely. I helped arrange some of them. According to my records Waystar has over three hundred and twenty binding NDAs settling claims with victims of sexual assaults and silencing former employees.

            Logan

            Who’s backing you, Weasel?

            SUSAN VARDY

            So, go on, tell us about how these cover-ups worked.

            JAMES

            At the sharp end. The system that was commonplace was a cruise ‘shadow log’. So—

            (beat)

            the incident wouldn’t show up in the official record, just the shadow log.

            Susan VARDY

            And people, people off the ship, the company HQ, did they know this sort of cover-up was going on?

            james

            Well there was a certain amount of oversight, Gerri Kellman—

            Roman whoops.

            Roman

            Gerri!

            ToM

            Whoop! Whoop! Gerri alert!

            james

            Gerri, or more often one of her team, would send an email you know of grave concern when there was a complaint about cover-ups, saying everything must be properly investigated.

            ROMAN

            Yeah, Gerri, you go, girl!

            james

            But then there’d be another call, from which a different set of instructions were sent, the real set.

            kendall

            Well that’s libelous.

            ROMAN

            What a cool system!

            JAMES

            Yeah there was a clean-up under Bill Lockhart, and he reported to Kendall Roy. They tried to clean things up, shut Lester out. The bad eggs got pumped along to the west coast and pensioned off.

            KENDALL

            Fucking – Orwell in reverse.

            RoMAN

            Weasels gonna weasel.

            JAMES

            And then recently Tom Wambsgans. I believe he tied off a lot of loose ends.

            ROMAN

            Banging on the Tom Tom!

            Maybe Roman and Tom fist-bump. Greg looks a little perturbed.

            Susan VARDY

            But getting into the detail a bit. This phrase that you say occurred many times in these shadow logs, ‘Incident: NRPI’?

            james

            That’s ‘Incident: No Real Person Involved’.

            susan VARDY

            Uh-huh? And what does that mean?

            james

            That’s – that’s—

            RoMAN

            (mocking)

            ‘Er, that’s that’s that’s’, spit it out, man!

            james

            That’s, where there has been an incident but the victim, it’s a sex worker or a migrant worker at a foreign port, not a guest or a member of permanent staff.

            susAN VARDY

            ‘No Real Person Involved’?

            The atmosphere in the room cools.

            Logan

            I can’t watch any more of this fucking bullshit. Con?

            Logan nods. Connor changes channels. Logan breathes. Angry. 

            KENDALL

            You okay, Pop?

            Logan

            Bullshit. We reckon Sandy’s backing him. Through a buddy and six fucking shell companies. Sick bastards will do and say anything.

            Silence. The sport plays loud. 

            Roman

            And you don’t think we should watch? So we can – for a response.

            LOGAN

            I’ve got fifty fucking people paid to watch. I don’t need to see that nonsense. I’ll watch it later. I’ll get the digest.

            They all sit and look at sports on TV and stew in Logan’s anger and silence. There is an ashtray with a half-smoked fat expensive cigar in it. Kendall regards it with interest. 

            Greg’s phone goes for a couple of rings. He gets up. 

            Greg

            It’s my grandpa? I should …

            LOGAN

            Go. Talk to the sourpuss.

            Greg steps out as the men all watch the old sports rerun. Kendall is scrolling Twitter—

            kendaLL

            No one I know is buying it. People aren’t buying it. It’s not playing.

            Greg

            (into phone)

            Yeah we’re watching. Well there’s apparently another side to it? He’s not quite the straight shooter himself, so. But yeah, I’ve been thinking, let me just get to a private …

            Greg goes into the den to find somewhere quiet. He crosses to open the doors into the lounge to get some privacy. 

            INT. LogaN’S APARTMENT – LOUNGE – night

            When Greg opens the doors he finds Gerri, Hugo, Karolina, Karl watching on a TV that has been wheeled in. There are a couple of extra lawyers and lobbyists. A guy coming from the dining room with a report for Karolina. On the TV we see the interview running—

            SusAN VARDY

            Uh-huh. So the victims in these cases didn’t even keep a copy of their own NDAs?

            Greg

            (to the room)

            Sorry!

            (then, into phone)

            Look. Yeah I think I have made a decision.

            He exits and hovers in the den. Looks through to Logan. Everything feels real and unreal at the same time to him—

            And I just wonder if it has to be this binary, because I really don’t want to change the nature of our relationship yet I do feel this is a job, a career I like and—

            (phone down other end)

            Grandpa? Hello? Gramps …

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – LIVING ROOM – night

            The men watch an old sports game in silence as Logan mulls. He picks up a phone. Dials. Kendall and Roman and Frank all scrolling Twitter—

            KeNDALL

            Me. You. Roman. Frank. Gerri. Tom. Bill. All repeatedly mentioned.

            INT. RHEA’S APARTMENT – night

            Rhea is watching the interview, drinking a glass of fizzy water and eating a perfect omelette. 

            She looks at Logan’s name as the phone buzzes. Lets it ring as she watches. 

            james

            (onscreen)

            The NDAs meant victims were barred from talking about anything. Anything. To family, a therapist even.

            Eventually, Rhea answers. 

            Intercut with:

            INT. LogaN’S APARTMENT – LOUNGE – night

            Logan

            Hey? You watching?

            RhEA

            Not good.

            James

            They were physically kept at lawyers’ offices. These victims didn’t, from the day they took the payout and signed, they didn’t even have access to what they’d signed. The payouts weren’t audited. It was all kept from the board.

            LOGAN

            It’s bullshit. He’s a scumbag with a grudge being backed by troublemakers and it’s trumped-up horseshit. This is nothing, Rhea. We’re going to kill him on this. Bury him in lawsuits.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. It’s nothing. You wanna show your face? Rally the troops?

            RHEA

            Let me think. I should watch. Bye.

            LOGAN

            Bye, Rhea.

            On Logan. The men in the room on their phones. Kendall and Roman are watching the interview, we don’t see but hear from the phone—

            james

            Look, Logan Roy himself – apparently he himself used to joke, ‘Lock up your daughters, we’re in international waters.’

            Does Logan wince? Kendall or Roman – a vague memory?

            Susan VARDY

            And what do you say to the people who ask: where are these women, these victims? That you’re inflating and conflating and even straight-out making stuff up?

            JAMES

            I’m sure someone will speak up. And look the evidence I have is already compelling.

            Beat.

            It’s either one of the worst ever cases of passively sanctioned corporate illegal behavior …

            INT. CAR – night

            Shiv is watching on an iPad. 

            James

            … or one of the greatest failure of corporate governance. It’s senior management’s duty to be in control of the people they employ. If they did know, that’s terrible. If they didn’t know it’s an unconscionable lack of control.

            SusaN VARDY

            Waystar representatives declined to appear but they did issue a statement saying …

            Shiv is scrolling on one phone as she watches, has another at her ear. On the line to someone—

            Shiv

            Uh-huh. Well thanks for letting me know.

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – lounge – night

            Post-match. Logan has moved through to the lounge. He sits with his core team. Hugo, Gerri, Frank. 

            Periodically someone comes through from the dining room with a piece of paper or something on a phone for someone. 

            KendaLL

            Bad. But …

            RomAN

            But not too bad?

            hugo

            No, bad. I think. Very bad.

            Frank

            I would agree. Bad.

            roman

            Obviously it’s fucking bad, Frank. We’re talking here about how bad?

            Hugo

            Just from a PR perspective, wouldn’t want anyone to underplay how bad it was?

            kendall

            Thanks for the fucking expertise. Could you put a number on its badosity?

            HUGO

            No …

            Karl

            But maybe a nine?

            LoGAN

            What’s the strategy? Everything on the table.

            RoMAN

            I mean do we close cruises?

            LoGAN

            What the fuck does that mean? Defensive. That’s off the table.

            Karolina comes through. She has papers. Gives them to Logan.

            Karolina

            These are the talking points we’re hitting: He’s embittered; he’s the bad guy covering his tracks; some nasty background on him; no proof; no victim voices; nothing that new.

            Logan scans. 

            That okay for tonight? For social media? We’re going to put Hugo out to respond unless anyone—

            Logan

            Not Hugo. He looks like he’s been fucking dancers. No offense, Hugo.

            Hugo swallows it. 

            Hugo

            No, fair play.

            kaROLINA

            Rhea plays well. We can’t lean too hard, but that’s good for us if you’re happy to get surrogates talking her up?

            Logan nods. Good. Gerri is making rapid notes. 

            Gerri

            Do you want to hear what I think?

            Logan nods, go on.

            I think we, we, say the, truth?

            Logan looks at her. She looks back. 

            Logan

            Uh-huh?

            GERRI

            That the senior cadre, here, and the family knew nothing of this.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Gerri reads his attitude.

            GERRI

            So we throw Mo overboard. Mo is, you know, I think we’re all sad about what we’ve learned about Mo.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Nods all round. 

            GERRI

            But, in terms of the way this breaks down. Mo: bad apple. Jim Weasel: bad apple, saving his skin cos he’s scared about what he did. Spies a book deal. Sotto voce, backed by Sandy and Stewy, all corporate fuckery, not real concern. And in terms of historic – shit, I’m afraid we give up Bill? Because he should have let us know what he discovered rather than clean up without telling us the details?

            Kendall and Logan and Roman exchange glances. Did Bill, in fact, let them know? 

            I don’t think there’s going to be paper that shows anything beyond Bill.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            I mean everyone likes Bill?

            Frank

            I like Bill.

            RoMAN

            I mean Bill tried to clean up, right? I do like Bill.

            gerri

            It seems like Bill was where the buck stopped though, right?

            ROMAN

            Do we kill Bill?

            Gerri looks around. 

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – DEN – night

            Greg enters from lounge. He’s been on the phone to his mom. He walks to the drinks cabinet. Greg looks around – Tom is pacing, nervous about what’s going on next door. Connor is looking at figures from the play on his phone. 

            GreG

            So. Yeah. I think, I just maybe – turned down a – a – quarter of a billion dollars?

            Tom

            Uh-huh?

            Greg goes to the drinks tray on the side, looks at the bottle. 

            Greg

            I might need a drink. Can I drink these drinks? They are drinks, for people, right?

            (shouts)

            Richard, can I just take a drink please?!

            tom

            Good call, man.

            (beat)

            Probably.

            CONNOR

            Hm? Looks like there might be a slight uptick in ticket sales?

            GREG

            Uh-huh. I mean Logan promised he’ll look after me? So.

            connor

            Quarter of a billion? And instead you’re trusting Dad?

            Greg gulps.

            Greg

            I mean, Grandpa changes his mind a lot. Plus. Who knows how long I might have to wait, right? He’s so – sturdy. And I’m good, anyways, cos I spoke to Mom, and he’s going to give me like— Apparently he’ll leave me five million anyway. So I’m golden. Really?

            CONNOR

            You can’t do anything with five, Greg. Five is a nightmare.

            GREG

            It is?

            connor

            Oh yeah. Can’t retire, not worth it to work. Oh yes, five will drive you ‘un poco loco’, my fine feathered friend.

            tom

            You’re the poorest rich person in America. The world’s tallest dwarf.

            connor

            The weakest strongman at the circus.

            Greg

            Right. But better to be – inside the tent, pissing out?

            Tom

            Oh sure. Cos, this tent, you try to leave, someone will slit your throat by the campfire, so.

            Greg swallows. Roman enters to get them to come for a drink.

            Roman

            Okay. Tom? We’re done, come, we have a strategy.

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – LOUNGE – night

            They head through to the lounge room. As Shiv comes in from the elevator, saying hello to people, Tom goes to join her.

            Shiv

            Hey, Tom. You’re famous!

            Tom

            Um, sure, it’s bad, but—

            RoMAN

            So, we have a strategy. This isn’t that different from the magazine piece. We’re letting Bill take it. It went as far as Bill. Kill Bill.

            LogAN

            It’ll blow over in forty-eight hours.

            But Shiv has news. 

            SHIV

            Well, no. I’m just off the phone. And it’s definite. Either Gil or Gilliard is going to call for hearings.

            KeNDALL

            Oh fuck, what?

            SHIV

            Senate Commerce. Probably House too. The staff are huddled on how they choreograph. But they’ll fast-track off the interview and roll it into the tourism regulatory hearings they already have cooking.

            Gerri is getting a text confirming. Tom goes out to the lounge to get his phones.

            gerri

            Yup, buckle up, folks. We’re gonna get an invite to the great national latrine, see who wants to take a public dump.

            shiv

            Pull on the big-boy pants, folks, cos it’s a rootin’ tootin’ Waystar cum-dump and everyone’s invited. Mr Fuck is going to Washington.

            Logan does something shocking – a shout of irritation or pain. 

            LogaN

            Gah!!! No! I can’t have this now!

            Beat. Everyone readjusts. Kendall thinks—

            kendall

            Who will they want to testify?

            Shiv

            Well they’ll want Dad.

            karl

            But we won’t accept that.

            RomAN

            Protect the egg chamber!

            LogAN

            Karolina – make some calls. Our various friends, Florida gang, see who can jam this the fuck up?

            Karolina heads out. Tom re-enters. 

            hugo

            I mean to actually get to the bottom of this we can argue it would be better to have people who operationally— We can suggest – say, Gerri and Tom?

            Tense. 

            Tom

            I was next door, I’m sorry, what?

            Gerri not crazy either.

            Gerri

            Uh-huh. You wanna explain the thinking, Hugo?

            Hugo

            I’m not— I’m just positing?

            GERRI

            Sure well you posited in my direction, so?

            HUGO

            You know, general counsel. Looks compelling. You know where the buck stopped?

            shiv

            Right? And why Tom?

            A bit of support from Shiv is nice. 

            HUGO

            Tom can talk operationally? He got quite heavy play in the interview?

            Tom

            (fuck you, Hugo)

            Well I get where you’re coming from Hugo and obviously I’d be happy to help.

            Karolina comes back. 

            karoLINA

            We might be able to slow but the Dems will push for fast and they’ll push for Logan.

            roman

            Do we just say fuck them?

            Shiv

            Fuck – Congress, Roman?

            roman

            Yes, Shiv, ‘fuck Congress’. Have I shocked you?

            SHIV

            You don’t know what you’re talking about.

            ROMAN

            And you’ve got a pathetic respect for pieces of paper and an inability to see that everything in the world is made up, including subpoenas and committees, so yeah. Fuck ’em.

            frank

            Shareholder meeting in two and a half weeks? I mean – we are unusually subject to the vicissitudes of public opinion.

            karl

            I can translate. That’s Frank for ‘we’re fucked’.

            Hugo

            Look, should we see how we do with Gerri and Tom offered?

            Logan nods to Roman. They head out. Into the hall together as the others argue.

            Gerri

            I mean I am fine with that.

            (she’s not)

            I just don’t know how I became the default option?

            HUGO

            By being so darn good at your job. I’m just talking. It’s not aggressive, Gerri.

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – HALL – night

            Roman expects to get a dressing down for his subpoena chat … 

            LoGAN

            I want your help.

            Roman expects the sucker-punch.

            RoMAN

            Someone need to go to the store for smokes?

            LOGAN

            This’ll go on all night. But it might not be okay.

            ROMAN

            It might not be okay?

            LOGAN

            It might not be okay.

            ROMAN

            Like, how not okay?

            LOGAN

            Congress will spook shareholders. I’m on a knife-edge. A bad ten minutes on camera in DC and that could be it. The end.

            ROMAN

            The end? Dad, no—

            LOGAN

            What floppy fucking shareholder is gonna back me facing this?

            Roman can see his dad is genuinely anxious. 

            I need you to go chase down the sovereign wealth money.

            ROMAN

            Right. I mean, that’s, it’s a cool idea but it is a stretch, you know?

            LOGAN

            That Central Asian oil money? That’s no-strings fuckable dry powder.

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Okay. Sure.

            LOGAN

            Time out from the responsibilities of being a public company. That’s a lifeline. Can you do it?

            Logan holds Roman’s gaze.

            ROMAN

            Look. Dad, I want to say yes. But, I’ll be honest, if this is like really important. I mean I can say I can do it … like a, fireman, in a film – but honestly?

            LOGAN

            You act the fucknuckle, but people like you.

            ROMAN

            It’s a really big deal to set up?

            LOGAN

            Anyone can do a deal. It’s just the right number from the right suit.

            Roman wavers.

            Getting your dick in is easy, it’s getting them to bed that’s hard. He likes you. You can do it.

            Logan doesn’t often ask Roman for stuff this way. 

            ROMAN

            Then, sure, Dad. I got it.

            LOGAN

            Keep me close. You’ll take Laird and Karl for details, okay?

            Roman

            Great.

            (as he readies to go, ‘casual’)

            And just to – check. Marcia, is she upstairs? Is that all okay? You okay? You got anyone to speak to about – shit?

            LOGAN

            You want me to see a shrink? You may wanna screw your mother but I’m fine in that department thank you.

            roman

            Great. Well just nice we can talk about these things.

            Logan gives him a squeeze on the shoulder. That counts for a lot. 

            Roman heads to the elevator. Rhea enters and Logan smiles at her. She passes Roman—

            RhEA

            Hey. You okay?

            roman

            Going to Asia to get ten billion. Don’t wait up!

            Rhea approaches Logan. 

            Logan

            Hey. How you doing?

            Rhea

            Yeah, worried I’ve agreed to be CEO of a dumpster-fire pirate death ship. You?

            LOGAN

            (he lies)

            I’m fine. I’m not worried.

            RHEA

            Right. The magazine was one thing but this?

            LOGAN

            I didn’t know he was going to pipe up, Rhea.

            RHEA

            I feel like I’m your prophylactic. A rubber you slipped on so I can protect you?

            LOGAN

            That was not the idea.

            RHEA

            I can see I fulfill a useful role at this point. A more respectable flavor. Secure votes from shaky shareholders?

            LOGAN

            You’re good. The new broom. You’re golden.

            RHEA

            Well that plays for me too. It’s fun to be the new bride, rearranging the bachelor’s apartment, putting flowers out. It’s just not nice if you think you might find a corpse in the freezer, you know, Bluebeard?

            LOGAN

            This was all kept from me, Rhea. It was a rogue sicko. Trust me.

            She looks at him. Then— 

            Rhea

            Uh-huh. Well by accident or design you’ve left me very little room for maneuver. Shall I show my face?

            LOGAN

            That would be very much appreciated.

            They walk on through the middle room. 

            Shiv

            Rhea.

            RHEA

            Shiv.

            SHIV

            Tough night. Great to know we’ve got you coming in.

            A smile from Shiv. A meaningful look between them. If Logan didn’t set her up – did Shiv?

            RHEA

            Well thank you.

            SHIV

            Couldn’t think of anyone better to see us through.

            As Rhea heads on into the dining room, she switches a switch. Whatever way this goes she needs to be on! The big war cabinet is assembled. Lawyers and PR folks and Kendall and Gerri and Frank have drifted through. 

            RhEA

            Hey! What you guys all doing here, is there a game on?

            Smiles all round. 

            Frank

            Hey, Rhea.

            RHEA

            Seriously. That was a mountain out of a molehill. Everyone’s saying it. Hearings happen every day. C-SPAN filler. And look at you. Fucking rockstars! It’s hall of fame in here. So, as I understand it we really have nothing to be guilty about and nothing to worry about so – yeah. I look forward to getting more involved! ‘Toodle-pip!’

            She turns and, as she heads out, the light goes off. 

            LogaN

            Thank you.

            RHEA

            They look scared.

            LOGAN

            They’re good.

            She gives a little bit of warmth. Hard times. 

            Rhea

            And you okay?

            LOGAN

            You want a bite, later?

            RHEA

            I think that’s difficult. Look after yourself okay?

            LOGAN

            I got it, Rhea. This is nothing.

            She gives him a touch on the arm and heads out. 

            EXT. logan’s APARTMENT building – night

            Time passes. It is late at night. 

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – DEN – night

            Later – Logan and Shiv. Logan has a whisky and a rug over his legs. He’s tired. His eyes flicker as he reads a document. Shiv is looking at her phone. 

            Shiv

            Dad. I might—?

            Logan

            What?

            SHIV

            I might go, I think everyone else has—

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            (then)

            Nah. Just – ten, I might need a sounding board on – this.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. And where’s Marcia?

            Logan

            What? She’s fine.

            SHIV

            None of the staff will say.

            (nods)

            Cigar in the ashtray? Bit of nose hair on the go there? And the coffee table books haven’t been shuffled all week? Where is she?

            LOGAN

            She’s seeing her daughter. It’s all fine.

            SHIV

            And Rhea didn’t want to stay and plot?

            LOGAN

            Rhea’s good. How are you?

            Is he really asking? She looks at him. 

            Shiv

            Yeah. Well, you know?

            LOGAN

            I’m sorry and whatnot for all the complications.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Sure.

            LOGAN

            You pushed – there was never the time. We needed some time, me and you, you know? I still think—

            SHIV

            (cuts him off )

            Let’s leave that shall we? For now?

            Logan is sleepy – but he wants to return to the soothing rhythms of gossip. He leans back, eyelids flutter. 

            logan

            Gil, is it right he’s got an issue? Can’t keep it in his pants? That’s why his old lady offed herself is what I heard?

            SHIV

            I think it was more complicated.

            LOGAN

            I hear he likes to do the tiger joke.

            SHIV

            The tiger joke?

            LOGAN

            You know the tiger joke. ‘What fucks like a tiger and winks?’

            He leaves a beat then looks at her and winks. 

            SHIV

            I don’t know that joke. No.

            LOGAN

            Apparently Sandy can’t get it up, with or without the pill?

            SHIV

            Oh really?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            He’s sleepy now. Eyes closing, she offers him a morsel of gossip, his favorite—

            SHIV

            I hear Keith Lopez is seriously ill?

            LOGAN

            Oooh. Is he now? Yeah. I heard that.

            (then)

            Yeah he can’t get it up at all. Nothing there.

            SHIV

            Right. Right.

            She watches him doze off on his chair. 

            After a beat she gets up, kisses him on the forehead and leaves. Marta, the night-time maid, is there.

            day two

            EXT. new york – AirSTRIP – day

            Laird, Roman and Karl, accompanied by assistants, get out of cars to board a private jet. 

            EXT. WaRM-WEATHER Training pitch – EUROPE – day

            At the side of a training pitch, Eduard and Roman watch the Hearts team train. Coaches and medical staff patrol the sidelines, all deferential to their new owners. 

            Behind are the press and PR teams and some liaison folk from the club making sure it all goes smoothly. With Eduard, Kadir, a senior financial advisor. Karl and Laird too. 

            Eduard

            They’ve got high hopes for Morgan, the left-back? With the – the hair?

            Roman

            Oh, yeah, great. He’s got the whole – wing side on shutdown, there?

            (beat)

            Yeah. He’s strong. Doing his left-backy stuff.

            (beat)

            Left-backs are super … important.

            Roman waits, doesn’t know what else to say. 

            Look, it’s great to see the guys. Love the Hearts. But I guess, I’m just gonna come right out and say: Is there any chance you would have the muscle to take us private. Would that be of interest to you and your dad?

            EDUARD

            Yes.

            karl

            Yes?

            EDUARD

            Yes. We’re interested in helping you go private. Yeah, we like it as part of the portfolio and we like the news expertise you can share.

            So easy?

            laird

            Okay? Well – great. You want, shall I call Logan and – shall we get your dad and Logan to—?

            Eduard ignores the guys.

            EDUARD

            Can you do it, Rome? Could you and your bumboys here come to Turkey, like tomorrow? And pitch to me and my dad?

            ROMAN

            Well, sure. Sure. Right, bumboys?

            Laird and Karl smile and assent through gritted teeth. 

            EDUARD

            Azeri investment conference in Bursa. Everyone’s gonna be there we can get into it?

            ROMAN

            Well sure. I can pitch. Sure. Sure.

            The training match is ending. 

            eduard

            C’mon – let’s do the shit. They’ve got a tough one next game.

            Eduard marches over. The players huddle in.

            Coach

            Good session, lads. I’ve got the guys here, the owners, wanna give you a couple of words. Alright?

            Eduard pushes forward.

            Eduard

            Great session, guys. And listen, for Saturday. You have the ability, you have the mentality. Watch that press doesn’t leave you exposed on the turnover and you fucking got this! Rome?

            Roman isn’t totally prepared. Looks round at quite suspicious faces of the players. 

            Roman

            Thanks. Yeah. Proud to be associated with you guys. So. Team talk. What can I say that you don’t already know? Don’t forget to run. Don’t forget to pass. Shoot whenever you can. All the time. When you’re passing, ask yourself could this be a shot? Always be thinking. And don’t be afraid. Lobs, chips, backspins, dropshots – you’ve got it all in the locker, guys.

            Enough? Not quite, he goes for a rousing finish. 

            Cos, you guys are a team. And, when a team is a team it cannot actually be physically beaten. It’s impossible. So. Go hard. Go fast. Go – ya lovely bastards!

            With that Roman walks away. 

            Karl

            ‘Go ya lovely bastards’?

            INT. WASHINGTON, dc HOTEL – day

            Set-up montage. A suite or conference room is set up with desks and TVs. Computers, printers, teleconferencing equipment. 

            days later

            EXT. WASHINGTOn, dc – day

            A motorcade makes its way to the Senate buildings. 

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – CORRIDOR – day

            Logan, Kendall, Gerri, Tom, Shiv and Hugo walk. Jess, Kerry, Greg and Gerri’s assistant behind. Colin and a few of his colleagues front and behind. 

            Protesters – twenty or so of them. Fanned out beside the entrance, holding photos of Logan: ‘Rapestar – Shitco’. 

            Inside the building, a long line of people waiting for the hearings to start. 

            EXT. car – BURSA, turkey – day

            Roman, Karl and Laird ride through the Turkish city of Bursa. Dave their security chief sits up front. 

            laird

            Do you want twenty of my best minutes on Turko-Azerbaijani relations?

            Roman

            What, the oil pipeline cooperation, the military and diplomatic links or the deeper cultural sympathies?

            Impressive. Laird nods. Roman touches his briefing pack. Karl looks out the window. 

            Karl

            I will say, beautiful women.

            Roman dials and lets out a moan of disapproval to Karl. 

            What? It’s an observation, can I not say that?

            ROMAN

            You can say, like—

            (nonchalant and woke)

            ‘Um, beautiful women’. But—

            (leery)

            ‘Ughm, beautiful women’ is creepy.

            Roman connects.

            Hey how’s Dad? Is he okay? He doing it?

            They arrive at a nice hotel. Dave jumps out first and greets other security guys. There are police and army out front. But low-key – businessmen coming and going. 

            Intercut with:

            INT. senate Building – corridor – day

            Shiv on the phone.

            Shiv

            We got them to agree to Gerri and Tom up first on operational. Then him. With Ken. How you doing selling the family cow for magic beans?

            Shiv and Tom are with Gerri and Hugo. As Shiv talks Gerri motions to Bill Lockhart coming through the lobby. The following is under the Shiv–Roman conversation. 

            Gerri

            Oh fuck, Bill!? What’s Bill doing here?

            ROMAN

            That’s right, sister. Just a dipshit, a sex pest and the Grand Old Duke of Dork on a Central Asian vacation.

            Tom

            Oh, no. No, Gerri. I don’t want— If we’re gonna kill Bill, I don’t wanna see Bill?

            Roman

            Certainly not going in to pitch for eleven bil with the CFO and Dad’s most trusted banker. Nah. Nothing to see here!

            Phone down. 

            But they can’t really avoid each other. 

            Gerri

            (aside)

            Fuck it, let’s do this.

            (loud)

            Hey Bill!

            BiLL

            Hey hey hey!

            tom

            Bill! Bill Bill Bill, look at you. What the fuck? What you doing, you’re not – appearing?

            BILL

            Oh god no. No. No. Nope. Hey Magic Johnson’s still a Laker even if he’s not on the team, right? No, live in Maryland, thought I’d come in and support the old gang.

            TOM

            Oh that is – that is lovely. What a nice gesture, Bill.

            BILL

            Look – I should, I should let you get going but, good luck.

            Shiv

            No sure. Good to see you.

            BILL

            Rooting for you all!

            He heads off. The gang exchange looks. 

            SHIV

            Well, that’s, nice?

            GERRI

            That is nice.

            Tom

            I mean that is just nice.

            (then)

            Still?

            They watch him go. 

            GERRI

            Adios Bill.

            TOM

            Rest in peace, Billy boy.

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – WASHROOM – day

            Kendall is FaceTimimg with Naomi. 

            naomi

            Hey, fuckface.

            kendall

            Yup. Thanks. Little bit. Nervous actually. Just calling for the last-minute reassurance?

            Naomi

            You ready? Or are you gonna shit yourself on live TV?

            KENDALL

            I got it. And if I blow it. I’ve still got you.

            NAOMI

            I mean you could easily easily, say the wrong thing, lose your company and your reputation. I mean one wrong thing?

            KENDALL

            It’s a possibility.

            NaOMI

            And I’d ghost you, like that.

            KENDALL

            Thanks for the pep talk, baby. Listen any chance at all of you coming down? It’s pretty fucking heavy.

            Naomi

            Sorry, Ken.

            (beat)

            But listen. Words of comfort. Don’t say anything racist. Okay? Don’t let it get inside your head you’re just going to blurt something racist. That’s the one thing not to do.

            He chuckles, blows her a kiss.

            INT. WAYSTAR WASHINGTON WAR ROOM – day

            Karolina in charge. Rhea is there and Frank. There are maybe twenty people in the room. Lawyers, outside PR people. A TV quad split to watch the testimony and news reactions. Assistants. Coffee. Newspapers. Magazines. Files of briefing material. Everyone set up with laptops and phones ready to respond and correct and spin. 

            Karolina

            Okay, folks. Here we go.

            Frank

            ‘Are you, or have you ever been, a member of the cruise-dirty-sex-fuck cover-up party?’

            Rhea

            (into speakerphone)

            How’s the link?

            Intercut with:

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Hugo and Shiv and Greg, Kerry, Jess and Gerri’s assistant are there looking at Gerri and Tom and Logan and Kendall, all anxious with pre-match tension. Also a senior legal advisor/coach and a crisis PR hearings specialist, Pej. 

            rhea

            (through speakerphone)

            You reading us?

            Tom

            Can I do—? Shall we do one more round? Gerri? You wanna just—?

            HUGO

            Tom. You’ve done the prep, you’re murder-boarded to death.

            gerri

            Can you stop angsting? You’re angsting me.

            hugo

            Remember, it’s not a courthouse, it’s a stage. Anything goes. Okay? Filibuster, every minute you’re speaking you’re stealing from them and their horseshit. Eat eat eat those dangerous fucking minutes, okay?

            pej

            You guys have this. It’s a cinch okay? Just let the training kick in. What I tell clients is, from here on in, just use the Force?

            He smiles and starts to exit. 

            gerri

            I guess I’d feel more reassured if the Force wasn’t a made-up space power from a kids’ film?

            Greg

            Maybe just try to enjoy it?

            Tom

            Yeah, great thanks, Greg.

            A member of staff comes in to tell them it is time. Shiv kisses Tom—

            ShIv

            Good luck.

            Shiv heads out into the corridor. As Gerri and Tom prepare. 

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – CORRIDOR – day

            In the busy hallway, Shiv passes Nate on his way to grab something before the hearings. They both light up and do their fake smiles for one another.

            ShiV / Nate

            How you doing? / How’ve you been?

            Nate

            Great. Very happily married. You?

            SHIV

            The same maybe more so.

            But as soon as they can they both drop their smiles fast—

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – day

            Various senators stand behind their chairs on the dais, talking to one another. Roberts and Gil are there. Nate takes a spot behind Gil. The room is packed with other staff.

            An enormous crush of still and video cameras is set up in front of the witness table.

            Next, Gerri and Tom walk into the hearing room. The massive wall of cameras shoots point-blank in their faces as they sit. 

            In the first row behind the witness table: Greg and Gerri’s assistant, legal counsel and Pej. Greg looks at Tom, hoping he’ll make it through. 

            Gerri and Tom are sworn in.

            INT. BURSA HOTEL – day

            Roman has given a presentation to Eduard, his father, Amin, some other serious businessmen, Kadir, their main advisor (Turkish). Roman’s PowerPoint presentation is still up but now he’s talking off the cuff. Just outside the room, security, including Roman’s pointman, Dave.

            Roman

            The fact is, we’re undervalued. Tech made everyone drop their guts about legacy media. But really, the wheel turns. Most tech is overvalued. We’re profitable. Real money. Yeah we need the space to transform. But for you, this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. To buy into the US media landscape at the very very top.

            Amin whispers to Kadir.

            Kadir

            It’s a lot of debt right. Are you sure you can bring it together?

            A reaction from Karl and Laird – they’re interested?

            ROMAN

            Jamie here is the fucking master of leverage. Structured some of the biggest LBOs in history.

            There is a commotion at the door. Roman tries to carry on. Six paramilitary armed men are there. You’d guess they were paramilitary or high-quality private security or undercover cops. Bulletproof vests. Chinos or jeans and trainers but arm holsters and radios too.

            They talk to Eduard’s security guys.

            Laird

            Guilty, as charged.

            Dave and his colleague talk to the two gangs – Eduard’s security and the new bunch of aggressive-looking guys. Roman is increasingly distracted. 

            ROMAN

            Besides, we’d have a decent amount of equity in this.

            The leader of the gang of six comes and talks to Eduard who talks to Kadir and Amin. 

            Are we – good?

            Eduard and Amin are concerned – but try to hide it. 

            eduard

            We’re good. But we’re all going to go with these gentlemen now. Okay?

            Outside, Dave and his fellow guard are ushered away in another direction. 

            ROMAN

            Excuse me? What?

            EDUARD

            Yes.

            Roman

            Uh-huh? And this is, these gentlemen are – who, exactly?

            Kadir

            We’ll go with them, it’s fine.

            Kadir and Eduard talk to the guys outside the door. They are making a plea but it is confusing. Eduard’s security guys are led off in another direction. 

            ROMAN

            Is that— I don’t— Dave?

            Laird

            Can I make a call?

            Eduard comes to ‘explain’. 

            EDUARD

            Yes. We will go with them. Now.

            ROMAN

            In regards to? Is this about our thing? Is this a business thing?

            EDUARD

            Uh-huh.

            ROMAN

            Excuse me? Is Dave—? Dave—? Security, where is—?

            EDUARD

            Dave’s not coming.

            ROMAN

            Dave’s not coming? I’d really really like Dave to come?

            EDUARD

            Dave’s downstairs, we’ll go without him.

            ROMAN

            Dave?

            Kadir

            There was a concern about Dave, it’s a security risk here so we’re better with these guys? Okay. It’s good. There could be a situation but luckily we’re being looked after.

            ROMAN

            Laird? Dave? Where’s Dave?

            He takes out his phone but a security guy takes it from him and gestures for Laird and Karl’s phones too. 

            laird

            I think we’re going now?

            They are ushered out with Kadir, Eduard, Amin. 

            ROMAN

            What the fuck. Laird. Karl, what the fuck?

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – HEARING ROOM – day

            Gerri is responding to a question. Tom is visible next to her. He has tried to look neutral and supportive but it’s posed and looks a bit – weird. 

            Gerri

            Look in response to that I think I would want to say not only do we adhere to the letter of the law, our corporate guidelines are much much more stringent, if I can just read to you from the anti-harassment policy …

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Shiv and Hugo watch. 

            shiv

            Preach it, sister!

            Hugo

            She masters a brief beautifully. She’s giving them fucking nothing.

            SHIV

            Eat those minutes, Doctor Filibuster, yum yum yum!

            hugo

            The bulletproof monk.

            Karolina

            (on speakerphone)

            Oh shit! Twitter thinks Tom’s smirking! See that.

            Shiv

            (scribbling note)

            Uh-huh. Got it.

            KAROLINA

            Smirk lurk. His face is getting heat. People hate his face.

            Shiv hands the note to an assistant.

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – HEARING ROOM – day

            An assistant hands Gerri a note. She passes the note to Tom. He reads it and tries to adjust his face. 

            Gil is taking his turn. 

            gil

            Mr Wambsgans – am I saying that correctly – just some background. Mr Lester McClintock, you accept he offered jobs to young women who would sleep with him?

            Tom is self-conscious about his face now. Nate is there looking at him. 

            Tom

            That seems to be the case. But the company was unaware and obviously it was some time before my time. In fact Bill Lockhart—

            GIL

            Uh-huh, but within the upper echelons of the firm and family, Lester was commonly known as ‘Mo’, is that correct?

            TOM

            I don’t— I’m a relative newcomer?

            GIL

            This email.

            Gil motions and Nate gets an internal email up on a big screen. ‘Mo’ is highlighted in a brief internal email. 

            You call Lester McClintock ‘Mo’. Why?

            TOM

            I guess I think it was a nickname.

            GIL

            You called him ‘Mo’ in emails over thirty times to family and colleagues, but you never used it in the items of correspondence sent to him during his illness. Why not?

            TOM

            I don’t know.

            GIL

            You don’t know? He was called Mo? But always behind his back??

            tom

            Um. I’d have to look at the emails. I never thought about it.

            GIL

            Lester’s nickname was Mo? Mo – Lester. Molester. That never came up?

            TOM

            I guess maybe, it was a joke?

            GIL

            What was it a joke about? ‘Mo Lester’?

            TOM

            I don’t— I guess it was a – a, a coincidence?

            GIL

            He was offering jobs in return for sex? And your private nickname for him was Mo Lester? That’s quite a coincidence.

            Tom

            Er. I guess he was maybe a little creepy-seeming, perhaps?

            GIL

            Well you were right there!

            TOM

            Just because he was called molester didn’t mean— It was just an off-color joke.

            Nate listens and makes a note sitting behind Gil.

            GIL

            That happened to be one hundred percent based on truth? But not one of the many many people who called this molester, ‘Mo Lester’ had the slightest idea he was a molester. You can see why that stretches our credulity?

            As Tom answers, Nate slips a question to Gil. He seems to be directing much of this line of questioning.

            TOM

            He just seemed maybe a bit like one? We didn’t know anything.

            GIL

            Well, since he ‘seemed a bit like one’ do you think it might have behooved the people in charge to find out if he was one, before they sent him off on ships full of young women dancers and vulnerable old and young guests?

            TOM

            It really was before my time.

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Everyone has their head in their hands. Through the speakerphone just comes a groan of pain from Karolina. 

            INT. BURSA HOTEL – day

            Roman, Karl, Laird, and Eduard and Amin and Kadir are being taken downstairs. Three guys in khakis and vests ahead, three behind.

            Roman

            Oh fuck. Fuck fuck fuck.

            (side-mouth to Karl)

            This isn’t business, is it?

            Karl

            Not very businessy.

            Laird

            I mean. It was – kind of going well?

            ROMAN

            No right apart from the – terrorism it’s going great.

            Karl

            Well don’t say it? Let’s just— Don’t— Shall we not say it?

            The guys arrive in the lobby or ground-level space. Just inside the hotel things are hectic. (Quite a few Turkish police or army on the perimeter or outside. But maybe we can’t see them.) It feels chaotic and occasionally people shout loud and other businessmen are corralled and brought down. We see a gun raised at someone who protests too loudly. 

            Inside the paramilitary guys are in control. Another twenty of them are corralling people. The guys are left in a group, guarded by a couple of men.

            ROMAN

            Well not saying it doesn’t help, Karl. Does it?

            But Karl is very scared. Looks around. He remains silent. 

            Ah?

            Karl leans in to the group—

            karl

            (whispers)

            I don’t know if we’re allowed to talk? Let’s just stay quiet and remain unobtrusive.

            One of their guards looks at them huddling. 

            Laird

            (quietly)

            Maybe let’s not talk quietly? In case that looks suspicious?

            Roman looks over to Eduard who has been speaking to one of the paramilitary. He comes over. 

            EdUARD

            Don’t worry, this is all normal.

            ROMAN

            Yeah? Good. No, it feels super-normal.

            (then whispered)

            Is there terrorism or—? What’s, where’s our guys? Where’s Dave?

            eduaRD

            It’s just an – administrative action function.

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Good. Great.

            (then)

            What is it, ‘an administrative action function’?

            edUARD

            There’s just like, a gathering now here – for us and other investors and so on. Their guys are some anti-corruption kind of guys and it’s like their conference, or party … and now we’ve all been invited?

            roman

            Okay? That’s – nice? But what if we, you know, if we don’t want to go? Is that cool?

            EDUARD

            It’s the kind of party where you really have to go. It would be rude.

            ROMAN

            Right. I mean I don’t mind being a little tiny bit rude?

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – HEARING ROOM – day

            Gil still going on Tom. 

            GIL

            Can I direct your attention to document sixteen in the blue-tabbed packet?

            Tom

            Let me dig, the blue-tabbed packet?

            gil

            It suggests that there are over forty thousand electronic records and paper documents from the period we’re interested in that were not available to us.

            Tom looks at Gerri.

            gerri

            Yes, unfortunately it seems a great many of these documents were destroyed in the course of normal data management and corporate housekeeping.

            gil

            There was not a targeted cover-up. The hard drives that were wiped?

            gerri

            Normal practice so far as I am aware, I’m not an IT expert.

            GIL

            But on Thanksgiving last year, a number of boxes were targeted specifically it seems?

            gerri

            I am not aware of that.

            Greg tries not to react. 

            GIL

            If you’ll look at item thirty-four. It suggests boxes two-nine-one-eight to boxes three-one-two-five are now empty. They were full in August but when subpoenaed they are apparently unavailable and in between they were signed out in a ledger record in packet fifteen-B, by a Gregory Hirsch?

            Greg looks up in the background. What?!

            Is that someone known to you, Mr Wambsgans?

            Tom

            Sorry, no.

            (then, thinks)

            Yes. Sorry yes. I mean known to me. Yes. In that sense.

            GIL

            In what sense?

            TOM

            In the sense that, I mean I thought you meant—

            GIL

            What did you think I meant?

            TOM

            That I knew of him but, no, no I know him, and his face.

            gil

            What is his relation to you?

            TOM

            He’s my – he’s my – cousin-in-law?

            GIL

            But you don’t know him, well, you’d say?

            TOM

            Um … I have seen him around.

            gil

            Do you know what was special about the hours between three a.m. and five a.m. on the night of March twelfth?

            Tom

            No, sir.

            GIL

            It was the only two-hour period during which you did not send an email to Mr Hirsch with the title ‘You can’t make a Tomlette without breaking some Gregs’. You sent the same email sixty-seven times in one evening.

            TOM

            I guess it was a joke.

            gil

            Right. So these crucial documents detailing alleged offenses and cover-ups, these all went missing after your friend and relation took them out, by chance?

            (beat)

            I wonder if the phrases ‘human furniture’ or ‘footstooling’ mean anything to you?

            TOM

            Um, not that I am conscious of?

            gil

            Have you ever used another human being as a footstool, Mr Wambsgans?

            TOM

            Um – I – I use a variety of target-orientated incentives to enhance optimal performance.

            Few winces from the audience. 

            GilLIARD

            I think we’ll take a recess there.

            As Tom gets up to leave with everyone else, Senator Roberts catches his eye and gives him a ‘Hang in there, tiger’ thumbs up. Tom smiles tightly at him.

            Nate smiles at Tom from behind the dais.

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Shiv and Hugo head in hands. Watching on TV screens.

            Shiv

            Ugh. Brutal.

            Hugo

            What’s it like to be married to a man with two assholes?

            INT. WAYSTAR WASHINGTON WAR ROOM – day

            Frank and Karolina and Rhea.

            karolina

            There’s a lot of pictures of Greg as an egg. Easter Gregs, Fabergé Gregs …

            Frank

            If I had to give Tom a letter grade I would give him a B-plus for ‘Bad plus terrible’.

            rhea

            It’s not ideal. But if people are talking about Tom and not Logan, that’s still a win, right?

            Frank gets a text.

            Frank

            Rhea. Um. I’ve got the impression, Logan might— If you felt okay, just a little visit before the gladiator goes into the arena. He might find it reassuring?

            Rhea considers. 

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Tom is heading back into the anteroom. Gerri is there. Tom is freaking out. Kendall and Logan prepping with Pej. Kendall with phone.

            Tom

            It was all fucking me. They hit me from every fucking side!

            Hugo

            It’s okay, Tom, you did good.

            TOM

            I didn’t get enough resources spent on me! What the fuck is going on, I’m getting fucked from every direction, are you fucking me, Shiv!?

            ShIV

            Tom.

            TOM

            I’m the patsy, I’m the meat in the sandwich. Gerri’s the bulletproof monk. Kendall and Logan in reserve … I’m the meat in the fucking sandwich!

            Greg comes in, all anxious.

            Greg

            Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!

            Hugo

            We’re good. This is going fine. Nothing bad is happening here.

            Greg

            Oh, man! Man, I was mentioned! Why did you mention me?!

            Tom

            Calm down!

            Hugo

            Keep your voice down!

            GREG

            You mentioned me to fuck!

            TOM

            They mentioned you, Greg. I had to respond!

            GREG

            Oh fuck!

            Hugo

            It’s possible they could follow up, Greg, okay? We might need to get you prepped.

            GREG

            Oh, man! Man! Fuck. I turned down a quarter of a billion and now I’m going to jail, forever!!

            Logan

            Hey! Outside! Okay?

            Kendall to Shiv. 

            kendall

            Shiv, is there any way we can find out what’s coming down the pipe at us? Because, much more of that? I mean I can hear the shareholders scribbling for Sandy and Stewy, right?

            Logan

            He’s right. Is it time to maybe drop some of our research?

            Shiv thinks. 

            INT. GIL’S OFFICE – day

            Shiv knocks and enters. Into the outer office. A flurry of mid-hearing activity. People coming in and out of different offices. The occasional young person walks past very fast. 

            Shiv

            Hey! Marilyn! The one I actually miss around here. I got you something expensive and useless.

            She comes in and deposits a gift bag.

            Marilyn

            Hey, Shiv. How you doing? Fuck! You’re brave. You know he has not stopped bitching about you.

            SHIV

            I just need a quick one. I’m unarmed.

            Out from another office a staffer comes with Kira (forties to fifties). 

            When she sees Shiv the staffer freezes. Kira looks freaked out.

            Staffer

            Shiv. Marilyn? What’s—?

            (reverses)

            Okay— We can— Let’s go back.

            Marilyn hits the intercom. 

            MarilYN

            Hey, it’s Shiv for you. Could you do two or do you want me to call Secret Service and say she’s carrying a suspicious package?

            Shiv holds up two-minutes fingers.

            INT. GIL’S OFFICE – day

            Shiv heads in. Gil and Nate are in his inner office. Busy. TV on. Coverage of the hearings. Maybe Gil admiring a shot of himself interrogating Tom. Occasionally a staffer comes in to give Nate something. 

            Shiv

            Um, so, yeah, just wondered if I could just say hi?

            Gil

            Did anyone see you come in?

            SHIV

            You’re pretty regular on ATN these days I notice. How you liking that?

            GIL

            It has its advantages and disadvantages. They like the ratings.

            ShIV

            Right. But look, after everything we did together, I feel there’s some residual goodwill?

            nate

            Okay look, meeting over, we’re not going to soft-pedal, Shiv, great to see you.

            SHIV

            I’m not asking, I’m giving.

            Gil

            What?

            SHIV

            Just a favor. We’ve been digging and I’d like to help. I still think Gil is a great candidate and I’d hate for you to make fools of yourselves.

            Nate holds up his phone.

            NATE

            Says the person whose husband was just called ‘a smirking block of domestic feta’ by The Atlantic.

            SHIV

            Weissel the Weasel. Do you want the dirt?

            NATE

            No we don’t need your shit-talking background briefing thanks.

            Shiv

            He’s shonky. As fuck. Been hit for soliciting prostitutes. Lost joint custody of his kids. Substance issues.

            gil

            Uh-huh, not interested, this meeting never happened.

            SHIV

            Look, on Mo, James Weissel, go to town. And if you want a scalp, we’re willing to give up Bill. So if you want the easy win, go for him and we’ll fold. Okay?

            Nate and Gil look at one another. 

            Then we can keep the invites flowing to ATN, make sure the snipers are aiming at your primary rivals?

            GiL

            Sorry, Shiv. Let your dad know, it’s not personal. But we’ve just got something too good. Much better than Weissel.

            SHIV

            Bullshit. How much better?

            Nate

            Here’s a clue. It rhymes very precisely with ‘you’re fucked’.

            INT. BURSA HOTEL – EARLY EVENINg

            Now the guys are in a holding area – a lobby or bar or restaurant area where there are maybe sixty or seventy businessmen. Eduard and his dad know a few people. 

            The feeling of a public space that has been broken up into lots of private spaces. Weird atmosphere.

            Laird

            What do you think happened to Dave?

            Roman is anxious, covers—

            ROMAN

            They’re probably fucking him in the central jail. Or stuffing his head with pigeon meat and using him as a ball in their national game.

            Eduard is talking to a guy, Zeynal, who is not armed but seems to be in control. Eduard exits with some guys. 

            LaiRD

            Where do you think they’re taking Eduard?

            romAN

            I don’t know. I think Eduard might be Deaduard? Karl?

            KARL

            If they’re going to start executing people, should we try to make a break for it?

            ROMAN

            Are you serious, Karl? You’d be dead before you asked the fucking concierge for directions.

            Karl is anxious.

            karl

            Fuck this. I’m going to try bribing the anti-corruption guys.

            ROMAN

            Great. Yes. Let’s turn on the money hose?

            LaIRD

            I don’t think that’s a good idea.

            karl

            I want out. It’s got to be worth an ask?

            Karl nods and heads off to a leadership figure near by. 

            ROMAN

            Are the – gun guys, Laird – Azeris or Turks? And if they’re Turks how do they feel about Azeris, do we think?

            laird

            I’d rather not discuss the geopolitical situation at this time.

            (for the benefit of anyone listening in)

            I mean, I don’t know anything about Eduard, do you? Not really. I mean, we only just met him, right? Just now. For the first time. We just met him at the hotel bar so …

            RoMAN

            Brilliant. So convincing.

            They watch Karl anxiously as he talks with a leadership figure.

            LAIRD

            He could get himself killed here.

            They watch Karl. The men suddenly look animated.

            ROMAN

            I hope he didn’t try to lowball them.

            (then)

            I will be so pissed off if I die here.

            Karl walks back to them smiling. 

            Karl

            Follow me. We’re out! Out like trout.

            Laird and Roman fall in behind Karl and walk towards the exit where, by a cordon, they eventually hit a security guard.

            Hey. Hi. I spoke to him.

            (points to the leadership figure across the room)

            We’re free to go?

            The security guy looks over to the leadership figure. Roman keeps trying to go but the security guy steps across him. And another guy nearby with a gun springs alive. 

            Laird.

            Fine. No foul. All good. All good!

            ROMAN

            No worries. My bad, all good.

            They walk back. Karl raises a smile and a thumb to the leadership figure to show he’s taken no offense—

            Karl

            (out of the side of his mouth)

            Apologies gentlemen. I have been duped. That’s really – that’s very unfair.

            ROMAN

            Yeah let’s take it up with him. I’m sure they have a fucking robust customer-service plan in place.

            LAIRD

            Well, we’re definitely kidnapped.

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Logan and Kendall. The Waystar team gathered uselessly around them. Tense atmosphere. Waiting. Logan in his own world. Hugo trying to be useful—

            HugO

            (whispers)

            Six As. Yeah?

            LoGAN

            I am trying to fucking focus.

            HUGO

            No sure. Sure.

            But now Logan’s been bumped.

            LOGAN

            What are the six As?

            hugo

            Apologize, Accept, Accountability, Advocates for change, Assist victims and – and. I’ve forgotten an A?

            Kendall is fully briefed. 

            kendall

            Ally with good actors.

            Hugo

            Exactly. ‘Aaaaaa’. Sounds like a scream.

            Hugo bites his tongue but wants to check Logan is okay … 

            But then – DUMI. DUMI is the safe place.

            kendall

            Distance Undermine Minimize Isolate.

            HUGO

            DUMI. When the brain-fuzz hits.

            Kendall runs his lines.

            kendall

            Aberrations. Twenty years ago. One guy.

            HUGO

            Lester was a bad man. Bad men hide things. Kill Bill.

            gerri

            Remember, you’re totally PPI. Plausibly Paper Ignorant.

            Shiv comes in with news.

            Shiv

            Okay. Listen, you need to be careful. They’ve got someone else. Later in the week, who will kill us.

            Logan

            Who?

            SHIV

            A victim. Worked under Lester. Ex-entertainment manager. Kira something. Also knows a ton of other victims personally and details. Feels responsible. They’re prepping her.

            Hugo makes a call. 

            Gerri

            Oh fuck. Fuck. If she comes out and the NDAs domino, I don’t think— I think that’s it.

            Rhea comes in. 

            RhEA

            Hey, just wanted to say good luck.

            kenDALL

            Can we stop her?

            Gerri

            (explaining)

            Problematic testimony.

            (then)

            Do we know where she is?

            Hugo has info. 

            hugo

            They got her through Gilliard – who you know, right, Rhea?

            RhEA

            A little. I mean. But … what is this?

            Logan

            Could you – see if she would meet? See what she wants? See if we can talk to her? Apologize?

            RHEA

            Me? What, Logan? Oh, come on.

            KendaLL

            Victim testimony, kills us. True or not, it’ll change the narrative.

            LOGAN

            One of you? Both of you? Please?

            hugo

            (interrupting)

            Okay? Logan? I think it’s time?

            A last-minute test—

            peJ

            (to Logan)

            And did you ever personally see assaults happen on your ships? Or take part in them?

            Logan

            I’m not fucking answering that!

            hugo

            I thought, that’s just a no? Right?

            LOGAN

            I’m not dignifying that with an answer. They can fuck off!

            Logan goes to read some briefing notes. Gerri, Pej and Hugo huddle in the corner. 

            PEJ

            Is he okay?

            gerri

            It’s low blood sugar. He just needs a cereal bar.

            hugo

            Can you give him a chocolate suppository? Just slip a Snickers up there?

            pej

            He’ll be fine. And if he wobbles. We have Ken.

            Kendall is deep in thought, eyes closed. 

            Gerri

            Who is still on drugs and claims to be ‘very much in love’ with two different women simultaneously?

            Hugo and Gerri huddle up with Logan and have one private final beat of briefing with Logan. Whispered, intense. Maybe a glance over to Kendall. Then—

            Senator Roberts comes in to get them. 

            SenATOR roberts

            Gentlemen? May I have the pleasure of the next dance?

            INT. BURSA HOTEL – EARLY EVENING

            Laird, Karl and Roman are sitting in comfy chairs. They have found themselves a spot. Settled in. 

            Roman’s trying to distract himself from his worries. They’ve been there long enough that their immediate fear has passed. Though Karl is hyper-aware.

            Roman

            Okay, I’m fucking bored now. This hostage situation has actually become quite boring.

            (then)

            If we have to start eating each other, how do we want to do it?

            laird

            I don’t think they liked the bribing. The one thing, the sole thing we know about this group is they’re anti-corruption.

            ROMAN

            I won’t even have to get that hungry before I’ll start gnawing on your flank, Karl. I’ll carve slices off and wait for it grow back.

            (then)

            Kill marry fuck, executive floor?

            laird

            Kill Ray, fuck Elsa. Marry Gerri.

            ROMAN

            Marry Gerri? Gerri?!

            laird

            It’s a small pool.

            ROMAN

            Gerri! You sick fuck! Gerri. You like Gerri? That’s hilarious. You’re fucking disgusting.

            (then)

            Karl?

            Suddenly they see Amin, Eduard’s dad, looking nervous as he’s led away – it looks nasty. A jolt of fear runs through Roman, Karl and Laird.

            KARL

            Look. Full disclosure, I am currently having a panic attack.

            ROMAN

            You are? You seem – the same?

            KARL

            Uh-huh. I seem the same. But I am in fact in the throes of a full-on panic attack. Chest pains. Hyperventilation. Fight-or-flight impulse.

            Amin is pushed into an elevator.

            Roman

            (re the elevator guy)

            Where do you think they’re taking him?

            laird

            Doesn’t look like he’s getting a tour of the spa.

            RoMAN

            Oh fuck.

            karl

            Okay, my advice is don’t look at anything. If we don’t look at anything, we can’t witness anything. And if we don’t witness anything then—

            Eduard returns with Kadir. Zeynal is by the elevators. Roman and the others don’t know whether to be too friendly or not.

            ROMAN

            Eduard! Hey. How are we doing?

            EdUARD

            Good. Good, man. All good.

            He leaves a beat then whispers. 

            So. My president’s daughter’s husband has asked him to take closer control of some key assets. It’s anti-corruption but, a bit of a power grab? Some Turkish acquiescence, but it’s all in play.

            roman

            And like not to make this you know ‘all about us’ – but are they going to shoot us at all?

            laird

            I too am intrigued on that point.

            EduARD

            No one is getting shot. But look, it’s complicated, but with Zeynal here, there is some interest in the deal?

            ROMAN

            The deal. Okay? The deal? Right?

            kadir

            One query they wanted some clarity on was how could we/they be sure their investment wouldn’t be blocked by your government?

            RomAn

            Er. Okay? Well, my dad has a lot of sway. I mean he couldn’t lock opponents up in a hotel. But he kind of could?

            KADIR

            And you’re the target of another bid – isn’t that a problem?

            RomAN

            If the price is right we’re confident we can reach a settlement before – before the shareholder meeting?

            Kadir and Eduard consider. They walk off to confer.

            laird

            Well that’s – that’s great.

            Roman

            (looks around)

            Right. Maybe we should see if any of the other hostages want to cut some deals? Could be a bumper time for us.

            INT. CAR/EXT. SUBURBS – DAY

            Shiv is driving Rhea through suburbs. Heavy atmosphere.

            RhEA

            Well this doesn’t feel great.

            Shiv

            Nope. Soft-skills lady-duty shitwork.

            RHEA

            Not great at all.

            SHIV

            How you wanna play it? Good cop, bad cop sort of, we understand but …

            RHEA

            Have you got the stomach for it? I’m not sure I can—

            SHIV

            Oh, come on. Spare me the guilt pageant.

            rhea

            What? I have mixed feelings. You don’t?

            SHIV

            Yeah yeah. You’re a good person. But – you’re in the car. So. Let’s just go do the job, shall we? You can bellyache to someone else.

            Long beat, they drive in silence.

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – HEARING ROOM – day

            Kendall and Logan are walked in by Roberts. Settle into their seats as the camera crews snap photo after photo.

            As Connor sits in the audience waiting for the hearing to begin, a lobbyist leans over to him.

            Lobbyist

            Don Grundman, Institute for a Competitive America. Keep fighting the good fight, you got a lot of Conheads out here pullin’ for ya.

            Connor

            (taken aback)

            Oh, my. God bless. God bless you, sir.

            Kendall looks around the room. In the back of the audience he sees Naomi. 

            Logan

            Senators, my life’s work is my company. It is in many ways as much my family as my blood relations. Now I hold some different political views from some of you up there. But I hope you will believe I am in earnest when I tell you that to be complicit in the crimes alleged against an arm of my company would go against every fiber of my being. When I read of the abuses of power alleged in my cruise division, that was the worst day of my life. To think bad things might have gone on without my knowledge. I do not know if I will ever forgive myself. But. We will investigate. And we will make sure every victim is compensated and every act of wrongdoing punished to the full extent of the law. I just hope, so help me god, you believe me when I say that. Thank you very much.

            CONNOR

            (very quietly, but still too loudly, whispers)

            Fuck yeah.

            Gil

            Emerson said every institution is the shadow of a single man. At Waystar, that man is you, isn’t it, Mr Roy?

            LOGAN

            I’m not going to argue with Mr Emerson.

            Gil

            You own cruise ships and movie studios and newspapers and TV stations. Do you see any distinction between these arms?

            Logan

            Well, yes, Senator.

            GIL

            Your cruises run for profit and your news runs for profit. Is that any way to keep the lifeblood of democracy going – with a news channel that operates as little more than a personal ATM?

            Kendall touches Logan’s arm: I’ve got this. 

            KendaLL

            Um, you may be under a misapprehension, Senator. All the news from the Times to the supermarket tabloids is paid for. We don’t have a state media, you know, you’d have to go to China or Russia for that?

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Everyone watching. 

            gerri

            Fumble! Gil.

            Hugo

            Have we got that, Karolina, let’s get surrogates with that prepped line – they call him the Meth-head Santa, because he so rarely delivers.

            Intercut with:

            INT. WAYSTAR WASHINGTON WAR ROOM – day

            Karolina to an assistant.

            Karolina

            See if that self-seeds but if we need to, that’s the clip.

            INT. SeNATE building – HEARING ROOM – day

            Gil feels humiliated so comes back with—

            GiL

            You have spent a lifetime building an empire based on the propagation of fear and of hatred. That is the essence of your business model, isn’t it, Mr Roy?

            Logan could bite but instead.

            LOGAN

            I’m sorry, Senator, what is the question there?

            GIL

            What I’m getting at is that it would be no surprise if exploitation and cover-ups ran rife at your cruise division? Because exploitation is at the heart of your business model.

            Logan

            I would disagree, but—

            (then)

            In terms of the historic, historical, historic charges of practice, malpractice—

            Logan stops, apparently a little confused. 

            Things we’ve done wrong, we’ll redouble your effort to – to—

            Does Gil look a little bullying now?

            GIL

            Redouble? That’s interesting. Maybe you could outline some of the efforts you made to combat bad actors?

            LOGAN

            I think, I think – we made a number of – of measures. Kendall?

            Okay? Kendall wasn’t quite expecting that. 

            Kendall

            Um. Uh-huh. What period are you asking about specifically, Senator?

            gil

            What did you know about Lester McClintock’s activities and what measures did you take?

            Kendall

            Um, I personally did not have direct dealings with that individual and so don’t have personal knowledge of the matters at hand – but obviously any wrongdoing we take very seriously.

            gil

            Mr Logan Roy. What did you personally know about the operation of a system of obfuscation of wrongdoing in your cruise department by means of the keeping of ‘shadow logs’?

            LoGAN

            At that point I believe, my son was across that operationally?

            GIL

            At which point?

            LOGAN

            At the point he was across entertainment operations you can talk to him.

            It’s sort of nonsense – but it feels awkward to pick him up on it.

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Gerri looks at Hugo.

            GERRI

            Okay?

            An imperceptible flicker from Kendall – is my dad okay?

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – HEARING ROOM – day

            Back in the hearing room. Naomi is there. Kendall looks over at her.

            GIL

            Mr Kendall Roy, on these shadow logs—

            Kendall snaps. 

            KeNDALL

            Okay, listen, Senator, can I speak for a moment? Because I am very willing to talk you through our operations but let’s cut the BS shall we because this here doesn’t feel like it’s about an investigation into the proper oversight of the cruise industry or some horrible but isolated incidents. What this feels like it’s about is your personal dislike of my father, and your ideological hatred of his newspapers and his news channels and in particular of the success story which is ATN. It seems that since you don’t agree with us ideologically nothing we can say will be enough, no grovel will be low enough and as much as you like to accuse us of bias, today you’re the one with the bias. And indeed people can see, if the cameras show it, most of your colleagues left as soon as they got their moment on screen. They don’t care about the complicated details of running a business. All they want is to make nasty, showboating hit-and-run attacks on a very successful businessman here. Well go ahead. Hit us. We can take it.

            Behind them, Connor does a little subdued but very visible fist-pump. 

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Gerri, Hugo, Frank are watching the live-feed and talking with Karolina over speakerphone. 

            GeRRI

            For god’s sake! He’s not watching the Knicks.

            Shiv

            Great. Well, Connor liked it.

            Gerri

            Someone get that chimp out of there.

            HUGO

            As long as he doesn’t start masturbating …

            shiv

            Maybe no one noticed. Did anyone notice?

            Intercut with:

            INT. WAYSTAR WASHINGTON WAR ROOM – day

            Karolina’s scanning Twitter on her phone, or TweetDeck (or similar) on her laptop.

            KAROLINA

            Yup. A lot of people noticed.

            EXT. Park – day

            Shiv and Rhea are parked up.

            Shiv

            Okay. And she’s expecting us?

            Rhea

            Yeah, but her daughter’s in the hospital for a foot operation so she’s looking after her grandkids. Because she’s nice. She’s a nice person.

            (beat)

            Look, I’m not going.

            SHIV

            Seriously? You’re leaving it to me?

            RHEA

            You don’t have to do it, Shiv.

            SHIV

            Weissel was a weasel. If she speaks, and she’s compelling. That’s it for my family’s company. So, yeah, I do have to. Thanks, Rhea.

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – ANTEROOM – day

            Gerri, Hugo, are watching the live feed.

            hugo

            Ah! Roberts. Thank you! Time to slip into something a little more comfortable!

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – HEARING ROOM – day

            Senator Roberts is up. 

            senator roberts

            Thank you so much for your time. Can I start by stating right out for the record, gentlemen, I like you. I would like to have a drink with you both. And I have taken one of your cruises with my wife and it was, frankly, delightful.

            KeNDALL

            Thank you, Senator.

            EXT. PARK – playground – day

            Shiv and Kira watching her two grandsons play in a play area. 

            shiv

            So. Hi, Shiv Roy, thank you for seeing me. I just wanted the opportunity to say hello. I realize this is an incredibly difficult situation and I want you to know that I deeply appreciate you taking the time.

            Kira

            Right. I’m not sure, I should— I thought this was going to be a very unofficial thing, with Rhea? This feels very different …

            SHIV

            No sure, she’s busy, she will join.

            KIRA

            Right. I’m not sure I’m comfortable with—

            SHIV

            But I’m not here to try to stop you testifying.

            KIRA

            Sure.

            SHIV

            And I’m not here to offer you anything. I’m just here to listen and to try to understand what we did wrong and how I can make that better. So I can understand?

            KIRA

            It’s a very convenient time to show up, wanting to understand?

            SHIV

            Look. I would say, I actually want you to testify. I do. I think it’s what we need.

            KIRA

            Uh-huh. Sure.

            SHIV

            I think you’re brave.

            KIRA

            Well, thank you.

            Shiv looks for a way in. 

            SHIV

            A few months ago my dad screwed me over. He made me an offer that wasn’t real. He’s a serial liar and … I’m going to be very frank with you. I’m putting my cards on the table. I don’t trust him. Okay?

            KIRA

            Your firm has been very tough.

            SHIV

            Too fucking right. Harassment?

            KIRA

            Yup. Visits at night, turning up at work.

            SHIV

            Right.

            KIRA

            Weird email stuff. I mean I don’t want to accuse you but—

            SHIV

            It’s perfectly possible. Outsourced security, anything could be happening. It’s probably worse than you think.

            KIRA

            Yeah?

            SHIV

            Oh sure, between us, but who knows what our black ops get into – people’s job prospects and all that. Family. It’s not mob stuff but it’s unsettling.

            KIRA

            It is.

            SHIV

            But look you have the whip hand now. Now, they’re scared. You’re safe from that. I don’t think that stuff will happen anymore.

            KIRA

            You don’t ‘think’?

            SHIV

            I’m just being honest. I don’t know, but it would look bad. You’ve broken ranks. You’re in a new category.

            KIRA

            Uh-huh.

            SHIV

            But, look, you know, I want to clean up, and you can help me. I need it all out there. I want to fire these bastards, I want to clean out the whole place, I want to destroy them and I want your help with that?

            KIRA

            (not buying it yet)

            Sure.

            SHIV

            I guess the only little question I would have for you is: Is this the very best forum?

            KIRA

            Oh, okay, here it comes!

            SHIV

            Honestly. I guess the question is: What do you want to actually happen?

            KIRA

            I want people to hear what Lester was like. How he treated me and other women. I want the Hewson story to come out. That she went overboard but there was no rescue attempt because they thought it was a stowaway. ‘No Real Person Involved’.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Fuck. Right. Right.

            Shiv composes her herself. 

            But it will— You know, these things get complicated?

            KIRA

            I’m not interested in politics.

            SHIV

            Sure. It’s just we live in difficult times. The good news, is you’re going to have a lot of people on your side.

            KIRA

            Uh-huh.

            SHIV

            And they’ll back you up and sing your name, loud.

            KIRA

            Uh-huh.

            SHIV

            But the other side, people, some normal people, will doubt you and – and they’ll say terrible things. They’ll— What’s the worst thing you can imagine being called?

            KIRA

            Sure.

            SHIV

            They’ll call you that? They’ll call you a money-grubber and slut and a whore and they’ll say you don’t exist and your kids deserve to be raped and your parents are spies and they’ll say extraordinary baroque hideous things.

            KIRA

            I have thought about this, you know.

            SHIV

            I’m not trying to scare you. You know this is true, right? Think of anyone else who’s done what you might do, this is what happens.

            KIRA

            Well, maybe. Maybe.

            SHIV

            You’re going to get pulled apart. It’s not personal right now, it’s – geological. One leg either side of the earthquake. You can say I’m telling the truth, ‘that’s not who I am,’ but you’re arguing with an earthquake. Shouting into the broken ground.

            KIRA

            I just think—

            SHIV

            Your life— This is certain. Your life will be ripped apart. Your home, you will want to move out. For two to three days, you will be kind of famous and then the caravan moves on. But from then on, that’s who you are.

            KIRA

            How do you mean?

            SHIV

            The cruise sex woman.

            KIRA

            I think it’s what I have to do.

            SHIV

            Sure. But that is all you will ever be from tomorrow. To your grandkids, people you meet on vacation. When they google you, pages of filth and lies. First line of your obituary. Last line.

            KIRA

            Uh-huh.

            SHIV

            So. I guess the question is – what are you trying to get?

            KIRA

            Different things.

            SHIV

            Because money. You can have. Right? We’ll get you whatever you want, I can’t say this, but book deal, interview appearances, consultancy on good practice, we will give you millions of dollars. And I will destroy the men who ran that dirty operation. I will kill them for what they’ve done. And I want you to help me. I will kick their fucking heads in. And we will be the cleanest, the best operation in the world. Because of you. If you help me do this. Would you help me?

            KIRA

            Well it sounds— But can I trust you?

            SHIV

            Sure. Yes. No. Honestly Kira, you’re in a shitstorm of conflicting interests here and really, you can’t trust anyone. You just have to be smart. Listen to everyone and make an assessment. I want what’s best for me. The other folks, the ones who want you to go up there and get pulled apart, they want what’s best for them. What’s best for you? Ah?

            Kira looks at Shiv.

            INT. WASHINGTON MEMBERS’ CLUB – night

            An old-school Washington members’ club. A small drinks party for the Waystar team to mark the end of the hearings. Shiv, Hugo and Karolina, Gerri, Tom, Greg, Connor. Frank and Bill.

            CONNOR

            (looking at phone)

            So, looky here. It seems old Tippecanoe here has been offered a Taco Bell brand-ambassador opportunity. They love my whole ‘thing’.

            He fist-pumps. 

            What you think? Cheapen my brand?

            GrEG

            I dunno. I can’t think straight. I’m on the hook. They’re talking about a follow-up hearing? I could have done anything. All Gramps wanted me to do was go up and milk a goat a little bit. What have I done, Con?

            Kendall is with Naomi.

            Naomi

            Here I am, with all the monsters. And the new hero of the right!

            KeNDALL

            Fucking Robin Hood, baby, taking down the rich and powerful on behalf of the richer and powerful-er.

            NAOMI

            So – what happened with your dad? Did he have a senior moment? Go a bit bebop in the moptop?

            KENDALL

            Dad? No. He’s on it like Sonic.

            Naomi

            So it was deliberate? Did he, did your dad throw you under the bus?

            KENDALL

            Nah, he’d never do that.

            In Kendall’s mind it was neither, it was just a move. 

            NAOMI

            Okay? And will he mind me being here, cos I got the impression—

            KENDALL

            Relax. Don’t worry. We’re good. He knows I can’t quit you, Brokeback.

            Senator Roberts, with Bill near, shakes Kendall’s hand.

            SENATOR ROBERTS

            Great job. I salute you, sir!

            KeNDALL

            Thank you. Thank you.

            Bill

            Hear, hear.

            Logan heads in to applause. Nods to Bill as he passes. 

            (to Logan)

            Lovely to reconnect with the gang.

            Logan

            Appreciate the support, Bill.

            Bill

            Are you kidding? So many memories. I should write a book. I could. I’ve got the diaries. But, no time. No time!

            Bill gives him nothing but a smile and Logan nods back with a smile, but he gets the subtext. Heads to Shiv and Kendall.

            Logan

            Good work, darling.

            ShiV

            Uh-huh. Yeah.

            LOGAN

            I imagine it was tough. You did it. She’s dropped out, ‘personal reasons’. I think we’re through. You did good.

            Kendall looks at Logan. Did he throw him under the bus? 

            You okay, kiddo?

            kendall

            Uh-huh. You feeling okay now?

            LOGAN

            You did great. Sorry if it was rough.

            KENDALL

            It was fine. It was good, Dad.

            Gerri makes it over, with meaning. 

            gerri

            Um, Logan? Rhea’s here but she wants a word?

            INT. WASHINGTON MEMBERS’ CLUB – SIDE ROOM – night

            Rhea and Logan. 

            RHEA

            So, as you know. I’m sorry. I couldn’t help.

            LOGAN

            Yeah well, Shiv’s tough.

            Rhea

            Uh-huh. Look. Will you tell me, what happened?

            LOGAN

            Sure. Ask me anything.

            RHEA

            Well, no, I don’t know what to ask. You tell me. The worst thing.

            LOGAN

            Look. It’s all— It’s a long time back, Rhea. You must have had an editor who put his hand up a sweater. Yeah? We used to deal with things differently. So shoot us. All of us? Right? Close everything down?

            RHEA

            I can’t fly blind. Was Lester McClintock a friend of yours?

            LOGAN

            Um, no, I wouldn’t say friend.

            RHEA

            You once told me he was a close friend of yours. You told me that to my face.

            Logan wobbles.

            LOGAN

            Friend, close friend, colleague, I don’t know.

            RHEA

            It’s kind of a superpower isn’t it? If you can lie to someone like that. To their face. I mean I know you’re lying but I still find you very plausible and appealing.

            LOGAN

            I misspoke.

            RHEA

            Uh-huh?

            LoGAN

            Forgive me.

            (beat)

            Some things went on from time to time and I was trying to protect you.

            RhEA

            I don’t need your protection.

            LOGAN

            And as the next CEO it might be wise if you kept yourself clean of certain areas?

            RHEA

            I’ve been thinking about that. I’m not sure it works any longer.

            Logan thinks it’s a position. 

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. What do you want?

            RHEA

            I’m not sure I want to work for you.

            LOGAN

            You can name your own start date. And any number on salary and options.

            RHEA

            You don’t understand. My start date would be never.

            LOGAN

            Fine. You’ve got me over the barrel. You know it, I know it, you can have what you want so let’s get into it.

            RHEA

            I’m out. I can’t be part of this.

            LOGAN

            Oh come on, fuck off!

            He looks at her. It’s real.

            Little Miss fucking Prim. You knew, you know who I am.

            RHEA

            It’s— I think it’s changed, in the details.

            LOGAN

            Don’t give me that. Bullshit. You don’t walk over details.

            RHEA

            I’m tough and sure, I can tell a lie and rationalize and make accommodations, and the world is a rough place and I can live in it—

            Logan is frustrated and bored by what sounds like, to him, bullshit. 

            LOGAN

            Oh come on.

            RHEA

            But you’re— I can’t see the bottom of the pool. I don’t know if you care about – anything, and that scares me.

            Logan

            Yeah yeah. Fucking – words. Come on. Stay.

            (looks at her)

            Cos I can find someone else. You know you’re fungible.

            RHEA

            I am not fungible.

            She heads out.

            LoGAN

            Yeah you are, you’re fungible as fuck!

            RHEA

            Fine, then funge me. Go ahead try.

            INT. BURSA HOTEL – night

            Eduard approaches Roman. 

            EdUARD

            Okay – congratulations, motherfucker. You have a deal.

            ROMAN

            We have a deal? That’s awesome.

            EDUARD

            Yeah.

            ROMAN

            I mean so long as my dad doesn’t go to prison and yours doesn’t get shot?

            Eduard heads off. 

            I can’t believe we got a deal?

            Zeynal gets up on a chair. People shift.

            ZEYNAL

            Hello? Hi. Can I ask you a question, please? For foreign nationals to please identify yourselves?

            Laird and Roman look at one another.

            ROMAN

            Oh fuck.

            Laird

            What do you think?

            ROMAN

            I don’t know. I think, traditionally, Americans don’t usually fare well at this point …?

            (beat)

            Oh fuck. Fuck, man. What you think?

            They start to raise their hands. 

            zeynal

            Roman Roy? Follow me please.

            Eduard passes Roman. 

            EduaRD

            Good luck.

            Roman

            Yeah. Good luck to you, man.

            Zeynal

            Can we talk to you upstairs?

            INT. WASHINGTON HOTEL – night

            Shiv and Logan watch an ATN News report of the hearings on TV. 

            Shiv

            So Rhea’s gone?

            Logan

            Couldn’t hack the hate. She can fuck off and enjoy her lily-white chicken-flesh conscience working for a fucking phone company.

            SHIV

            Yeah, well. Maybe.

            LOGAN

            It gets hot where the action is.

            Kendall’s rip-roaring attack on Gil with a graphic: ‘The Take Down!’ 

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. So, that it? You think if Kira holds, we kill Bill and we’re through?

            LOGAN

            Honestly? No. Not with shareholders. Nope. I’m afraid. This Kendall stuff won’t play, they’re a little more – fucking – vegetarian.

            SHIV

            No?

            LOGAN

            No. He came out like a fighter. But I’m hurt. We’re hurt. Bill’s on maneuvers. He won’t go quietly. No, Bill’s not the answer, we need something big. Time for a blood sacrifice.
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            day one

            INT. SENATE BUILDING – HEARING ROOm – DAY

            Greg walks in. Nervous. Dry-mouthed. Sipping from his glass. Most of the team have left Washington, but Pej is behind him. 

            gil

            Gregory Hirsch, Executive Assistant to Tom Wambsgans, correct?

            greg

            Yes, yes, if it is to be said.

            gil

            I’m sorry?

            greg

            If it is to be said, so it is.

            gil

            Are you alright?

            Greg

            Yes, sir. I merely wished to answer in the affirmative fashion.

            gil

            You can speak to us normally?

            GREG

            Thank you, Senator, sir. So I shall.

            INT. CrOATIA – car – day

            Hugo watches the proceedings in DC. An earbud in one ear.

            Hugo

            (loud cos of earbud)

            Greg’s coming off as kind of a moron. I think that works?

            Logan grunts. Close-up on a legal pad or the page of a notebook. On it are written the names: ‘Kendall’, ‘Shiv’, ‘Roman’, ‘Gerri’, ‘Karl’, ‘Frank’, ‘Ray’, ‘Cyd’, ‘Greg’, ‘Tom’, ‘Me’. In various permutations. In list form. In a circle like trying to figure out an anagram. In various groupings. Logan circles a name. He shows to Hugo. 

            Logan

            What you think?

            Hugo

            I really feel it’s above my pay grade, Logan?

            (then)

            But if you added Karolina – that’s a decent bundle of leadership meat to feed the sharks?

            Logan looks at Hugo, considers.

            LOGAN

            Slippery cunt. Knife your boss? You’re a sneaky bastard, aren’t you?

            HUGO

            Hey you asked! You asked, Logan.

            Logan

            Is he safe?

            Hugo

            Who?

            LOGAN

            Who? Roman.

            EXT. Ankara hotel – day

            Roman and Laird and Karl are hustled out. 

            There are cops and army and paramilitary in various cordons. A little scrum of European and US and a couple of Turkish and Azeri press held way back.

            Reporter 1

            Will you give us five minutes, Roman?

            Reporter 2

            What happened? Did you see anyone get shot?

            REPORTER 1

            Did you engineer this to stay out of the hearings?

            REPORTER 2

            Did you have to drink your own urine in there, Mr Roy?

            Roman just gives them the peace V signs. 

            RePORTER 1

            Anything you want to say?

            ROMAN

            Yeah. Watch ATN. This channel is feeding you lies. Goodnight.

            INT. CROATIA– Car – day

            Logan looks at his pad. Call on Logan’s phone. 

            Hugo

            Layton?

            Logan

            What? Oh, no. No.

            Logan and Hugo both look at the name as it rings: ‘Layton – Farnbury PF’.

            No. How the fuck is calling me direct now? I’ve got the fucking message. No.

            It buzzes. Hugo feels he should apologize—

            HUGO

            I’m sorry.

            LOGAN

            What now? No. It’s not convenient.

            (looks at the phone, eventually answers)

            Hi, Phillipe! Amazing. Can we do this tonight, I’m in transit?

            (the answer is no)

            Okay. Okay well let us pull over?

            EXT. CROATIA – TRUCK STOP OFF FREEWAY – day

            Kind of middle of nowhere – inside a shitty motorway café, or round the back in a nowhere space. Logan prepares himself. He FaceTimes with Phillipe – who is in an office space. 

            Logan

            Good to connect, Phillipe.

            Layton

            I’m really sorry to bother you.

            LOGAN

            Always got time for my important shareholders, Phillipe! Just gonna see Datu in Venice. He’s very bullish. Very supportive.

            LAYTON

            Uh-huh. That’s great. But I just wanted to check in. Because, here’s our position and I’m going to summarize, but obviously no shareholder ordinarily would back a CEO facing the press you’re getting, not to mention the litigation.

            LOGAN

            Sure, but these aren’t normal circumstances.

            He paces – the traffic noise is loud, it’s a busy service station. He doesn’t want to be doing this here or now. Logan has his spiel ready—

            And look, the strategy for building the number-one news media brand is already paying off. You saw what happened to our margins last quarter? We’re delivering dividends and buybacks. I mean, Sandy and Stewy will slash and burn. I’m a tough bastard but I invest, you can’t just flog the fucking donkey for a couple more laps and watch it die. He’ll siphon off the pension assets to keep his fucking merry-go-round spinning. They don’t have a strategy. Their board nominees are all conflicted. Yeah we hit a squall but it’s over. I’m coming through and I hope you’re joining the party?

            LAYTON

            Great. Everything you say tracks. We are so happy to be in business with you. But here’s the thing, and this is strictly between us, but we need some cover. You know? The cruise stuff. Congressional hearings. This kid today? Cover-ups? Eavis pressure? I want to vote your ticket on the fundamentals. I just need something to show you get it?

            LOGAN

            And I have a process. But you want to give me a name, I’ll consider? Gerri, Karl, Frank?

            Enough? 

            LAYTON

            Look, this is a hard call to make, Logan. But, honestly, this thing feels so toxic, I’ve been taking soundings and we, we feel, that probably, it should be you.

            Beat. Logan boils.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            LAYTON

            Yeah.

            Through a huge effort of will Logan doesn’t lose his shit or throw the phone into the ditch, because this is serious. 

            LOGAN

            Right.

            LAYTON

            So. Yeah. That’s why I thought I should be in touch?

            LOGAN

            Yeah well. Okay. Let me think on that. Let me think on that.

            LAYTON

            Thanks, Logan. Not an easy call. Not an easy one.

            LOGAN

            No doubt. Let me think.

            End of video call.

            We’re on Logan as he looks around – a shitty truck stop in Croatia. Is this where it all ends? His grand endeavor? 

            Hugo walks around the corner. Monitoring things in DC. Greg says: ‘If it pleases the Senate’. Hugo winces.

            Hugo

            I tell you what, though, Greg might be talking his way onto your list?

            day two

            Ext./INT. Yacht – day

            The yacht is being prepared. Freezers filled. Water. Fuel pumped. The crew getting briefed by the captain.

            EXT. Yacht – day

            Connor and Willa arriving. They board as their luggage is dealt with. Behind are more family and staff. 

            Maybe we track them on arrival, on to the boat and through to their cabin? Gosford Park-style, as the underlings prepare. 

            CoNNOR

            You okay?

            Willa

            I guess it felt a little weird. Leaving it all?

            CONNOR

            It’s perfect. Leave after opening night. Come back in triumph?

            WILLA

            Uh-huh. I don’t need to see the reviews. I don’t care.

            coNNOR

            Exactly. The play is brilliant. Who cares what some rich old white dude says?

            WILLA

            I mean they might like it? They might love it? Maybe we’ll look in a week or two?

            CONNOR

            Sure.

            (then)

            I mean obviously I’ll need to read them when Kim sends the round-up …

            WiLLA

            Because?

            CONNOR

            Because I’ll need to see if I’m financially ruined.

            Connor looks around. 

            Okay! First aboard! Early worm catches the best cabin. Port Out Starboard Home.

            (looks around)

            Huh. It’s not as big as I remember.

            EXT. dock/yacht – day

            Shiv and Tom are heading towards the yacht. Gerri and Frank ahead of them.

            SHIV

            Excited?

            TOM

            Uh-huh. Yeah? Yeah. Is she—? She’s definitely into it?

            SHIV

            Yeah. Oh yeah. Yeah she’s all primed. I FaceTimed, she’s lovely.

            (then)

            You seem?

            TOM

            No it’s great. It’s the dream. It is. Obviously. Amazing.

            SHIV

            Well – good, because. You know. I want, for you to see the benefits, of the arrangement?

            TOM

            No. Thank you. It’s really really exciting. Just – yeah – you don’t think, with all the family and—? I mean what is this?

            SHIV

            Idea was family mini-break. Post-Congress, pre-shareholder meet?

            TOM

            Right. Just close family, mimosas, inflatables and the CFO, general counsel?

            SHIV

            A vacation isn’t a vacation without the Chief Financial Officer.

            TOM

            But I mean, you, we’re still gonna feel, sexy?

            SHIV

            Maybe Laird and Roman have sold our cow for some magic beans and everything’s good?

            TOM

            Right?

            SHIV

            Or. He locks us all in the hold and sinks the boat? In which case, why not?

            (then)

            We don’t have to? I mean, do you find it—

            Tom

            Shiv. I find it – sexy as fuck. Threesome! Naughty, decadent, fun. Point her out. Will you point her out?

            A way behind them, Greg and Kendall and Naomi approach the yacht. 

            GREG

            And I keep thinking of things I wished I said to the senators. Like I almost wish I’d just started out with like ‘I volunteer as Tribute!’

            KeNDALL

            You did fine.

            Naomi is talking to Kendall.

            NaoMI

            And you’ve told your dad?

            Kendall

            It’s fine.

            GREG

            Or just been like, ‘no woman no cry’. What if I’d said ‘no woman no cry’, to every single question?

            naomi

            That would have been very cool.

            KENDALL

            I mean the company would have collapsed. But sure. Who doesn’t love a preppy Rasta speaking truth to power?

            They are there on the yacht. Kendall expects a reaction from the country cousin, but Greg’s wrapped up in his own thoughts. 

            You like it, Greg?

            Greg wrinkles his nose. 

            GREG

            But, Ken, you know, am I the Martin Winterkorn here? Am I the Waystar Kareem Serageldin?

            KENDALL

            You have criticisms?

            GREG

            No it’s fine, I guess. If you like this kind of thing.

            Kendall looks at him.

            What? No sure, it’s a nice, ship.

            Kendall

            Marcia had it refitted. Shoes off.

            He’s not wearing socks.

            GREG

            Shoes off? I might not?

            naomI

            That’s the one rule on these things, bud. You can shoot dolphins with an Uzi, but teak deck. No shoes.

            GREG

            And what if your toenails are not all that ‘aesthetically pleasing’?

            KENDALL

            Sails out, nails out, bro.

            WillA

            Hey!!

            Willa waves hello from above. The yacht starts to make its way from the dock. 

            EXT. YACHT – day

            The yacht sets sail. 

            EXT. YACHT – DECK – day

            The yacht is at anchor. Connor and Willa are up at the top. 

            ConnOR

            Apparently. Have you heard this? I’m a GIF now? One of the Conheads sent it. I’m a meme.

            WILLA

            You’re a meme?

            CONNOR

            Yeah I got meme’d. The Conheads are loving it. This is all very positive.

            Connor looks at GIFs of notable moments in history with Connor fist-pumping at the end – fall of the Berlin Wall etc. 

            WILLA

            How many ‘Conheads’ are there out there, roughly?

            Incoming email dings on the iPad. 

            CONNOR

            Okay. The mother lode. Full bundle. Just came in, from PR Michelle?

            Willa

            Well don’t tell me!

            CONNOR

            I’m not going to show you.

            WILLA

            I know, but now I know. Now I’m going to be looking at your face.

            CONNOR

            Well sorry. Look. I’ll put them there and we’ll relax.

            He puts the iPad down. She looks at him and the iPad. 

            WILLA

            Maybe – could you put it out of sight?

            He tucks it under papers. Willa waits a beat.

            Oh god. I can’t bear it. Go on, read. You read and I’ll look at your face and get them that way?

            CONNOR

            Yeah?

            WILLA

            Yeah.

            Connor starts to read. Not good. But he tries to arrange his face to be neutral, but there’s a twitch. 

            What?!

            He carries on. Not good, but tries to keep his face neutral. 

            What?

            CONNOR

            Do you want to know?

            WILLA

            No!

            He reads more, maybe tries to smile faintly.

            Is that a goody? Did you read a goody?

            Connor just smiles. ‘I can’t say’ – trying to be encouraging. 

            Fuck it. Just tell me. How are they?

            CONNOR

            … a mixture.

            WILLA

            Read me one. Read me one good one.

            CONNOR

            Uh-huh. Okay?

            And he starts to scroll. Seems to be scrolling for quite a long time. 

            WilLA

            You can’t find a single good one? Just read me any little good bits?

            CONNOR

            Uh-huh.

            He scans, scrolls. 

            WILLA

            Oh god! Am I dead? There are no good bits?

            CONNOR

            Okay!

            (reading and editing as he goes)

            Blah blah despite these issues blah blah, nevertheless you have to admire the sheer bravado of the team responsible.

            (then)

            They admire your bravado!

            Willa

            Ugh. What did the Times say? Let me take a look—

            CONNOR

            I think maybe, honey, let’s just have a nice time then when—

            She takes the iPad. 

            WILLA

            Where is—?

            He touches an attached file and it pops up. 

            CONNOR

            Ignore the headline that’s—

            WILLA

            Blah!

            She sees it and immediately throws the iPad overboard. 

            cONNOR

            That’s right. That’s a good review of the review.

            (looking down)

            C’mon! The kidnapped prince is back.

            They head down to the first deck where—

            Roman appears with Karl and Laird. 

            Shiv, Tom, Frank, Gerri, Kendall, Naomi and Greg are there to greet him. Cheers. Hellos. Hugs. 

            Gerri approaches – offers her hand to Roman and they shake. Bit weird.

            ShiV

            Here they are! The heroes of Asia!

            Greg

            The lions of Turkey!

            ROMAN

            Heh. ‘Roar’.

            frank

            Look at you. Soft kidnap, they say? Back like Odysseus. Did you ride out on sheep?

            Shiv

            Is it true, you took down an army alone, bro?

            RomaN

            Yup. Oh yeah.

            Kendall

            Who did you suck off to get out?

            tom

            It was at a Four Seasons right? How’d you escape? Did you build a glider out of a Caesar salad?

            Roman snaps. 

            ROMAN

            Yeah you know what? It was fucking scary and we thought they might kill us, so yeah, ‘Hahahaha’.

            Quiet. Laird and Karl quiet too. Kendall is for real—

            KENDALL

            Sorry, dude. Sorry. You okay?

            ROMAN

            Sure, they raped me a little, but you know. I’m no hero. Brackets I am an incredible hero.

            Shiv

            Sorry, bro.

            Shiv gives him a little hug. 

            ROMAN

            I’m tired, it was funny. Karl was ready to shit in a bucket and I have it on my phone. So we’ll fully humiliate him fully later, okay?

            Karl

            Excellent.

            ShiV

            But it was heavy?

            KARL

            It was— They brought in a lot of medical equipment.

            Willa

            So they looked after you?

            laird

            We believe it was to resuscitate people who passed out during torture.

            WILLA

            Oh fuck.

            Roman

            It was fine. That might be bullshit, but put it this way, I will take a fucking cold beer?

            ConnOR

            And how did it go? Business-wise? That all get forgotten?

            Laird

            We can’t say too much about that?

            CONNOR

            Oooooh. Okay!? Promising.

            LAIRD

            Confidential. But the kid did good.

            Laird winks at Shiv. And heads off. 

            Roman

            I actually can’t look at him anymore. I’m thinking of paying him to wear a bag over his head.

            Shiv

            Saw too much of them?

            romaN

            Laird’s daughter ‘thinks she might have been breathing wrong for most of her twenties’. I mean, I’m flesh and blood. How much can I take?

            Roman heads in, Shiv follows.

            SHIV

            And Tabs didn’t fancy this one?

            ROMAN

            She passed. She finds it hard to digest around the family. She mentioned you particularly. You’re so uptight you stop her shitting.

            (looks around)

            Jesus. What has Marcia done to this place? Did we get attacked by interior-design pirates?

            EXT. YACHT – POOL – day

            Around the pool. In the sun. It’s a family deck. Roman, Shiv, Kendall, Connor, Tom. Greg off on a chair. 

            Roman

            So go on, what was it like, DC?

            Kendall

            Hearings? Yeah. Pretty fucking real.

            ROMAN

            I watched. You did okay.

            Kendall waits … 

            KENDALL

            What, ‘for a moron on crack’?

            ROMAN

            No, you did okay.

            ShIV

            Ken nailed it. I mean he is now a Nazi poster boy. ‘Watch this Stormtrooper nail the cucks in under a minute.’

            A female member of crew brings water out – Tom looks: Is it her? Shiv shakes her head: No. 

            ROMAN

            Ken did great. It was Tom who farted in his shit.

            Tom

            A lot of people are saying I was deadcatting.

            Blank looks.

            You know, dead cat on the table, suddenly everyone’s talking about the dead cat, not your dad?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Right. Drew some fire.

            Tom gives Shiv a touch: Thanks. 

            Roman

            So what’s the thinking? Rhea’s out, right?

            SHIV

            Yup, Rhea’s out. Melted. But she’s agreed to hold off saying anything in public till after the shareholder meeting?

            roman

            So, instead of Rhea, whose big hairy foot is gonna fit in the glass slipper?

            (looks over)

            Washington Ken?

            KenDALL

            No. No. Rome? I mean, if you have brought the goose home?

            ROMAN

            Yeah, could be – we’ll see.

            KENDALL

            Maybe? Fuck knows. I mean, why’s Greg here? Greg, you ready to step up?

            They look over at Greg who is maybe having a treatment of some kind on his toenails from an onboard beauty therapist.

            Greg

            It’s a fungus, they think. So, she’s just on it. ‘A benign fungus’.

            Roman looks around. 

            ROMAN

            This is – this is nice though.

            shiv

            What, you’re claiming, this here now, this is okay?

            They look around. It’s pretty perfect.

            ROMAN

            No. Obviously life’s a nightmare and I’m dying inside and I hate you and I don’t know whether to shit or get a haircut but – this is, okay?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh.

            ROMAN

            I did think, out there – you know, when I thought they might vacuum out my innards and fill me with concrete or something – if we come through this, is there a thing, where we, like, try to talk to each another about stuff, normally?

            shiv

            (silly nasal voice)

            Oh you wanna talk to each other normally?

            Kendall

            No that sounds good, man.

            (silly voice)

            You mean talk about the big shit?

            The siblings stand. Logan’s helicopter approaches in the distance. 

            Okay. Emotional gunship incoming.

            Shiv

            Send out the distress signal. We’re under attack.

            EXT. YACHT – day

            Logan arrives on board. A guard of honor to welcome him. Crew and family. People say hello. 

            Everyone

            Welcome aboard. / Happy vacation, Logan!

            He bustles through. Looks at Roman, gives him a squeeze on the shoulders. 

            There’s a mini, hardly visible bump when he spots Naomi.

            LOGAN

            Okay. Hi hi. Oh, hi?

            Naomi

            Hi. I hope this isn’t inconvenient?

            LOGAN

            No. No.

            (looks around)

            Great.

            He waits a second then. 

            Okay! Roman. Laird. Business!

            INT. YACHT – LOGAN’S STATEROOM – day

            Logan, Laird, Karl and Roman. 

            Logan

            So! You okay? I hear it was a bit tasty?

            Roman

            We’re fine. Little hairy for five. I’ll probably never sleep again, but no big deal.

            LOGAN

            They look after you? I spoke to the White House.

            ROMAN

            Yeah. Yeah, they said they sent a warship, but I don’t know? I think it was already there. Then the ambassador had us for a shitty lunch and someone from the agency gave us the old Merlot waterboard.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. But, on the money, what’s the situation?

            Laird

            Well. I have to say, kiddo here knocked it out of the park! And I think, Mr Roy, you, can take your firm private!

            LOGAN

            Yeah?

            Laird

            Eduard and his father have titular responsibility for the sovereign wealth but the president’s daughter’s husband, Zeynal, is the key guy now. Roman slamdunked it.

            Roman

            It was clear Eduard was getting sidelined. Zeynal figured out who we were. We thought we might get taken for a chainsaw massage but no, we got an hour. Pitched hard. And yeah, they say they want in.

            LAIRD

            Too modest. He killed. He’s the champion of the world! You should put a gun to his head more often!

            karl

            The Azeris say they can put in ten bill. Laird can put together the rest. Exit horizon is like six years?

            Logan is excited. It solves all sorts of problems—

            LogAN

            You like it, Jamie?

            LAIRD

            I like it. They say they can move fast. This sort of situation, all about relationships and Roman was very compelling.

            LOGAN

            Well. This is great. This is fucking fantastic.

            LAIRD

            Yup, I think you can tell spooked shareholders to fuck off. You’re king of your own castle.

            LOGAN

            My one thing is. If I change focus? And it doesn’t work? I’m fair and squarely fucked. So, you have got to tell me. Hand on heart. It is real? Right?

            Roman and Karl do have doubts, look at one another, but then—

            LAIRD

            It’s real.

            LogaN

            Cos I’ll get Gerri and full team in, we can video conference with the lawyers and maybe I fly out there early in the week. Right?

            Laird

            Maybe we could allow ourselves a glass of something dry and chalky?

            Laird pats Roman on the shoulder. 

            Roman

            Um, Dad. I do have to say one thing.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            Laird

            Roman, we’re good.

            ROMAN

            I mean I did have a good conversation with Zeynal. And he said, with his mouth, that he wanted in. And this is all great. But – if this is really serious for us. I think, I do actually have to say it feels like it is probably horseshit.

            Laird

            Oh. Come, come, kiddo!

            Laird puts his arm on him.

            ROMAN

            (shrugging him off )

            Hey!

            (then)

            They were flaky. There was – shit going on.

            LAIRD

            Roman. They want to rebalance their portfolio. For a variety of geopolitical reasons they’re heavily European-focussed and he wants to tilt Western Hemisphere. It’s actually very logical. I know it’s a lot of money, and that can be scary, but it makes sense.

            Laird sounds convincing and not a little patronizing. 

            ROMAN

            Well sorry for worrying my pretty little head but if they’re rebalancing their portfolio, it’s insane to do it with one fucking ten-bill mega-deal, rather than a ton spread across different sectors.

            LAIRD

            They said ‘yes’, Roman.

            ROMAN

            Sure. And maybe it is real. There’s a ten to twenty percent chance that you make, what, a hundred million here? Very exciting. But we miss, we could be fucked, because it gets out we’re looking at this kind of money it’s going to be politically horrible, and involve a massive shift of focus. So, it fails, we lose the proxy vote and we die. Right?

            LOGAN

            If it fell through halfway, that’s terminal.

            LAIRD

            But if it worked, one bound and you’re free?

            LOGAN

            Son?

            ROMAN

            Look, I don’t know. But if I had to say? I’ve done a little bit of bullshitting in my time and he was a fucking cokey bullshit three a.m. Scotch and ‘see you there in the morning’ man. He ain’t showing up.

            LOGAN

            Do we have any paper?

            Laird

            We had a handshake. I got a very good feeling.

            Roman

            Great. We’ll use your boner as collateral.

            Logan thinks, looks at them.

            C’mon, Laird? Be straight. You’re getting divorced, right?

            Logan looks at him.

            LAIRD

            Oh please. I’m fine.

            (then)

            Lisa’s in Munich. We speak practically every day.

            Roman

            He was bleating to Karl, his contacts are all dying and he’s gonna get shoved aside as a ‘senior advisor’ unless he pulls major gravy this year.

            Laird

            I don’t know where to begin with—

            RomAN

            I wish it was real, but it’s not real.

            LoGAN

            Karl?

            There’s a beat. Everyone looks at him. He considers, then sadly, he makes a tiny nod towards Roman, effectively ending the career of a man he’s known well for decades.

            Karl

            If it comes down to it, you can’t lean on this now.

            Logan considers. Head in hand. Groans.

            LAIRD

            You know if you don’t get this, the other option – is—?

            LOGAN

            Sorry, Laird. Keep exploring. Keep talking. But I can’t pile my chips on if it isn’t solid.

            Laird turns brittle, hurt and sarcastic. 

            LAIRD

            Excellent. You’re way off, Roman. And thank you, Karl, thank you. I hope you enjoy the king’s favors, because you know what you’re looking at if you don’t go private?

            karl

            Laird?

            But Laird’s professional integrity has been (correctly) impugned and he’s going to unload.

            Laird

            Someone has to pay. Senior leadership team? Or you, Roman? Or one of your siblings. I suppose you’ll find it a fun little game, to ruin a life? SEC, DOJ, Foreign Corrupt Practices? You’ve done a little dance for your daddy, congratulations, sonny. Because someone is going to get tossed out the balloon. Someone is likely going to jail.

            Laird heads out.

            So goodnight, ladies, goodnight, sweet ladies! And good luck!

            Roman shrugs. 

            EXT. YACHT – DECK – day

            On deck. Maybe Laird departs in the limousine boat. Logan and Kendall watch him go.

            Kendall

            How’d that go?

            Logan

            I think – maybe not the solution.

            Kendall reads a lot into that. Fuck. Dad? Or himself? 

            KENDALL

            So. It’s going to get choppy?

            Some of what he felt in the room escapes. 

            LOGAN

            (quiet but intense)

            I can’t fucking believe it. Me? Who never did anything, really? A Catholic lad who doesn’t even take my fucking undershirt off in front of my wife, my ex-fucking-wife, whatever she is. Me, when the rest of them were like fucking stray dogs? No.

            Kendall looks at him. 

            KENDALL

            You know Stewy’s in Greece?

            LOGAN

            Oh no? Nah, son. No, we’ve fucking been there.

            EXT. Yacht – upper deck – day

            Greg slides down a slide attached to the boat. Connor and Willa await their go. Roman watches, Shiv comes over to him. 

            shiv

            So – is it right? The deal is off?

            Roman

            I just didn’t trust them in the end. Can’t explain why.

            SHIV

            Because you’re a bit racist?

            ROMAN

            I didn’t think so. But there’s always the possibility?

            Shiv takes it in. Tom comes over towards the slide. 

            SHIV

            Deal’s off.

            Tom

            Private is off? Oh fuck.

            Tom climbs on the slide. 

            SHIV

            Uh-huh.

            TOM

            This is very very bad.

            With that, stony-faced, he heads off down the slide. Shiv heads off. Gerri comes to ask Roman.

            GERRI

            Is it right? Deal’s off.

            romaN

            I guess.

            GERRI

            So. Who’s getting it?

            Roman

            Don’t jump to conclusions! Maybe no one?

            She looks at him.

            And don’t look at me like that.

            GERRI

            Like what?

            ROMAN

            Sorry, Gerri, if it goes fuck-fuck, all bets are off.

            GERRI

            What does that mean? ‘All bets are off’? Who made you King Shitfinger?

            ROMAN

            Just, you’re on shaky ground and I might not be able to save you?

            GERRI

            Well you’re on fucking shaky ground! Man who made the rocket go boom for his sister’s wedding?

            ROMAN

            I do not know what you’re talking about or even precisely who you are. Please talk to my lawyer.

            GERRI

            Yeah that’s me. Guilty as charged. Next!

            EXT. YACHT – BEACH DECK – day

            Down on the back part of the yacht that is level almost with the sea, Greg has swum around and sits off the back. Tom arrives to join him. Champagne in a bucket.

            TOM

            Hey, Greg – what you drinking?

            GREG

            This is— I’m not sure. It’s a rosé. Not my favorite but—

            TOM

            Oh you have a favorite champagne now?

            GREG

            Well, you can’t help noticing. I’ll drink it, it’s just not my favorite?

            TOM

            Yeah well, brother, fill up while you can. Because if you end up carrying the can for cruises it’ll be back to milk in a saucer.

            GREG

            Is it gonna get, nasty?

            TOM

            Deal’s off. There’ll be a head on a spike.

            GREG

            Right. I mean, I’m safe. Too insignificant, no?

            TOM

            ‘Washington Greg’? You got spatchcocked.

            GREG

            Well, you got spatchcocked.

            TOM

            Well, no. But, I was coming to say, maybe we might, keep an eye out for each other, if it goes super-cannibalistical-extra-fucking-atrocious?

            GREG

            An attack on one is an attack on both?

            TOM

            No need to go full NATO, just – keep an eye out?

            GREG

            Right. But it might be good to formalize? Like, if I go you’ll go?

            Tom hadn’t expected to go that far.

            TOM

            I’d need to speak to Shiv about tactics.

            GREG

            Maybe I could be a part of that, a tripartite pact? The three of us?

            TOM

            Greg. Don’t push it. You’re strategically insignificant flotsam and Gregsum.

            GREG

            I’m ‘Gregsum’?

            EXT. YACHT – day

            Logan is looking out. Kendall and Naomi are having conspicuous fun. On the slide – or kidding around in the pool. Kendall looks kind of carefree. Does Logan like that? 

            People are anxious. Huddling. Connor approaches Logan. 

            CoNNOR

            Um, Pop. Quick one, not a biggie, I need some help, with reviews?

            Logan

            For the play?

            CONNOR

            Just a spritz of praise. Some poster toppings. The Chronicle or the Herald, just a coupla five-star-ers?

            Logan is in sour mood. 

            LOGAN

            Right. I don’t want to be rude, but I hear it’s a piece of shit?

            CONNOR

            That’s very harsh. Most reviews merely felt it was swamped by the space. I largely blame myself.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            CONNOR

            So I wondered could you – lean a little? Something like, not this, but something like, ‘kill for a ticket’. You see a lot of that.

            LOGAN

            I don’t like to lean on my people.

            CONNOR

            (snaps a bit)

            Oh come on. You brought down a Canadian government over grain subsidies? You can’t give me one lousy fucking review?

            LOGAN

            Hey! Easy. I hear you jizzed five hundred K on a fake Napoleon dick.

            CONNOR

            What? No. It’s attribution has been challenged by a crank. That’s irrelevant. Dad. I am actually hurting here. It’s a half-mil a week. I have Austerlitz. I have the campaign. And I’m not super-liquid. I wonder if I could hit you for a little hundred mil?

            LOGAN

            A hundred million? Well. Maybe.

            (then)

            But you’d have to quit your campaign.

            CONNOR

            What? No, Dad? I have a whole team—

            LOGAN

            Just to financially indicate sound judgment, good intentions.

            CONNOR

            I’m floating policy. I have feelers. The Conheads?

            LOGAN

            (snaps)

            It’s a horseshit pipe dream.

            CONNOR

            Well, flying was a pipe dream. Israel, the iPhone, one guy with a vision?

            LOGAN

            Everyone thinks you’re a joke and you’re embarrassing me.

            CONNOR

            Right. Thank you for your honesty.

            LOGAN

            Pull the plug and we can figure it out. I got bigger fish to fry okay?

            Connor is really hurt.

            CONNOR

            Uh-huh. Nice. Lovely.

            Conversation over, Logan turns to where the gang are gathered. 

            LOGAN

            Look. I just wanted to say. I know there are whispers going around. But I’m not gonna announce anything now. I want the best way to do this – the most decent – so, tomorrow let’s have a discussion. About our missteps and how we ‘indicate to the world how sorry we are’. Okay? We’re all pals here. So, let’s have a drink tonight, and tomorrow we figure out what we do. Thank you!

            Silence. 

            Roman

            Okay someone’s getting shitcanned, let’s get the party started!

            Everyone stands around. Silence. 

            Frank

            So, Willa, how’s the play going?

            Willa

            Fuck off.

            FRANK

            I’m sorry?

            WILLA

            Oh, no, sorry to you. I thought— I just think everyone’s talking about me, I’m sorry. I thought you were being sarcastic?

            FRANK

            No. I’m sorry. I’m sorry to hear.

            WILLA

            Yeah. It’s terrible. I think my career is over and I feel humiliated. I should have just had a little reading you know?

            Tom is with Shiv .

            Tom

            Is he gonna make us plead for our lives one by one? What’s our tactic?

            SHIV

            I think we just feel it out?

            (then)

            But look, probably best not to be too effusive in your defense? In case it plays phony?

            TOM

            Oh god. I can feel it. It’s going to be me, it’s going to be me, isn’t it? This is it.

            Over with Gerri, Roman approaches. 

            roman

            How you feeling?

            gerri

            Sick. Anxious.

            roman

            Why’s he doing it like this you think?

            GERRI

            How do you mean?

            ROMAN

            ‘Wants our views’? Yeah right? Cos he loves advice?

            GERRI

            Running a show trial? You get the whole politburo to sign the death warrant. Bathes all our hands in blood?

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. Nice. Lovely.

            (then he looks at phone)

            Hm. No reception. Death cruise?

            GERRI

            Who you thinking?

            ROMAN

            I don’t think it can be me, right?

            Gerri

            What about you being out in LA? Giving the ex-cruise dancers fat entertainment contracts? Why? Ah?

            Frank comes by.

            Roman

            Hey, Frank, I hear it’s gonna be you.

            Frank

            Yeah screw you.

            (but he is worried)

            But what have you heard?

            ROMAN

            I’ve got a book going. You wanna put a million on yourself? I can give you four-to-one. Make the ride back home sweeter?

            Karl approaches.

            Karl

            What we hearing?

            ROMAN

            I’m hearing Frank?

            KARL

            (serious)

            Uh-huh.

            Frank

            What do you mean ‘uh-huh’? He’s bullshitting!

            Karl

            It’s plausible.

            FRANK

            It’s plausible? You’re plausible!

            KARL

            Hey, I didn’t say I wasn’t.

            ROMAN

            You’re a prime candidate. Six-to-one.

            KarL

            This is horrible, Roman. We’re real people.

            ROMAN

            So you claim!

            Karl walks off. Greg is nearby, loitering.

            GREG

            Hey! Hey, Karl, man? Deal? Little deal going?

            Karl

            You’re hanging round offering deals?

            GREG

            You look out for me, I look out for you.

            KARL

            Seriously. With you? ‘Greg’? A deal with Greg? I’m CFO, who are you?

            GREG

            Fine.

            Karl looks around.

            KARL

            Wait hold on, talk to me.

            Roman walks past. 

            ROMAN

            Oh my god. That is pathetic. It’s like Latvia and Luxembourg teaming up to invade China.

            Logan approaches Kendall.

            LOGAN

            So. When were you going to ask?

            He nods to Naomi – out of earshot, talking to Willa.

            Kendall

            Naomi? I just— Yeah, I asked Kerry to talk to— No?

            Nothing from Logan – did he not get the message or is faking?

            Yeah, I like her. Thought it could be a rough weekend. I know there’s history but, she’s kind of a good one for me, Dad.

            LOGAN

            Right, I wasn’t properly informed? I’m not sure there’s enough provisions at hand?

            KENDALL

            I found her a great support in DC?

            LOGAN

            And I need privacy for – everything?

            KENDALL

            She gets it, she’ll keep out of the way.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. You seem— You sure you’re not getting pussywhipped?

            KENDALL

            Hey, Dad? C’mon?

            LOGAN

            Just a question. I like her.

            KENDALL

            Right?

            LOGAN

            I just don’t want you fucked on drugs, son. She’s part of all that. Isn’t she?

            KENDALL

            I don’t do drugs in a problematic fashion.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            KENDALL

            The fact is I can cope with things that would break other people. I’ve learned that.

            LOGAN

            Fine. Whatever you think. Whatever you think. I like her.

            INT. YACHT – CABIN corridor/OFFICE – day

            Greg is passing while Gerri works.

            Greg

            Hey Gerri? So. Look, we’ve always been pretty tight?

            GERRI

            Have we?

            GreG

            A kind of unspoken bond. And I was wondering if you’d like to cement that in a more formalized alliance?

            GERRI

            Thank you, Greg. Please unsubscribe me from your mailing list.

            She presses a button and the door closes. 

            INT. yacht – deck – evening

            Logan approaches Naomi. 

            logan

            Glad you could make it over to us.

            She already gets weird vibes. 

            NAOMI

            Thank you?

            Logan

            Look, there’s just a bit of an issue. I don’t know, he’s probably too polite to say?

            NAOMI

            Right?

            Logan

            Yeah they stock us quite precisely, and I’ve spoken with the folk and there aren’t enough pastries and there aren’t towels for an unexpected guest?

            NAOMI

            Well I’ll try not to gobble up all the food?

            logan

            Yeah, it’s just the croissants and so on. You’re very welcome but you weren’t invited?

            NAOMI

            I guess Kendall invited me?

            LOGAN

            You’re welcome to stay. It’s just a matter of provisions and physical space? I’m expecting my wife back tomorrow?

            naomI

            Right.

            LoGAN

            Look, do stay. I’m just not sure there’s enough of everything at hand? So have a think, Jennifer?

            NAOMI

            Um – Naomi?

            LOGAN

            Right. I’m sorry. That’s embarrassing. Jennifer was last week’s fascination. I apologize, I’m older, it’s hard for me to keep up.

            Logan walks off past a member of staff, has a word with them.

            INT. YACHT – Tom and Shiv’s cabin – night

            Shiv is on the bed. 

            Tom

            So it’s the petite brunette?

            Shiv

            Yup. You like?

            TOM

            Oh yeah. Hell yeah.

            SHIV

            So. Shall we, shall I, do the knock and invite her up?

            TOM

            Uh-huh. Right. I mean. Yeah! Yeah.

            SHIV

            Yeah?

            TOM

            Sure. I mean, death-sentence, vibes but … No. Good.

            (as Shiv gets up)

            I wonder if— Is there a thing—? Maybe we could do— I don’t know if I have the vim, for the full, dirty? We could—

            SHIV

            Go on – you can say?

            TOM

            Well, could I watch? Or could – maybe better – could she watch, us?

            SHIV

            Okay. She watches us?

            TOM

            Yeah? Kinda – sexy, yeah?

            SHIV

            Well, I guess, we’d have to see if she— But. Yeah?

            TOM

            I mean – I’m sure I’ll be able to, because it’s so hot, but there is a chance, just a health warning, there’s a chance I’ll not – you know, I won’t be able to, perform, under the microscope?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh?

            TOM

            She could not watch? We could have her in the bathroom. Looking through the keyhole?

            SHIV

            There isn’t a keyhole?

            TOM

            Well that could work?

            SHIV

            Tom, you’re making our threesome a twosome?

            TOM

            I’m – I’m sorry, honey. I just don’t feel all that disgusting tonight?

            SHIV

            Fine. Sure. Fine. I thought it would be exciting for us, but listen, fine. I should talk to my dad before tomorrow, okay?

            She heads out. 

            INT. CABIN – night

            Kendall is there with Naomi. She’s packing.

            NAOMI

            I just, they’re old friends and they really begged so I think I should go?

            KENDALL

            Look, I spoke to him and he said it’s totally fine, he wants you to stay.

            NAOMI

            Maybe it’s the imminent death sentence, but not the most relaxing vacation I’ve ever been on?

            KENDALL

            What did he say?

            NAOMI

            Nothing. There’s an issue with croissant numbers apparently, so I’d hate to mess those up?

            He looks at her.

            He’s kind of a psycho?

            KENDALL

            Hey. Well, you’re kind of a psycho, so?

            It’s meant to be funny and she kind of smiles. 

            Hey, Nay. Don’t go overboard? You know you get these strong reactions? Right?

            But things have snapped a little.

            day three

            INT. YACHT – LOGAN’S STATEROOM – MORNING

            Logan wakes. 

            He checks the bed next to him. Empty. 

            He gets up in the dark. Hits a button and as he stumbles sleepily out of bed (to the bathroom?). The blinds go up to reveal the beautiful surroundings. 

            But it means nothing to him, he is lost in thought.

            The room is a mess. His clothes from the night before on the floor. 

            He picks up a phone in the bathroom/from bedside. Calls the bridge. 

            Logan

            Did she come?

            No, he doesn’t react.

            Uh-huh.

            Phone down. 

            EXT. YACHT – OUTDOOR DINING AREA – MORNING

            Morning. Maybe we follow a plate of croissants and a jug of freshly squeezed juice up from the galley into the morning sun. 

            EXT. YACHT – OUTDOOR DINING AREA – MORNING

            Everyone is gathering for breakfast. One of the crew, Tony, is there and checks in with Connor – who looks haunted. 

            Tony

            Can I get you any juice or water, sir? Anything to drink?

            Connor

            Um. Yes. I will take a full bottle of burgundy please. Thank you!

            WiLLA

            For breakfast, Con?

            CONNOR

            Well yes for breakfast. Why not?

            (then)

            Honey. I don’t know what to do, I think we’re, we’re going to have to close?

            WILLA

            Before the end of the run?

            CONNOR

            Before the end of the week.

            Everyone is tense. Tom, Greg, Karl, Frank, Gerri, Connor, at the breakfast buffet. The clink of knives and murmurs of ‘excuse me’ and ‘after you’ as people move warily, tensely around. Maybe one of the female staff members looks a little testy with Tom and Shiv – who share glances. 

            Elsewhere, Naomi is getting ready to depart. 

            KenDALL

            Nay? C’mon.

            NAOMI

            You could come?

            He looks at her.

            Really. It’s my godmother’s – on Hydra. You get up at dawn, and walk over to the swimming beach with a bottle of wine and some bread and tomatoes and feta in olive oil and then you read and swim naked and there’s a fisherman to go back with at dusk?

            Kendall looks at her. Is another life possible? 

            KENDALL

            It sounds horrible.

            They smile.

            I just think. It’s a big time?

            NAOMI

            Of course. Always.

            KENDALL

            C’mon. This is objectively a crisis?

            She gives him a kiss. 

            I’m sorry. He loves me. I think it’s just a wrong – kind of love, expression?

            NAOMI

            Ken. He loves broken you, that’s what he loves.

            KENDALL

            I don’t know. I don’t know, Naomi.

            Kendall considers. She goes to head off.

            Maybe I’ll follow on?

            NAOMI

            Yeah. Maybe. Maybe.

            She smiles.

            At the breakfast table – Logan appears. The room shifts, Karl approaches, obsequious. The room is alive, awaiting the big discussion.

            Karl

            Here we go! What can I get you, big man? Grapefruit?

            Logan puts his hand up to stop discussion. Kendall arrives, in sour mood. Maybe angry with himself for even being there.

            Logan

            (to the group)

            Alright, alright. Let’s have a relax and a swim then we can chat?

            People look at one another. 

            Roman

            I mean. Sure. I don’t know, how relaxing a time, personally I am going to be able to have, but?

            kendall

            Well it’s not going to be you, bro, so cool it?

            ROMAN

            Well, sure. I hope not but I don’t know what he has in mind?

            LoGAN

            Hey. Enough. We stick together. Okay? Listen. Most things don’t exist. The Ford Motor Company hardly exists, it’s a time-saving expression for a collection of financial interests. It’s nothing. But this exists. Because we’re a family. And look. I’ve thought about this all night. And I think, the obvious choice, is myself. So that’s what I’d like to announce.

            Beat. Is it real? Everyone looks at one another.

            Shiv

            No, Dad. No! No you can’t.

            Kendall, others look at Shiv. Okay? She’s defending. 

            LOGAN

            No. I may not be responsible but, you know, the buck stops here.

            Tom

            No! Never. Never.

            shiv

            Not in the middle of the proxy fight. No.

            People are aware of Shiv sticking up for her dad.

            RoMAN

            No.

            Everyone else joins in. Maybe Kendall is last. He doesn’t want to see his dad go either but he can see the logic—

            KENDALL

            No. Maybe a timetable, but, actually go? No. When people find out Rhea isn’t coming in, we need stability.

            Logan

            Well it seemed obvious to me. But yeah, speaking to major shareholders, there isn’t much appetite for my departure so, maybe you’re right?

            No one wants to speak. 

            I need a meaningful skull to wave. If the shareholder meeting was tomorrow, we lose. I need to persuade a couple of big figures. So. Anyone have anything they’d like to say?

            (looks around)

            I will look after who ever it is. Okay? No one will get forgotten.

            greg

            Good. Good to know.

            Shiv

            If it’s not Dad. Then – I mean, if we’re doing this, Ken. Right? You were across it all through the clean-up and – you know, COO and family?

            Kendall

            Uh-huh.

            SHIV

            I mean I’m sorry, Ken, but – yeah?

            KENDALL

            No. Hey fine. Fine. Fine.

            ConNOR

            Can’t we save family? Shouldn’t it be one, or all, of the – excuse me, guys – but the ‘shit-munchers’?

            Karl, Frank, Gerri look at him.

            Logan

            Yeah. I dunno if Ken works. What else we got?

            KENDALL

            Well, I don’t want to spread shit, everyone here is a loyal servant. And, it could be me. That makes sense? So I only say without malice aforethought. Presumably, Gerri, general counsel is center of the web. Sorry, Gerri. I like you.

            LOGAN

            Gerri, I explained why it should be me? Emotion aside, argue the brief, why it could be you?

            GERRI

            Well, I don’t think it should be me.

            (then)

            But I guess, the general counsel is trusted with the most sensitive information at the highest level and is responsible for identifying legal issues and overseeing governance and compliance. Plus of course the NDAs.

            CoNNOR

            It’s compelling!

            GERRI

            Yes well I’m good – but can I say—?

            Logan

            There’s no one who’s been more loyal than Gerri.

            Frank and Kendall react: Well, up to a point. 

            Roman

            Exactly. What about Frank? Ah? How come Frank’s even here today?

            Frank

            Thank you. Sure. I could see it. I’d take it. I make sense.

            ROMAN

            Exactly. After what he did to you? Boardroom coup.

            Logan

            That’s water under the bridge.

            Frank

            Right. In which case, I guess, in a certain way, my – my indiscretions against the family, I would say objectively, make me a less compelling sacrifice? Is the only thing I would say? Unlike a, a, for instance a loyal servant like Karl?

            Karl

            Uh-huh. My thing I guess is if Rhea is no more, sadly, we are back to having – you know, we’re back to Gerri. So that fattens her up for the kill, so to speak?

            Gerri

            Except, everyone always knew I was just a name on a piece of paper?

            KARL

            Oh, I think you were always more than that. Plus, you know, the old copybook is a little blotty? Expense accounts? Daughters first class on the company coin?

            GERRI

            Right, Karl. ‘I only went for a sports massage, I had no idea it was that sort of establishment.’

            Tom is next to Karl.

            Tom

            Karl feels good?

            (hissed quietly aside to Karl)

            Sausage-thief.

            connor

            Gerri is kind of theoretically perfect?

            ROMAN

            No. No. I don’t think so.

            LOGAN

            Excuse me? Why?

            ROMAN

            Why? Because it’s my opinion.

            LOGAN

            But what’s your reasoning?

            ROMAN

            She’s tough and the master of the dark arts. And I just think, Gerri? To pay for cruises? We take out a senior woman. Haven’t we – kidding here – killed enough women already?

            Logan takes it in.

            I mean, I guess the obvious choice and I don’t want to say it because he’s a great guy, but in some ways, is Tom.

            Tom

            Excuse me?

            ROMAN

            Right? But – you know, head of cruises—

            Tom looks at Shiv: Help me! 

            TOM

            I mean. I have been a loyal servant?

            Kendall

            If this is laboratory time, right, human emotions extracted, Tom, I love you, dude, but you shat the bed over ‘Mo Lester’?

            Tom

            I went in as the fucking beating man? I took the beating.

            KENDALL

            You got suckered in by Eavis, dude.

            TOM

            I answered the questions!

            KENDALL

            You don’t answer the questions. Rule one. I’m not beating up on you. I’m just saying, he got a win off you and you’re kind of the face of this. I mean, I’m saying this but I don’t believe it, I’m saying it because this is the time for saying things?

            Karl

            Tom works.

            It does make sense. Beat. Tom looks around.

            Tom

            Does anyone care to speak to my qualities? Or should I—?

            He looks at Shiv—

            SHIV

            No. I can see Tom looks logical. Cruises, the document destruction.

            TOM

            What?!

            Tom looks at her: Thanks.

            shiv

            I don’t think it should be. I’m just saying, you’re like family, which is good, but not family, which is kind of good?

            He stares at her.

            Tom. We can say these things. It’s the elephant in the room.

            TOM

            There’s no need to say the – the elephant in the room!

            SHIV

            Tom? The testimony. It kind of put a target on you—?

            TOM

            Well maybe it should be you?!

            SHIV

            Why? How? I never even—

            TOM

            If it should be me, maybe it should be you?

            SHIV

            I’m not attacking you, I’m defending you!

            TOM

            Well – it doesn’t feel like it?

            SHIV

            How do I work?

            TOM

            I don’t know. No, I’m not saying you. I’m just saying. You know?

            Gerri

            I mean, if we were saying Shiv I guess we’d highlight witness tampering? And that she was going to take over and— I don’t know, it doesn’t work probably.

            Shiv

            Too right it doesn’t work! It makes no sense. I’m not inside?

            RomAN

            What about double-bubble? Shiv and Tom, his and hers. Beauty and the Beast?

            Logan

            Does Tom work?

            KenDALL

            Honestly, Tom. I don’t know if he’s a big enough scalp.

            Roman

            What about Tom with Greg sprinkles?

            greg

            ‘Greg sprinkles’??

            ROMAN

            Sorry, dude. Just – a party pack? You as a sweetener.

            ConNOR

            ‘Tippecanoe and Tyler too.’ Yeah I could start to see that? Throw in like a Karl, or a, a Frank or a Ray?

            Karl

            (darkly)

            Uh-huh, why not?

            CONNOR

            These are just examples.

            KARL

            Worked for you for twenty-three years, toss me on as a makeweight? More wood for the fucking fire.

            Greg

            And what precisely are ‘Greg sprinkles’?

            ROMAN

            Greg’s probably good sprinkles for anyone. Right? Good garnish? A Tom sundae with a Greg cherry on top.

            GREG

            I object. I really do.

            CoNNOR

            Look there’s another elephant in the room. But what about I throw myself over the side?

            KARL

            Excuse me?

            CONNOR

            In return for a little payout? I’m cash-strapped. Strap me into that sweet, sweet golden parachute and toss me in the volcano?

            shiv

            I just don’t see it, Con. I’m sorry.

            CONNOR

            You say, you know, éminence grise. Old Richelieu here, skulking in the background. Pulled all the strings, all these years who knew? The malign influence you’re finally rid of?

            Logan

            That’s kind, Con. That is. Thank you. We’ll keep that in mind.

            The deck is full of reproachful looks and hurt feelings, everyone eyeing each other. 

            Look. I need to reflect. We’ll gather later? We have half an idea, but— Yeah. Gather later.

            People break up. Logan nods to Tom. It could mean something or nothing. 

            Tom

            We have half an idea? What’s the half idea?

            Several people look at him.

            EXT. Yacht – day

            Logan is in a private spot. He looks at all his relatives and operatives. 

            Logan

            Ken? Can I get one word?

            Kendall approaches, looks at Logan – is this the end?

            Are we okay? I told her she was welcome. She’s on a hair-trigger.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Sure.

            logan

            Look, is Stewy available?

            KENDALL

            It might be – humiliating?

            LOGAN

            Sure, but, what I ought to do, I don’t wanna do?

            (looks at Kendall)

            Maybe we settle? Maybe I make him the offer?

            EXT. SPEEDBOAT – day

            Shiv and Tom are on a speedboat with two outboard motors. Crew of three. They motor across the water in silence. 

            Make it into a little cove. Shiv readies to get out.

            Tom

            No. I don’t like it.

            Shiv looks at him. 

            Shiv

            You don’t like it? What’s wrong with this one?

            TOM

            I can see a sea urchin.

            SHIV

            Tom? C’mon?

            TOM

            There are infinite coves, let’s find the perfect one. Next cove please, Julius!

            They swish around and speed out to the next cove.

            EXT. BOWA RESTAURANT – day

            Stewy and Kendall and Logan are at a nice beach restaurant.

            KendaLL

            So. Thanks.

            SteWY

            Oh not at all. I have a three-year-old, so, I would go to an audit committee meeting right now. I’m honored.

            KENDALL

            We really feel in a great position. Our proxy advisors tell us we probably have it?

            STEWY

            (bullshit)

            Uh-huh. You look sweaty, dude?

            logan

            Okay look. I’ve come to make a deal. This isn’t a negotiation this is a one-bang, final-deal offer. And it’s generous. I’m willing to put certain things on the table which would normally be off-menu. So don’t insult me with a counter. I say this. We eat some octopi. We shake hands. Okay?

            STEWY

            Okay?

            logan

            Three board seats, including Ken’s. You get a codified say in the appointment of the next CEO. We remove our poison pill, conduct a strategic review on terms co-set with you. Dismiss all our litigation relating to the proxy battle. Spin off cruises. Okay?

            Kendall looks taken aback at the size of the offer. But after not much consideration—

            Stewy

            No I don’t think that works.

            logan

            Bullshit. Are you fucking stupid? You have to consider that. You have to ask Sandy? That’s a great offer.

            STEWY

            It. Does. Not. Work. For. Us.

            KENDALL

            Look, you need to fucking make it work. Or I swear, we will get nasty. I’ll cut your— We’ll cut your dicks – and we’ll— I’ll—

            STEWY

            Dude, what? You’re gonna ‘cut my dick off and push it up your cunt till poopoo pops out my nose holes’? It doesn’t matter. It doesn’t mean anything. You can threaten to stuff a million severed dicks into my ballbag, the actual fact is we’re persuading more and more shareholders every day that we offer them just a slightly better prospect for making them a few extra cents on their dollar. And that’s all this is. That’s the whole thing.

            Logan and Kendall get up. 

            EXT. COVE – day

            A perfect little cove. Shiv reads a book. The crew wait in the boat. Tom sits nearby. Dissatisfied. Throws rocks into the water. 

            shiv

            You want to talk?

            Tom

            Why would I want to talk?

            SHIV

            Fine.

            TOM

            (beat)

            You fucking, you toasted me, Shiv. You, you fried me.

            SHIV

            I need to be an honest broker, Tom. You saw how they looked when I said Ken? Right? To save you, I can’t be seen to be acting out of self-interest?

            TOM

            I got shitty advice before the hearings, Shiv.

            SHIV

            I don’t know about that.

            TOM

            I got hung out to dry.

            SHIV

            I love you.

            Beat.

            TOM

            Yeah, great. ‘Thanks’.

            SHIV

            No?

            TOM

            I don’t know. I love you, I love this rock.

            He throws the rock out to sea. 

            Bye, rock! You’re dead. What does it mean?

            SHIV

            I don’t know. But I won’t let anything happen to you.

            TOM

            Uh-huh. Sure.

            SHIV

            Yeah?

            TOM

            You said you wanted an open relationship, on our fucking wedding night.

            SHIV

            Okay, is that, does that, is that—? Have you been stewing on that?

            TOM

            Well yes I have been stewing on that actually. I’m not a – hippy, Shiv. I don’t want to stuff a dildo up my— And do threesomes and— On our wedding night? Bang! Shanghaied into an open-borders, free-fuck trade deal?

            Shiv

            It was just an idea.

            TOM

            That’s a biggie to throw in at the altar? ‘I do … but I do maybe also demand to, gobble the odd side dick’?

            SHIV

            ‘Gobble the odd side dick’?

            Tom

            I don’t think it was cool. What you did.

            Shiv

            Uh-huh.

            TOM

            I think it was bullshit actually. Nate? The actor. I think, you know, a lot of the time if I think about it, I think a lot of the time I’m quite unhappy?

            SHIV

            What are you saying?

            TOM

            I don’t know. I love you, I do. But I wonder if the sad I’d be from being without you might be less than the sad I get from being with you?

            SHIV

            Tom. I’m sorry. I’ll talk to Logan.

            Tom

            No. I’ll talk to Logan. It’s fine.

            EXT. LIMOUSINE BOAT – day

            Kendall and Logan travel. That was tough. Nothing to say. Logan looks at Kendall. Really looks at him. 

            KeNDALL

            What?

            Logan

            I don’t know.

            KENDALL

            It’s okay.

            LOGAN

            Nah you’re a good kid. You are.

            KENDALL

            Maybe I deserve it?

            Logan looks at him, waves it away. Not Kendall. Shakes his head. 

            EXT. restaurant – day*

            Gerri and Roman. Finishing up lunch. They both have glasses of wine. 

            Roman

            Well that was delicious. Thank you for coming.

            Gerri

            Well, happy to talk tactics? What’s your move?

            Beat. Roman looks out.

            Roman

            Uh-huh. The tactic I was wondering about was – they have rooms here?

            GERRI

            I’m afraid you probably have to target Ken. I mean, he’s a great candidate and also you remove a future rival?

            ROMAN

            So cold. Wanna give it a go? Jigga-jigga? Hubba-bubba?

            Gerri

            Ken’s the smart move.

            ROMAN

            Kill Ken. Sure. What’s not to like.

            (then)

            I’d lay you badly, but I’d lay you gladly?

            She looks at him. 

            GERRI

            Can I remind you that so far as I am concerned nothing has ever happened between us other than of a professional nature?

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh. But like – just once for a try-out? Total secret.

            GERRI

            And go on? How does that play out? What does that look like for me in a week? In six months? In one year? In three years? I don’t think so.

            ROMAN

            You must be curious?

            GERRI

            I am quite successful. And I have remained so by avoiding, mess.

            ROMAN

            Look at it this way. We’re going to go upstairs to ‘use their internet’ for half an hour. No one will ever know. I can say it happened if it didn’t, you can say it didn’t if it did. It’s essentially irrelevant what we actually do? So? Why not?

            GERRI

            Except. It does, for some reason, matter.

            Roman

            I can promise you one thing with absolute certainty. It will be incredibly brief?

            Gerri looks away. 

            Maybe if you won’t sex me, I’ll throw you under the bus?

            GERRI

            Maybe I’ll throw you under the bus?

            Roman considers. Gerri sees that piques his sexual interest. He gives her sexy turned-on eyes.

            There’s enough material here for a whole psychological conference.

            Roman

            Well, thank you.

            INT. YACHT – LOGAN’S DINING AREA – day

            Shiv and Tom return. Tom makes it up the steps. The world is buzzing in his ears. 

            Lunch is a casual affair. But Logan has just been brought a piece of chicken. Tom and Shiv make it up to the deck. 

            Logan

            Hey?

            Tom approaches. Logan sees him. There is a steely look in Tom’s eye. What’s he going to do?

            Tom? You okay?

            Tom sits opposite. Leans in and takes a piece of Logan’s chicken off the plate. He silently takes a bite and, all the while eyeballing Logan, puts it back. 

            What the fuck?

            Tom

            Thank you, Logan.

            LOGAN

            Tom?

            TOM

            Thank you for the chicken.

            Tom gets up and leaves Logan to finish his lunch. Tom walks off. Shiv follows. 

            SHIV

            Fuck, Tom?

            TOM

            Oh Jesus. I can’t look back. Is he looking?

            SHIV

            Er, yeah.

            TOM

            Oh fuck. What have I done?

            SHIV

            I do not know?

            TOM

            Oh Jesus. How will that play?

            SHIV

            I don’t know. I never saw the chicken power-play before.

            She heads over to her dad. 

            INT. YACHT – logan’s office – day

            Shiv and Logan find somewhere private. 

            Logan

            What the fuck was that?

            Shiv

            I dunno, Dad. I think it’s getting to people, the tension.

            LOGAN

            He ate my fucking chicken?

            SHIV

            You wavering?

            LOGAN

            Well, I was thinking maybe – cruises and the documents – Tom, Greg and Gerri? Instead?

            SHIV

            Tom?

            LOGAN

            He can stay home, look after the kids. I’ll make sure he’s alright. Do you think he’d flip, if there’s jail time?

            SHIV

            Why not – you know?

            LOGAN

            Ken works. He was across it, it hurts, it plays.

            SHIV

            I just think, well Tom, Tom doesn’t deserve it and I’m not sure he works so well, for the world?

            LOGAN

            I don’t know. What do you think?

            She looks conflicted.

            Sort of tough choice that people need to be able to make. You know, people who would be very senior people?

            Bit of a twinkle. 

            SHIV

            I can’t choose, Dad.

            LOGAN

            No. No. Sure.

            SHIV

            Just not Tom? Please. For me?

            EXT. YACHT – OUTDOOR DINING AREA – day

            The light is maybe ebbing. Kendall is reading and listening on his headphones to ‘Sabotage’ by the Beastie Boys, or ‘Avalanche’ by Leonard Cohen. 

            Everything is calm. Everything is good. He sees his dad and Shiv arrive from their tête-à-tête. He clocks their body language. 

            Logan’s settled on something. He looks around the perfect evening. Connor and Willa. Tom. Greg. Roman and Gerri. Kendall pretends not to clock it as Shiv approaches. But when she taps him on the shoulder he knows—

            ShIV

            Hey?

            KendALL

            Hey.

            SHIV

            Dad wants a word?

            KENDALL

            Okay. Thanks.

            He smiles at her, she smiles back, but he’s slightly unnerving to her. Kendall walks. He kind of knows what’s coming. 

            INT. YACHT – LOGAN’S STATEROOM – EVENING

            Logan is waiting. 

            Logan

            Hey, son.

            KenDALL

            Hey, Dad.

            LOGAN

            I can’t do any more of that shit from this morning.

            KENDALL

            No. No sure. I bet.

            LOGAN

            Yeah. So. It can’t be Tom and Greg. It doesn’t work. They don’t add up.

            KENDALL

            Right, no I see that.

            LOGAN

            They won’t, you know, accept me.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. I get it. I do.

            Logan

            You know me and Marcia would read things. I’d read her history, Spengler, Gibbon, the big boys?

            KeNDALL

            Okay?

            LOGAN

            The Incas, in times of terrible crisis. They would sacrifice a child, to the sun? I said to her they were fucking savages.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh?

            LOGAN

            Her thing was, what could you possibly kill, that you loved so much, it might make the sun rise again?

            (then)

            She said that.

            KENDALL

            Okay.

            LOGAN

            Yeah. I miss her.

            KENDALL

            It’s okay, Dad.

            LOGAN

            Thank you, son. Thank you. The hearings. You did – you did so well. You’re the face now. You were across the clean-up. The optics make sense, you know. And I can trust you, you know, if it goes, if it gets nasty.

            KENDALL

            Yeah I get it.

            LOGAN

            You’re a big man. I’ll look after you. All likelihood we can keep you out of— But when you’re done, you can fund the arts, move to the UK. There’s a ton of shit you can do. Who fucking needs it? Right?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh.

            LOGAN

            We’ll set up a press conference. You’ll admit you knew everything and directed the cover-up and it went no higher?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Okay.

            LOGAN

            Okay.

            KENDALL

            (beat)

            So go on, Dad, out of interest, did you ever think I could do it?

            LOGAN

            The top job? Oh, I don’t know, son.

            KENDALL

            You can say.

            LOGAN

            You’re smart. You’re good. I don’t know. Maybe.

            KENDALL

            What? Go on?

            LOGAN

            I don’t know if you’re a killer. You have to be a killer, you know?

            (then, he tries to soften)

            But. It’s all different now. Maybe you don’t need to be anymore. I don’t know?

            Kendall nods, sadly. 

            You okay? You good? We okay here?

            KENDALL

            Yeah, I deserve it. Maybe I deserve it, right, for everything?

            LOGAN

            No. Oh, that? No, son, no. God no.

            KENDALL

            Sure. But. Good to pay? The boy?

            LOGAN

            Nah that? Nah NRPI, kiddo. You’re a good kid. You’re the best.

            Logan is trying to be consoling. But something snaps right there for Kendall. 

            KENDALL

            NRPI? Right.

            LOGAN

            Don’t beat yourself up. No Real Person Involved, son. You’re good. Just nothing, you know?

            KENDALL

            Right. No. Right.

            Kendall comes over and does something unusual. He takes his father by the arms and kisses him so he can feel his dad’s cheek beneath his lips. An ambivalent kiss of love and farewell to something—

            INT. YACHT – DINING AREA – EVENING

            Everyone is gathered. Logan and Kendall enter together.

            Logan

            Okay. So, I’ve decided.

            Everyone looks at Kendall as he goes to his seat. Roman reacts instinctively.

            RomAN

            No. C’mon? Really? Ken? No. Dad.

            Gerri looks at Roman. 

            What about one of the fuckheads?

            Logan and Kendall are resolute.

            KenDALL

            You can say ‘phew’, Tom, it’s okay.

            roman

            You okay, Ken?

            KENDALL

            I’m good. I’m good.

            Karl

            And is it, just – I don’t mean to be rude, but, just him?

            Greg

            No Greg sprinkles?

            Gerri sees what way the wind is blowing. 

            gerri

            First— second-born son. Given your responsibilities, it will be a very simple sell.

            Logan

            Roman, you’ll be taking over as full chief operating officer.

            Roman

            Sure, what with Captain Cautious back in the next room?

            LOGAN

            Nope. Frank’s going to be cleaning up cruises. No you’ll be doing it solo. Can you handle it?

            ROMAN

            Well. Yeah. Yeah, Dad. That’s—

            Kendall’s right there. 

            really – exciting.

            Kendall

            It’s fine, Rome. Congrats. Eat up.

            Food comes out. But the atmosphere is funereal. 

            EXT. yacht – top deck – night†

            Later on. Top deck. Private space. The four kids are playing ‘shithead’ or some other basic childhood card game. 

            ROMAN

            I’m just so sorry, man.

            Kendall

            It’s fine. You can stop. It’s fine.

            ROMAN

            I mean, those pieces of shit, Mo and that gang? They’ve fucked us.

            Shiv

            Fucking perverts. It gives me the heebie-jeebies to think of.

            KendalL

            Right.

            SHIV

            Mo? Mo used to come to Tuscany, right?

            Roman

            I mean, how could it all be going on, how much of it is actually true, do we even know?

            SHIV

            So, disgusting.

            ROMAN

            Some of that stuff, kind of horrible. Right?

            Kendall’s stomach is turning at the evasions.

            KenDALL

            Oh come on.

            ROMAN

            What?

            KENDALL

            We knew.

            ROMAN

            What? Well I didn’t know.

            KENDALL

            Sure, man.

            ROMAN

            What?

            KENDALL

            We fucking— we knew.

            ROMAN

            Well I did not know.

            ShiV

            What are you saying we knew?

            ROMAN

            We did not know.

            KenDALL

            Con?

            ConnOR

            We kind of knew.

            Roman

            Say – what did we know?

            Kendall

            The guys, Dad, Mo, the wolfpack, we knew they were, it was all grubby as fuck and the jokes and dancers and ‘I’ll get her a job’ and ‘clean out the rats in the hold’, and no it wasn’t our fault, and fine, you wanna pretend your shit don’t stink, go ahead, but, Shiv, you knew what we were laughing about so don’t bullshit me.

            SHIV

            I did not know what I was laughing about.

            ROMAN

            Well just as an actual matter of record, I did not know that dancers were fucking and sucking for their jobs and I didn’t know we threw fucking migrants off the boats and I didn’t know we covered that up.

            KENDALL

            Whatever. They’re all pieces of man-shit, fuck them, slit their throats. I’m not standing up for them but we fucking knew. Okay?

            Silence. The snap-snap of cards. Sour.

            roman

            Is this the worst one? The worst ever vacation?

            connor

            I mean there was the summer of the competitive eating disorders?

            SHIV

            Sardinia? When Mom got us all up in the night? And tried to drive us to go live with her in Morocco?

            ROMAN

            I mean nevertheless. This is the worst. This is completely horrible.

            Kendall

            It is a bad one.

            day four

            INT. YACHT – LOGAN’S DINING AREA – MORNING

            Logan with Gerri, Karl and Frank. The old guard intact. 

            gerri

            I have floated with the Ulsterman and Glass Lewis and ISS and what I hear is, people realize how difficult this would be for you, and given everything, it feels like a really clear gesture at this point.

            Karl

            Same. Proxy votes will change, I think, if we present correctly.

            Logan

            Good. And I spoke with Layton and he’s not over the moon, but they’ll take Ken. They see it.

            GERRI

            Was Ken okay?

            Logan

            He’s very calm. But I’m sending the whippersnapper to make sure.

            EXT. YACHT – day

            Greg and Kendall climb into the helicopter on deck and it takes off.

            INT. JET – day

            Greg watches Kendall. Greg gets up to go to the bathroom. Looks at Ken, hesitates. Naomi calls. 

            Kendall

            Hey, Naomi.

            (hand over phone)

            It’s okay, man. You can go to the bathroom. I’m not going to jump out the window.

            Greg

            For what it’s worth I’m sorry. I think what he’s doing to you is— Anyway. I’m sorry.

            EXT. AIRPORT – day

            Kendall and Greg come out of their plane to climb into a Suburban. If we see Kendall’s eyes, do we see something has changed? 

            EXT. HOTEL – day

            Kendall and Greg are greeted by Karolina’s team and ushered in. 

            INT. HOTEL – CORRIDOR – day

            Kendall walks with Karolina and Jess and a couple of other PR staff. Greg is far behind. 

            Kendall

            Okay?

            Jess

            You’re good?

            Karolina

            You okay, Ken?

            He’s a bit glassy.

            There’s water by the side. I’ll let them hit like three questions and then that’s it, okay?

            KendaLL

            Uh-huh.

            INT. YACHT – LOGAN’S STATEROOM – day

            Logan watches TV. Shiv enters. 

            Logan

            Hey.

            Shiv

            Hey.

            LOGAN

            You okay?

            SHIV

            Yeah. Didn’t sleep great.

            LOGAN

            No.

            (then)

            It’s okay, Shiv. It had to be done. It’s for the best. We’ll watch this, then get into it all. We have a lot to discuss.

            SHIV

            Poor bastard.

            INT. HOTEL CONFERENCE ROOM – day

            Kendall walks from the preparation area out onto the little prepared press-conference stage. Good turnout of business and general NY and national print online and TV media. 

            Kendall

            Good morning. I have an announcement to make about wrongdoing at Waystar Royco in advance of the upcoming shareholder meeting.

            (then)

            I have been asked to explain my own role in the managing of illegality at the firm and associated cover-ups and it has been suggested I would be a suitable figure to absorb the anger and concern. But.

            (then)

            The truth is that my father is a domineering presence, a bully and a liar and he was fully personally aware of these events for many years and made efforts to hide and cover up. He had a twisted sense of loyalty to bad actors like Lester McClintock and disregard for the safety of migrant workers, non-union and union workers and vulnerable performers and guests. My father keeps a watchful eye over every inch of his whole empire and the notion that he would have allowed millions of dollars in settlements and compensation to be paid without his explicit agreement is utterly fanciful. And I have copies of records that show his personal sign-off.

            Greg is there at the back. He has documents in an envelope. 

            How much those of us who executed his wishes bear responsibility is for another day but I think this is the day his reign ends. I’ll be providing the documents and can answer any questions you have on this matter.

            INT. YACHT – LOGAN’S STATEROOM – day

            Roman bursts in.

            RomAN

            Fuck me.

            Logan puts a finger to his lips and as he and Shiv and Roman watch … 

            … and watch. Slowly, across Logan’s face, there cracks just the hint of, not quite a smile, but a smirk-snarl of appreciation. 

            His son is a killer after all. 

            He looks at Shiv and Roman.

            There is a great battle to come—

         

         
            * This episode was particularly overpacked with material so we lost this for time. Plus the rhythm in the edit didn’t quite work with this scene in its original place. But we kept the essence for a Roman–Gerri scene in a spot at the start of the next season, when the resting heart rate of the episode was a little lower. 

            † This scene also didn’t quite fit the very particular rhythm of the end of this episode. But the dynamic and debate we kept and I used it at the start of the next season, when the emotional temperature of events perhaps meant it landed better. 
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