
   [image: Cover: Succession – Season Three by Jesse Armstrong]


   
      
         [image: alt]

      

   


   
      
         
            SUCCESSION
SEASON THREE


            The Complete Scripts

         

         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Contents

         

         
            
               
	Title Page

                  	Introduction by Lucy Prebble 

                  	Note on the Text 

                  	SUCCESSION: SEASON THREE 

                  	Credits

                  	1. Secession 

                  	2. Mass in Time of War 

                  	3. The Disruption 

                  	4. Lion in the Meadow 

                  	5. Retired Janitors of Idaho​ 

                  	6. What It Takes 

                  	7. Too Much Birthday 

                  	8. Chiantishire 

                  	
9. All the Bells Say  


                  	Acknowledgements 

                  	Copyright

               



         

      

   


   
      
         
            Introduction

            One Last Pitch

         

         
            What happens in the room?

            I’ve been asked that a lot. It’s a good question, it makes me panic: what does happen in the room? I suppose a group of writers, between eight and twelve, a mixture of Brits and Americans, comic and tragic, gather for five or six hours a day, for a few months, chat and mock and giggle, discuss lunch at length, and leave. But that can’t be it, can it? Because then, how does the show happen?

            I suppose the most honest answer I can give is that ‘the room’ is the setting, the time and place, where all the possibilities of a show exist, and then gradually, carefully, sometimes surreptitiously and sometimes decisively, those possibilities are narrowed, sculpted, discarded or embraced, into the shape of a season.

            Exactly how that happens depends on the personalities in the room, any process that’s been imposed, and most importantly, the showrunner, who sets the tone and the dynamic. Jesse Armstrong has always talked about running a room as being like throwing a party: that you’re responsible for the guests and the atmosphere and ensuring people want to come. He was excellent at it.

            I found myself in the Succession writers’ room through a combination of personal failure and Britain’s decision to leave the EU. My career was languishing after some failed projects and a breakdown that I won’t bore you with. On the night the results of the EU referendum were announced in the summer of 2016, I was in a bar in Westminster after attending a free workshop about writing sitcoms, something I had been trying and failing to do. Jesse was there having given the session. Writers chatted, nervously, as the referendum result came in. No one expected it. I think Jesse recognised something in my politics and my sense of humour that felt familiar and could be useful. Turns out we had the same agent who recommended me for Succession anyway. But I like to think my job on the show was the only good thing to come out of Brexit.

            The Succession room was always in London. Although, it’s important to say there was a writers’ room on location every day as we filmed. Jesse believes in having writers (a minimum of two, usually three, and sometimes more) present every day on set and that meant a version of ‘the room’ travelled. Sometimes it would be the kitchen of a Manhattan restaurant, sometimes the basement cinema of a millionaire’s mansion. It depended where we were shooting. But the real room, the main writers’ room – where the season was planned, storylined, designed – was always in London. Maybe that seems an odd choice for a show so decisively set in New York. But I believe something special occurred as a result of our far-away status. No writer arrived in the room feeling like an employee in immediate debt to some executive overlords waiting patiently (then impatiently) for scripts. We weren’t in intimidating environs that stressed the pressures of prestige television. Early on, we were a far-flung and not much overseen satellite office, with a sense of having been forgotten about, which provides an excellent situation for creativity to flourish.

            There was the first room, soulless and anonymous, in an office block near Oxford Circus. The one with incessant drilling. Well, not incessant, occasional, which is worse. If it had been incessant, we could have addressed it, worked around it, complained about it. But it was occasional. Sometimes we’d be halfway through a day before the drilling began. And it would come in the middle of someone’s sentence and they’d drop their head into their hands as we all realised that we hadn’t even appreciated the lack of drilling and now it was too late. Now, there was drilling. I don’t think I’ve ever laughed as hard in my life as I did that first year in the office near Oxford Circus. But I can’t be sure, I couldn’t hear over the fucking drilling.

            There was the second season room in Brixton, where our excellent writers’ assistant Shiv (yes, Shiv) stapled carpets to the walls to stop the cavernous echoes when we spoke, only to realize as summer struck that they made the room unbearably hot. For seasons three and four we decided to return to the safety of corporate soullessness in a shared office block in Victoria, a room with such little soundproofing that we had to come up with codenames for plot points in case the very loud businessmen next door were Succession fans with access to the internet. (A crucial event in season four became referred to as ‘Larry David’ in all conversation. ‘Is this before or after Larry David?’ we would ask.)

            The room had huge white walls on which Jesse would stick swathes of blank paper, with character names as headings. He would write underneath each character any ideas from the room that stuck, from the fun, small nonsense like ‘Afraid of sharks?’ under Roman, to what turned out to be the arc of a whole season under Kendall, like ‘Beaten Dog’ (season two) or ‘Goes Beyond’ (season three). Eventually, what survived would get loaded into a massive mega-chart type thing on the largest wall, with character names horizontally across the top and episode numbers running down the left-hand side on the vertical. The basic beats of the season were plotted within.

            Normally, Jesse would arrive in the room with a clear sense of the end of a season, but be open to total invention as to how we got there. For season three, he had a feeling that the siblings would band together to take on their father, and he was certain that Tom should break a trust by betraying that to Logan, but how we got there was totally up for grabs. I always loved this. The room resonated with ‘maybes’: Maybe this? Maybe that? Writers tend to be riddled with doubt. (Thank god, or we’d be directors.) A trick of writing is to stay open until you absolutely have to close down the narrative, decide for sure, just so you don’t miss that last possible moment of magic, that idea that solves everything. So you stay alive to promise till the very last minute. I remember one of the actors saying at a season one readthrough how he’d never seen scripts with so many ‘maybes’. ‘Maybe Connor does this’, ‘Maybe we see a glimpse of …’, etc. Perhaps it’s a British thing, self-effacing, embarrassed to be tyrannical, but I think it was also an overhang from the room. The occasional maybe is no bad thing. It’s not always uncertainty or lack of confidence. It’s an offer, it’s a kindness, it’s a gesture to another artist: ‘Here’s how I picture it, but how do you picture it? Do you have a better idea? There’s room. You’re involved. You’re here too.’ That’s how I felt in the room. Now I always keep the maybes in.

            We had often toyed with the idea of Logan selling Waystar. It came up a lot, and in the room there were different opinions. Some thought that was antithetical to the whole show. Logan would never sell. The company was all that mattered to him. It wasn’t real. ‘But it is real!’ others would say, ‘Murdoch literally did it, it’s more real!’ An appeal to reality over the mythic was always the most powerful pitch in the room, only occasionally losing out to whatever was the most funny.

            This may make the room sound competitive, but it never was. It was gentle, silly, funny, my favourite stage of making the show. It was where everything was possible. Where you could move a table of writers with a delicately told pain from your own history that would help inform a character’s past, or riff on a joke so much you might make the funniest man in the world, Tony Roche, vibrate enough with laughter he’d slowly start to cry, a gift given maybe once a season.

            The necessary mode of voicing ideas is called ‘pitching’ in the room. Which is really just a wanky way of saying ‘suggesting.’ When I would pitch early on, I would always preface it by saying, ‘This is shit but –’ thus making everyone sit through a suggestion I had just told them was shit. It took me a while to realise that I was not only instructing people not to listen, but also wasting time, insisting people comfort my needy narcissism before responding to my idea. Did it really require an acknowledgment of self-loathing every time I spoke? Surely they knew I loathed myself already, I was in a writers’ room.

            Pitching is a practice that bestows terrible privilege on the articulate. It relies on very quickly being able to gather people into your point of view. ‘See! It would be like this!’ The room is a particularly testing ground for writers, as an inability to verbally express what they mean might well have been the thing that led them to write in the first place. If you can directly convince someone of your point of view, why on earth would you bother to write it?

            I found a particular niche for myself helping build the bones of the story, by starting from something vivid, pulpy, sometimes tragic. Instead of negating the idea before I said it, I’d contextualise it, beginning by saying, ‘This is the trashy version’ or ‘I know this is vivid, but …’ ‘Not this, but maybe – Something like this.’ We were all aware that Succession was a show in which things got withheld. Sometimes emotion, often truth, always love. But by starting from the vivid, the tragic, we could pull it back while still retaining the dramatic flavour. When planning Kendall’s party, for example, we enjoyed sitting around (like the hangers-on do in episode eight), coming up with ideas for his fortieth birthday. There was a vivid suggestion that he might kill himself in front of everyone; that the party’s theme was forty and out. Slowly, this became an idea that he might ‘pretend to kill himself’, as a piece of party performance art. And then eventually, in a very Succession journey, the story point became that Kendall backs out of sort of ‘pretending to kill himself’ by deciding against appearing onstage at the party, on a crucifix, singing. Pitching is the way in which you work out what the show isn’t, as well as what it is.

            For a short while, we talked so much and laughed so hard about Tom going to jail that we began to wonder, should Tom go to jail? Were we the sort of show who could cut to Tom in jail? It seems absurd now. It’s so right and so clear that Tom should get away with it, as so many corporate criminals do, to show how the system works, to facilitate a further crisis in his marriage, as well as to prompt one of the funniest scenes in the whole show when Tom explodes with relief in Greg’s office. But for a while there, for a playful couple of hours, we were a show where Tom went to jail. And we cut to it. And I love that. I love that show too. I love all the shows we never made. Each season, as the room would come to an end, I would find myself bothered by two sadnesses. One, the loss of all my friends I’d see every day. Two, the loss of all the other shows that could have been.

            In your hands you have season three of the show that was. I guess I just want you to know that before this book, before the show, before we shot and produced and edited, before any acclaim, there was the room. And – this is too folksy, too vivid – I know. But. Those were the best of days.

            Maybe?

            Something like that.

            Lucy Prebble

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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            day one

            Ext. Helicopter – DAY

            A helicopter descends over a European landscape. Music plays. 

            Int. Helicopter – DAY

            Logan looks out. He is deep in thought. It’s hard to read his thoughts but he looks like he’s seeing the world afresh from up here. The game of it all. A little pleasure at the fight—

            Int. hotel bathroom – DAY

            9 a.m. On an animated breathing aid. Out of vision, Kendall makes a guttural noise – he’s calming himself. But his head is fizzing. He swipes to another breathing aid. Another. 

            He makes some more noises, trying to get things out of his head. He growls. Makes noises he recalls from a workshop. Yelps and shrieks. 

            Int. Hotel suite – DAY

            Outside the bathroom: Karolina, Jess and Greg. We hear some of the noises from their POV. They look at one another: WTF?

            EXT. small croatian airport – airfield – DAY

            3 p.m. Logan gets out. Keeping his own counsel. Followed by Gerri and Frank and Karl. Some ground crew meet them and offer hands and arms to guide them towards a passenger van. 

            Logan walks alone – radiating bristling internal calculation. Hugo comes to greet Logan.

            Hugo

            Hey, hey, hey! Sir!

            From behind—

            gerri

            (calling to Hugo)

            Where’s the plane? Can we go?

            Hugo

            Jet’s en route back. And we’re chartering. Should be no more than an hour. And where we headed, sir?

            Logan walks on past Hugo, to one of the waiting vans. Roman, Shiv and Tom, Connor and Willa emerge from their helicopter.

            (after Logan)

            I’ve got us a nice space to wait?

            (to Karl and Frank)

            I mean it’s not that nice. But it’s the nicest I can source— Where are we going, do you know?

            GeRRI

            Either New York or Geneva or London or Singapore or LA.

            Confused, Hugo heads over to Logan. Gerri, Frank and Karl wait for Shiv and Tom and Roman to catch up. They look over at Logan studying his phone.

            ShIV

            So, what’s he been saying?

            Gerri

            Um not much.

            tom

            Right – like what’s he thinking?

            Gerri

            Yeah, he was talking about his mom a little bit.

            roman

            Yeah? I mean, what’s the play?

            Karl

            I dunno. Lot of interesting ideas flying around.

            Frank

            I got fired.

            (re Karl)

            He got fired.

            (re Gerri)

            She got promoted. I got rehired. She got demoted, right?

            KARL

            He was – he was saying maybe he and Kendall should just meet in Central Park and wrestle it out?

            SHIV

            Okay?

            Frank

            I mean he was kidding but—

            LoGAN

            (leans out, shouts)

            C’mon!

            Gerri looks at Roman: Can you talk to your dad? 

            RomAN

            Dad?

            Logan’s distracted.

            Dad? You want me to ride with you, talk things through?

            LOGAN

            Huh? You wanna suck my dick?

            Logan’s door closes. Hugo climbs in with Logan, he’s ready to go. Car moves off for the terminal.

            ROMAN

            (to Shiv)

            I dunno. I mean that’s a question I often ask myself.

            Looks all round: Is Logan handling this okay?

            As Shiv and Tom ready to get in a car, Tom looks around, they’ve hardly had a moment privately. 

            Tom

            Hey. So, you okay?

            SHIV

            Fuck knows. Yeah. I guess?

            TOM

            Right? Because. This is— I mean this is really really really really bad, right? I mean this is just a terrible situation. The sacrificial lamb just shat all over the – temple and – and I mean, what the fuck is going to happen? Who’s going to carry the can? How quickly are the fucking FBI coming, Shiv?

            SHIV

            Tom? Easy.

            (then)

            I mean, what are you thinking?

            He looks at her – can they talk frankly or is this business?

            TOM

            I’m not taking a position, Shiv, I’m just saying.

            SHIV

            (coolly)

            Let’s just keep calm, okay?

            As they are joined by others they clam up.

            Int. hotel Bathroom – DAY

            Greg is outside the bathroom.

            Greg

            (off)

            You okay, dude?

            Nothing.

            If you’re okay will you say ‘okay’ because otherwise I will have to break the door in. And I’m not sure I’ll be able to but—

            Kendall opens the door of the bathroom. 

            KenDALL

            Okay. Action stations, let’s fucking go! Let’s get into this.

            Int. small croatian airport – bar area – DAY

            In the provincial/small-scale/military Croatian airport. Hugo has found a part of a bar/lounge to use as a waiting area. It’s large enough for little gangs to form.

            Connor and Willa are last to arrive into a weird atmosphere. Shiv, Tom, and Roman are there with Gerri, Frank and Karl. Everyone quiet – aware of the king, monitoring phones … 

            Roman starts to own the space – looks at the selection of beverages in the little bar.

            Gerri gets a call and goes to a separate part of the room to talk privately. Then Karl gets one.

            On the far side of the room, Logan is positioned away from everyone else – facing out over the airfield. He watches Kendall’s press conference again on a phone. He can’t quite believe it, mixed emotions. 

            Shiv gets a call. Looks at Roman and Karl and Tom. 

            shiv

            (re the call, to Roman)

            I’m getting a lot of board action. You?

            RomAN

            Yeah, people are suddenly super-curious about their liability. D&O insurance. And whose names are on those papers?

            SHIV

            (re Gerri and Karl)

            Frank? I think they need to be on the same page before they talk to the board?

            frank

            Er, not talking to the board I don’t think.

            Frank gets a call and excuses himself—

            I should take this.

            Frank heads off. Shiv figures out who they’re all talking to—

            ShiV

            Ugh. Everyone’s fucking lawyering up!

            Shiv marches over to be near Gerri, who is listening intently. Gerri turns away. Tom catches up.

            tom

            And should – we, take a view on our own positions? I mean what is in those papers?

            He makes eyes. They both know what they could be. An anger has been growing inside Shiv. It bursts out sharp and loud—

            SHIV

            I don’t know. I don’t know, I don’t fucking know!! Jesus. What a fucking disaster!

            Logan barely reacts. The rest of the room grows even tenser. 

            RomAN

            Hey. He’ll have a plan.

            Roman’s phone goes. Shiv paranoid, is hard in—

            SHIV

            Who’s that?

            ROMAN

            This? It’s Kirsty-May Fuck You.

            Roman heads off to a corner. Shiv watches him go, suspicious. 

            Hugo

            (tentatively calls to Logan)

            And, sir? Logan? As I coordinate, the travel plans, in terms of, the charter – where might we be—? Just, in terms of the knowledge, for strictly my brain, where might we be flying you to?

            Logan doesn’t respond. Connor’s call is over. 

            connor

            (tentative)

            Um, Dad, in case you’re interested Ivo Yates wants to say hi and sorry for your troubles, can he connect?

            shiv

            (groans)

            Urgh. No. That fucking little insider-trading kiddie-fiddler?

            connor

            The message actually is, you can use his boat if we want to get out of the spotlight?

            roman

            We have a fucking boat.

            connOR

            He’s actually a nice guy and it has a missile system apparently?

            shiv

            No. Con. And make sure everyone knows he never spoke to Dad.

            She approaches Logan and, soothingly, to get him to focus—

            Dad, do you want to huddle on our message to the board and also talk about a lawyer for you personally in case things move fast?

            But he’s deep in thought. Grunts. She backs off – is he okay? 

            ext. hotel exit area – DAY

            Karolina and Jess and Kendall and Greg get ready to head out of the hotel through press to a waiting Suburban.

            KaROLINA

            And where are we going, Ken—?

            KenDALL

            Waystar, plant a flag, fix on my lawyer, PRs, get some independent directors shaking, and maybe right in to see the fucking feds?

            Kendall motions and they head out through the press. 

            Greg

            No comment! No comment! No comment!

            KaROLINA

            (aside)

            You don’t need to say that, Greg – just don’t comment, yeah?

            INT. KENDALL’S CAR – DAY

            Into the car. Karolina is last—

            KAROLINA

            It’s just this is a company vehicle?

            Kendall ignores.

            Look, I don’t have a dog in this fight.

            (as they drive off)

            But – you just – clearly opened the company to investigation and lawsuits? So, I imagine you are no longer working for the company?

            KENDALL

            Well no, because I was acting in the best interests of the company.

            KAROLINA

            Yeah? Violating your duty of confidentiality? Your fiduciary duties as a director?

            KENDALL

            Continuing in silence was untenable from a legal and moral point of view.

            KAROLINA

            But this is a Waystar vehicle.

            KENDALL

            This – this is Waystar now.

            He motions to the group of them in the car. Outside on the street photographers surround the vehicle in slow-moving traffic. Kendall looks at Karolina. 

            Look. I need a sealed unit here, Karolina. I need a clean jar. Are you in for this revolution?

            KaROLINA

            Well, it’s exciting. I just think I just have to – to— Contractually—

            Her phone goes. 

            KENDALL

            Hey. No. Keep looking at me, okay? Don’t answer the phone. Are you with me, yes or no?

            KaROLINA

            Why did you do it like that, Ken?

            (to Greg)

            I mean, did you know?

            Greg

            Me? No.

            (the line:)

            No I had no prior warning and I was surprised at his comments, but now I am obviously concerned and interested to hear more.

            She looks at Greg – too practiced and slick?

            KAROLINA

            Okay?

            KENDALL

            You’re at a fork in your life, Karolina. Do you want to join the good team?

            (ready to push)

            You know he makes jokes about you? Do you want to hear what he says about you? He calls you the ‘Sausage Grinder’ and—

            KAROLINA

            I’m pretty tough, Ken—

            KENDALL

            Do you wanna be able to look your kids in the eye? This is the righteous vehicle.

            KAROLINA

            I hear you. I do. I do. It’s just—

            But he hasn’t got the commitment he needs—

            KENDALL

            Okay. Stop the car.

            KaROLINA

            Ken?

            KENDALL

            Out. Please. I need to make calls. I can’t have weevils in the fucking flour sack, okay? Out. Now.

            KAROLINA

            Ken?

            He’s serious. She gets out. He looks out of the window at her standing on the pavement in Midtown. A pack of photographers on foot have followed them through the traffic. 

            KENDALL

            Everything you’ve heard today is privileged. Repeat anything and I’ll sue you out your ass. Goodbye!

            KAROLINA

            Greg? You coming, Greg?

            Greg doesn’t know quite what to do. 

            Greg

            I just gotta— Um, I’m getting a ride with these guys thanks!

            As they head off, out on the street there are photographers getting shots of Karolina. 

            KenDALL

            Good kid!

            GrEG

            Oh fuck. Oh, man. Here we go!

            Int. small croatian airport – bar area – DAY

            Shiv and Roman watch business news, regular news for reactions. Maybe we see some memes of the press conference? Shiv shows Roman a picture of Karolina curbside. The NYT are live-updating the story under a ‘Roy Family Civil War’ headline. Roman nods. He is watching PGN with Connor—

            DAYTIME PGN Anchor

            … delivered an electrifying denunciation of his father – and the values and practices of ATN owner Waystar Royco.

            Roman mutes it. Looks at Shiv, gets in close so he can talk. Looks over at their father. 

            RomaN

            So. Look. What are you actually thinking here?

            SHIV

            What am I thinking?

            ROMAN

            Yeah, what are you thinking?

            shiv

            As in—? In terms of? What?

            ROMAN

            In terms of – the fucking – situation?

            SHIV

            (eyes him)

            Well, what are you thinking?

            Roman looks at her. 

            ROMAN

            Oh, right, like I’m going to tell you what I’m thinking.

            SHIV

            Fine. Okay. I’ll tell you what I’m thinking.

            She leaves him hanging a beat. 

            I’m thinking what you’re thinking.

            ROMAN

            Fuck you.

            He looks at her. 

            SHIV

            I’m thinking we just have to back Dad right now and I can’t believe anyone would be thinking anything else?

            ROMAN

            No sure of course.

            SHIV

            But you mean, what am I actually thinking?

            RoMAN

            (gets closer)

            Yeah?

            SHIV

            I’m thinking: Is he toast?

            ROMAN

            Fuck you. You are? Really?

            SHIV

            Well yeah, why, what are you thinking?

            No reason not to be a little honest—

            ROMAN

            I dunno, yeah, I guess. Fuck. I’m trying to get it in proportion. But I guess, I was thinking: ‘Should I be thinking, is he toast?’

            Tom joins them. And then Connor joins the gang. 

            tom

            Is he okay? I really think we need to react?

            ROMAN

            By George, I think he’s on to something!

            Gerri comes over to Roman as Shiv speaks to Tom privately. 

            gerri

            Hugo’s got the planes. Is he okay?

            ConnOR

            He’s not asleep is he? Rome, should you check if—?

            ROMAN

            Fuck you.

            (nodding to Karl, Frank)

            What are they saying?

            gerri

            Well, you know, they’re antsy. Karl was saying if this goes ‘maximum-monkey’ now might be a time to take a moral stand.

            ROMAN

            Oh Jesus. Karl? Karl takes a moral stand?

            Shiv comes back to them. 

            Guess what, Karl might have found his moral compass.

            ShiV

            Did he pull it out of an intern’s asshole where he buried it in 1976?

            GERRI

            We’re not getting much guidance. But no, I think they’re basically solid.

            SHIV

            They look solid. When they’re not shaking like shitting dogs.

            Frank and Karl come over with Hugo, who keeps his voice low.

            HugO

            Hi, listen I’m drowning in calls and I want to deny – you know – ‘speculation’. So just checking we’re obviously all good if I, if I just say as a starter, that he never hurt anyone, and he never touched anyone, personally?

            Shiv and Roman look like: No of course not, come on. 

            Good.

            (then)

            I mean, do we need to ask him, just before I go on the record on that?

            Roman

            Come on, man?

            HUGO

            Sure. No. Fine … It’s just the one thing you don’t want to do, PR-wise, is recant. So should someone just ask …?

            SHIV

            What, ‘Hey Dad you ever rape anyone?’

            hugo

            No – just—

            SHIV

            Here’s a suggestion: how about we assume my father isn’t Rape Van Winkle?

            Gerri

            You can reassure on that, Hugo.

            HUGO

            Right and these papers. I guess the question is: What’s in those papers? I mean he’s not gonna have put his name on anything that’s gonna send him to prison. Right?

            Then, out of nowhere—

            LOGAN

            (calls over)

            Did you know?

            (without looking round)

            Shiv? Roman? Con? Did you know?

            They approach. 

            roman

            What’s that?

            Maybe Logan seems surprisingly sanguine. 

            LOGAN

            Did you know he was going to do that? I was wondering.

            ROMAN

            Well – obviously not, Dad.

            It’s unclear whether Logan believes them or not. 

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            ROMAN

            Kendall’s mentally ill. He’s insane.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            (then)

            Where’s my phone?

            Int. KendALL’S CAR – DAY

            Kendall has his feet up. All on their phones. Kendall searches Twitter. Looking at different reactions, memes that are already springing up.

            KenDALL

            I think I want Lisa Arthur as my personal lawyer, but can you call Remi to hit me up with other names?

            Jess

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            Greg – if I get taken out on other shit, I might need you to take my cultural temperature. Okay?

            GREG

            Uh-huh. Got it.

            (then)

            As in—? What does that—?

            KENDALL

            Before I get my media monitoring in place you might need to slide the socio-political thermometer up the nation’s ass and take a reading, okay? I’ll get seasick. Feed me the metadata, anything that’s going to move the market on me reputationally, yeah?

            GREG

            Oh yeah. Yeah. Sure. Media monitoring department over here.

            Kendall’s like: Sorry man. Incoming text. 

            KeNDALL

            Everyone is telling me Lisa Arthur. Did you get her avails for me, Jess?

            Then his phone goes. Bolt of electric. He looks at it buzzing. ‘Dad’. He considers. Kendall gives Jess his phone. She looks at the name. 

            Jess

            (you want me to answer?)

            Yeah?

            KENDALL

            You’re my ear.

            His phone buzzes.

            I should know what he’s saying but I’m not sure it’s wise for me to hear it, legally.

            JESS

            Okay.

            He nods. She composes herself, answers.

            Jess Jordan on Kendall’s phone.

            KENDALL

            (to Jess)

            Is it him?

            JESS

            (nodding to Kendall)

            Hi.

            KENDALL

            (to Jess, whispered)

            Just – listen.

            JESS

            Kendall’s just attending to other matters but I can pass on your thoughts.

            We can hear indistinct noises: Logan through the receiver. 

            KENDALL

            What’s he saying?

            Kendall looks at Jess’s face. Jess covers the receiver. 

            JESS

            You wanna know (what he’s saying)—?

            KENDALL

            Is it bad?

            Jess

            (listens, then to Logan)

            Okay. I’ll tell him.

            (reports)

            He says this could get ugly for him. You played a decent move. If you retract, say you were unwell and you misspoke, then maybe there’s a deal here?

            Kendall is tempted to take the phone. Almost praise. 

            KENDALL

            Tell him legally it’s not wise for me to talk to him. But I’m going to be in contact with the government. This would be a good moment for him to step down.

            Jess goes to report but—

            JESS

            Okay, he heard.

            (listens)

            He says in that case he’s going to ‘grind your bones to make his bread’.

            Too weird to take seriously. 

            KENDALL

            Okay? Well tell him I’ll run up off the fucking beanstalk.

            Jess looks like: Really? Kendall nods: Go on—

            JESS

            Logan? Yeah, he says in that case then he’ll ‘run up the beanstalk’?

            (hand over phone)

            He’s kind of laughing. But not very nice laughing?

            KENDALL

            He should step back and cooperate. I don’t want to see him behind bars. He may no longer be a father to me, but I don’t want that.

            Logan hears this too. It flips something in him. Pours his reaction into Jess’s ear. Maybe we stay with Kendall and only hear from there or maybe we see a little of Logan. 

            LoGAN

            That’s bullshit, that’s fucking sanctamonious horseshit. It was a fucking play. It was a play, it was a fucking move, so don’t act like a stuck-up cunt to me because it won’t fucking wash!

            Over the phone, we can’t hear all the words but Logan is getting louder and more horrible. Then silence as call ends. 

            KENDALL

            What did he say? Any actual physical or legal threats?

            JESS

            Um?

            KENDALL

            You know what? I don’t need that in my head. Put it in an email and send it to yourself, in case it comes up, okay?

            (then)

            Okay. Jess. Lisa Arthur! And let’s start talking to PR outfits. I like Clowd Mayflower, okay?

            Int. small croatian airport – bar area – DAY

            Logan has ended the call. Everyone else is freaked. 

            Logan

            Okay. Action stations. I gave him a chance. Gerri. Let’s go.

            The group begin to gather around him. Gerri’s been thinking. 

            Gerri

            Great. So. I suggest I call the DOJ and right away let them know how horrified we were to learn about these, um, allegations and that we intend to appoint a special committee and tell them which of the white-shoe law firms – I have ideas – we are considering to thoroughly investigate and promptly report back on their findings.

            LOGAN

            Right. But do we cooperate?

            Gerri didn’t see this. 

            Gerri

            With the government? Well there’s ‘cooperation’ and cooperation.

            (oh fuck)

            But we have to cooperate? I mean, we were under pressure anyway—

            RomaN

            (interrupting)

            Well, unless we don’t?

            GERRI

            Yeah, but real world? As a public company? We don’t know what they have or what they might get. There is really only one play here – launch an internal, get a dialogue going with the government, calm things down? Then maybe—

            (aside, private)

            throw in the wrenches.

            LoGAN

            And if I don’t want to pull my panties down so fast?

            roman

            Pull up the drawbridge. It’s politically motivated, ‘Come get us, motherfuckers.’ And we get—

            (coughs)

            shredding.

            (then off everyone’s shudders)

            If we even need to.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            Gerri

            That’s—

            (nuts)

            very aggressive.

            Logan

            (to Roman)

            What’s our story?

            ROMAN

            Our story is: ‘It’s sad he’s exploiting these poor women. You were grooming him for the top. But guess what? He’s a pathetic junkie and he blew up. He’s a bitter fuck-up who needs psychiatric help. And of course you’re the big baddie, so everyone’s jumped on board.’

            ShIV

            And these papers?

            RomAN

            Fakes. Stolen. If they even exist. Are you worried about the papers?

            Gerri looks at Logan. He shrugs, like: Probably. 

            Go after him for theft of corporate property. It’s not nice to say about your son – but maybe you chop him into a million pieces and throw him in the Hudson? Destroy Kendall, it falls apart.

            LOGAN

            What do we think?

            People are wary. Gerri won’t meet his eye.

            How’s the price?

            Logan looks at Karl who doesn’t want to break cover too much, but has to tell the truth—

            karl

            Well, net-net it’s steady.

            Frank

            But – it’s, I mean it’s a ball of snakes. Institutions are dumping in case this kills us and arbs are buying in case Sandy and Stewy win.

            GerrI

            DOJ, SEC, Senate Commerce, they’re all going to get into this.

            shiv

            I’m afraid Ken’s changed the game. Non-cooperation, now, I think it’s just too hot out there. It’s very high-risk.

            ROMAN

            Well, everything’s high-risk, if you’re a pussy?

            SHIV

            Hey I eat red meat. But the – repercussions?

            ROMAN

            You’re looking too small. We’ll do a dance – the DOJ will lean on us, Waystar resists … we bide our time until the election. ATN anointy-nointy the Raisin for a second term? New attorney general. By then it’s all getting stale, Kendall will self-destruct because that’s his favorite. It all fades the fuck away.

            (like Bob Marley ‘legalize it’)

            ‘Politicize it, don’t criticize it.’

            Logan

            Does it track? Do we fly home and push that?

            Roman and Logan are kind of high on this. Others are worried. Frank and Gerri look away. Maybe the storm will pass?

            coNnor

            (eager to please)

            I mean I like the aggression?

            Logan looks at Tom. Gerri’s looking at Tom: Say something. 

            tom

            I’m not sure I can love it, but I can definitely like it.

            Everyone follows Logan, who looks at Frank. He hates it but can see which way Logan is leaning so … 

            frank

            I mean I can’t recommend it. But it’s clear.

            Gerri hates it. She pushes reservations a bit further … 

            gerri

            Sure but will the board wear it? What if we get a defection from a top-tier investor? The Ulsterman, Park?

            RomAN

            We cooperate, outsiders come in. We lose control of the situation. ‘Fuck you’ is high-risk, but it’s high reward?

            Logan thinks.

            Logan

            I start saying sorry, picking at scabs, who knows where we end up. Class actions from opportunists. Admissions of wrongdoing, billions out the door.

            roman

            I mean, fuck. Maybe you call up the attorney general right now?

            karl

            Well careful. You don’t take a swing from the canvas, Roman. Only kick a man when he’s down.

            connOR

            The gentleman’s way.

            roman

            If he was to call up the AG and shout at him, could we find out if that would be okay?

            frank

            (calling over)

            Hugo, can you find out what would happen if Logan called the AG?

            LOGAN

            Get the Raisin. Let’s go to the top. Get the president. But gentle. Okay? Anything else?

            karl

            Do we want to order some lunch?

            LOGAN

            Lunch? Swallow. We’re on fucking saliva and adrenalin till we get on a plane. Alright? No local food. I get the shits, we’re fucked. No illness!

            shiv

            I’ll be in touch with the microbes.

            LOGAN

            Hugo, let’s go. C’mon, we’ve fucking lingered long enough, let’s get back!

            As the group splits to exit, Frank’s phone goes – he takes it and keeps his face fixed as he walks with Logan and the others … 

            Intercut with:

            Int. Kendall’s Car – DAY

            Kendall sits with his feet up on the phone. Greg is ‘media monitoring’. Looking through tweets. He gives an update quietly, as Kendall dials—

            Greg

            Okay. You’re the number-one trending topic, ahead of tater tots. There’s basically way too much stuff to even track. The Pope followed you.

            (looks at phone)

            Okay – not the real— Is this the real—? No I think this isn’t the Pope? No. It’s a pope.

            Kendall

            Hey. Frank? You don’t need to speak. I just want to say. Sorry I didn’t talk to you before but I just want to let you know – you just need to tell him time’s up, okay? He steps back and we can cool this down. Someone like you steps in, lot of respect, you know? Lot of folks would put in a shift for you? Steady the ship together. I did this for you, man. For the old guard. This is exciting, Frank.

            End of call. 

            Frank looks scared. Deletes the call record. 

            KENDALL

            (cont’d)

            Gerri. Get me Gerri.

            Jess dials on another phone. 

            Jess

            Voicemail.

            EXT. small croatian AirpORT – DAY

            Vans are waiting on the tarmac.

            The gang emerge. Gerri is on a call. Puts Michelle-Anne on hold. Logan and the rest of the group (minus Karl) are on the move, walking across the hot tarmac. Gerri reports to the group as they approach the van—

            GERRI

            So. The president is basically supportive but they think it might be best for there not to be a call with you on the White House log today?

            shiv

            Like he can’t make a private fucking call?

            GERRI

            We got offered Michelle-Anne?

            SHIV

            His fucking welcome mat?

            GERRI

            I got her if you wanna—?

            Logan thinks, looks at Shiv and Roman. Different faces. Shiv looks: Yes. Roman looks: Maybe. 

            LOGAN

            No. Fuck it. No. I don’t talk to the babysitter. You sound her out.

            GeRRI

            (into phone)

            That would be great.

            Logan looks at Frank who nods like: Smart move. Logan clocks something’s amiss.

            LOGAN

            Where’s Karl?

            FrANK

            (enjoying landing Karl in it)

            Really feels he needs a sandwich.

            Logan shakes his head.

            I tried to tell him.

            Over with Willa and Connor. Willa’s looking at an email on her phone.

            WILLA

            Ooh! Uptick in ticket sales.

            Connor looks.

            For my play?

            CONNOR

            Okay well that’s good, why, I wonder?

            WILLA

            ‘Why’?

            CONNOR

            I mean. I know why. People are finally getting it. I mean it took me a while to get it.

            WILLA

            Yeah well I put in a number of deliberate obstacles, you know? I never wanted to be like – ‘blah blah – funny funny, oooooh what’s gonna happen next?’

            CONNOR

            Yeah no sure, I hate that.

            Gerri gets connected. They climb aboard the van.

            GERRI

            Michelle? Gerri Kellman. How you doing? Listen just wanted to say it was all nonsense and we know the president will be supportive but we just wanted to offer to answer any questions he has?

            Logan nods for her to put her on speakerphone.

            Michelle-anne

            (on speakerphone)

            Hi, yeah, Gerri, I think he just feels for Logan at this difficult time?

            gerri

            Great well, let him know we don’t want to interrupt him with this – funky chowder.

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            Well that’s appreciated. And is Logan okay?

            gerri

            He’s great. Yeah. Kendall’s just going through some stuff and we’re sad he’s exploiting these poor women is our thing.

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            Right. Okay. Well I’ll pass that on. Good to connect.

            gerri

            And look, we don’t need favors—

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            We hear you.

            gerri

            We just wouldn’t – simply in terms of resources – want for DOJ to follow Kendall off down his rabbit hole of bitterness.

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            Okay, well, you know how much the president respects Logan. Okay?

            Is that the offer of a deal?

            gerri

            Great, so off the record, what’s the temperature at Main Justice, any danger of them or Southern District going Batman on this?

            That’s a bit of a push … 

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            The attorney general is very smart.

            gerri

            We all love Bhavick. He’ll see through this, right?

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            It’s just the DAG likes to think she’s something of a ‘straight shooter’. Marilyn’s prickly. So that’s your only issue: Marilyn.

            gerri

            Well, maybe you should just fire her!

            Everyone laughs. 

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            It’s just a question of political capital. You know? We have challenges and Kendall’s allegations are vivid, Justice can’t do nothing.

            Static buzz.

            gerri

            Well they could?

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            It’s out of our hands.

            GERRI

            Unless you grab it?

            No response. Logan looks at Gerri: Don’t fuck this up. 

            Okay, well look we don’t want to fall out with him.

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            Well no, he’s the president.

            gerri

            No sure. But, do we want to get, the old guys on the blower so they can just chat for five?

            MICHELLE-ANNE

            (nope)

            This will all be great, Gerri. Just find me whenever, on anything, okay?

            Logan puts a finger across his neck: This call is over.

            gerri

            Okay I appreciate getting a read. Many thanks.

            Logan looks downbeat. Heavy atmosphere. That didn’t go well. 

            Yeah. Good?

            Frank

            Good work. Basically supportive. Feels good.

            Shiv looks at Roman, dubious. 

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Everyone is quiet. Hugo arrives at the door of the van. 

            Hugo

            Okay we’re fueled and tooled. We all set for New York City and a fuckfest?

            Shiv gets a call. Gets out and away. Logan looks a bit scared as Shiv looks back at Logan, who is looking at the aircrew – a pilot by the plane door laughing with the hostess. 

            Int. Kendall’s Car – DAY

            Kendall is feeling positive – all sing-song and insinuating—

            kendaLL

            Oh, Shiv? Shivvy? How you going there? You ready to come over? I got a spot for you? Everything’s coming up roses, Shivvy! Just stay quiet and I’ll talk—

            Shiv ends the call. Kendall isn’t too bumped. 

            Okay. Jess. What we got?

            Jess

            (looks)

            Independent directors. Opinion-shapers, A-list. Then you got: Ewan, Laird, your mom, Greg’s mom, Marcia?

            (then)

            Greg – how’s—?

            Greg

            Um, I mean – headline: The internet is big obviously, and I haven’t— I couldn’t read it all, but – overview is – there’s a lot about you. A ton. That’s the big picture right now from here at media monitoring.

            KENDALL

            But is it positive?

            GREG

            Super-positive. The negative stuff does tend to stick in the mind because it’s quite, uh, visceral. But yeah. Basically great.

            Kendall makes a call on his own phone as Jess lines up his next call. 

            KENDALL

            Nay? Hey. I’ve got a million calls, but I wanted to say hi.

            Naomi

            (on speakerphone)

            Hey. Well, fuck me.

            KENDALL

            You’re on speakerphone.

            Naomi

            Well, why, pencil-dick?

            No reason, he likes the drama of the public interactions—

            KENDALL

            Fuck you. Because it’s – simpler. Did you see it?

            NAOMI

            Uh-huh. Seems like maybe you’re the best man in the world?

            KENDALL

            Yeah fuck you.

            NAOMI

            I mean but maybe you are?

            KENDALL

            Okay, ‘hahahah’, sure. But what if I am?

            NAOMI

            Right. Funny. But maybe you are?

            KENDALL

            Sure, sure. But joking aside perhaps I am though, have you considered that?

            NAOMI

            No sure.

            (then)

            But just seriously for a second here, what if you really are?

            Jess

            Ken? We’re nearly—

            They’re approaching Waystar. Jess gets a text or email. 

            KENDALL

            Nay. I’m arriving at Waystar. Can you come see me?

            JESS

            Um, I— Remi says they might be trying to suspend your access?

            KENDALL

            Later, Nay. I love you.

            (end of call)

            Well, they can’t.

            JESS

            Sure. But they maybe did?

            KENDALL

            Do I want pictures of me not being let in? As my next visual?

            He looks at Greg. Greg shrugs. Kendall thinks.

            Fuck it, keep driving. There’s press at my place, yeah?

            JESS

            Yeah. Where are we going?

            GrEG

            Fuck. This is like – this is like OJ. I mean except if OJ never killed anyone.

            KENDALL

            How’d you know I never killed anyone?

            Greg smiles, unsure. 

            Capitalism, baby! You don’t get to be ultra-high-net-worth without a few wage slaves throwing themselves out of windows in Guangdong on my account. Right? Yup! For my sake Indians fucking toil on Brazilian coffee plantations and young dreamers are muscled out of their patent rights, boyee!

            Kendall laughs, high and self-ironizing. Greg smiles, maybe high-fives.

            Ext. croatian Airfield – DAY

            Now everyone is standing around on the tarmac by the jet. Gerri, Frank and Roman with Logan. Hugo is nearby, handling logistics with airport staff.

            Connor and Willa – she’s looking at messages. Tom is on a phone call – ends it. Returns to Shiv who ponders to herself, post-call, looking at the groups. 

            TOM

            Hey. You okay?

            Shiv

            Uh-huh. I guess. I guess.

            TOM

            (sympathetic)

            Wondering if you’ve maybe cuffed yourself to the Titanic here?

            She looks at him. 

            And there’s this little, fucking lifeboat called Kendall spinning donuts while we sink?

            (then)

            Are you thinking about life jackets?

            She looks at him, doesn’t quite feel able to be totally frank – as he gets a call from Cyd—

            Shiv

            I need to look after my dad, Tom.

            On Willa and Connor. She looks sad. 

            coNNOR

            Which plane you want? I like lefty? You okay?

            WILLA

            Yeah. Just the play. The tickets.

            He looks at her.

            The sales are up because – people are hate-watching it. Apparently it’s saying on social media it’s become a hate-watch?

            CONNOR

            What’s a hate-watch?

            WILLA

            Well what do you think?

            CONNOR

            Is it when you hate something but you watch it?

            WILLA

            Correct.

            CONNOR

            Oh. Oh honey. Honey, I’m sorry.

            WILLA

            It’s fine. You know Van Gogh died unrecognized, so, hate-watch me, fine. You’re still actually getting—

            (motions to a fizzing head)

            zapped with all my messages. So. I win. Ha-ha.

            Shiv walks over to Roman and Frank.

            ShiV

            So we loading up—?

            Frank warns her with his eyes, Shiv stops – there is confusion and unease. 

            frank

            Just one moment, Shiv.

            (with a warning:)

            ‘We’ are just thinking.

            The ‘we’ is Logan. He is looking at his phone and talking to Gerri who scribbles on paper, phone at her ear. 

            Shiv looks: What? Roman looks back: Easy, Dad’s fragile. 

            RomaN

            We might want to drug-test the pilots. He doesn’t like the look of the aircrew.

            Gerri is returning to the group—

            SHIV

            We okay, Gerri?

            GerrI

            (no)

            Uh-huh. Yup. Great. All good. I’m just gonna talk to Hugo. Because we’re thinking of going now, in the first instance, to Sarajevo.

            SHIV

            Sorry, what the fuck. To Sarajevo?

            CONNOR

            Great, because all good things start in Sarajevo?

            gerri

            Think he got a little freaked by Michelle-Anne.

            Gerri discreetly hands Shiv an envelope with names scrawled on. 

            Got a few options to consider?

            Shiv looks at them. Roman reads. 

            romaN

            ‘Bahrain, Bosnia, Kuwait, Lebanon, Maldives, Morocco, Qatar, Saudi Arabia, the Vatican’?

            SHIV

            (a thought lands)

            Okay. Fuck.

            Roman doesn’t see it.

            What do all those countries have in common?

            ROMAN

            They’re all made up? They’re all lands with dragons?

            SHIV

            I imagine none of them have an extradition treaty with the US?

            Gerri nods as she goes off.

            ROMAN

            Oh. Okay. Fuck.

            Tom gets off the phone, returns. 

            Tom

            One thing we could do is discreetly dangle some juicy contributor contracts down the line for the more ‘responsible’ prosecutors?

            SHIV

            We might be going to Sarajevo.

            Tom

            To Sarajevo? Excuse me the fuck?

            ROMAN

            It’s fine. Shut up.

            TOM

            Oh sure. Sounds – normal. Nothing to see here.

            CONNOR

            Hey archduke, let’s go to Sarajevo.

            ROMAN

            Might just be for lunch?

            TOM

            Right. The longest fucking lunch. Logan Polanski.

            LoGAN

            Hey?

            Shiv, Tom and Roman, Connor go over for a private counsel. Gerri too. 

            Look, I’m not sure how much cover I have. What you think? Am I fucked?

            Silence. Will anyone speak up? Gerri judges now might be the moment to say what’s on her mind. 

            Gerri

            Honestly. Look, I just don’t know about non-cooperation. We’re a Fortune 500. We can’t play corporate jazz. The shareholder meet coming up? Sandy and Stewy will be rubbing their hands.

            Logan looks around, at Roman. 

            RomAN

            I still like saying fuck ’em and killing my brother. It just feels so right.

            CONNOR

            This is a can of worms for me, Pops. I’ll give you counsel, but it has to be in a lead-lined room.

            Logan looks like: Thanks, later. Looks at Shiv. 

            Shiv

            I dunno. My gut is cooperate. But my gut isn’t your gut.

            Logan looks at Tom. 

            Tom

            You’re gonna win this, Loge. It’s just what is the cleanest win?

            Logan

            I need to talk to a lawyer on my position. Who’s a tough bastard?

            TOM

            Sort of Layo Upton-type motherfucker?

            GeRRI

            A woman would be great right now. Like a Lisa Arthur?

            Frisson – few people glance at Shiv, who looks down.

            LOGAN

            She did the hookers? Right.

            gerri

            She repped the trafficked sex workers yes, be great to have her credibility.

            frank

            There are three or four good women, but Lisa has an excellent brain. She’s a winner?

            gerri

            You go with Layo, people will be like he’s going scorched earth, ‘Maybe he can fight it.’ You get Lisa, people will be like ‘Gee, maybe this is bullshit.’

            Logan looks around. 

            logan

            Could I get her?

            Tom

            (does she want to say?)

            Well Shiv— Right?

            Shiv

            Um, Lisa? I know her yeah. Yeah, she’s a pretty— She’s a friend.

            Logan

            Could you get her for me?

            SHIV

            Um. I dunno. She loves money and she fucking loves winning. She’s great. I just don’t—

            Logan considers. He angles his body to talk to just Shiv. 

            Logan

            Listen, cooperate or not, to keep the board sweet, I’m thinking I might have to take a step back?

            She wants him to be safe. But calculates, maybe it would be good for her if she could put some distance between them?

            Shiv

            Right. So, who, who would …?

            It’s like he hasn’t heard this. 

            LOGAN

            I don’t want to go back right now. You think that plays?

            Is this a watershed moment – is it best for her to start distancing herself? Shiv answers by tenderly stroking his back. 

            SHIV

            I want you safe, number one.

            Then—

            LOGAN

            (to the group)

            Okay. Gerri and Shiv and Roman are going back to manage New York. Make contacts. No need to go running back like a slapped girl, looks weak.

            FranK

            You want me to go—?

            LOGAN

            (‘friendly’)

            No, I can’t trust you, you stay with me, and Karl for board liaison. Tom here on ATN. Okay? I’ll make a call on the lawyer. I like Layo but let me think. Council of war on the plane!

            (to Roman)

            Go on, get the fuck back there, Tumbledown Dick.

            Logan motions for his gang to head to the other plane. He gives Roman’s head a ruffle. Connor looks disconsolate at being left out. Willa nudges him. He looks like: No. 

            willa

            And, ahem, Logan? Do you need—?

            LOGAN

            Con? Yeah. Very important. Can you – hold the fort here? Can you keep this – all secured?

            CONNOR

            Hold the Balkans with just two divisions? I can try.

            People head to planes. 

            Thanks.

            Willa smiles: It’s nothing.

            And, listen, my guy was in touch and they wanted to know if we wanted to do a marketing push, on the play.

            WILLA

            Okay?

            CONNOR

            On the hate-watch angle, like get together all the worst reviews like ‘kill yourself if you get a ticket’ and um, the one about—

            WILLA

            Yeah I know them, Con—

            CONNOR

            Right. Jump on the irono-cycle and turn it into a thing for the hipsters and the dipshits? We could get a nice little return?

            WILLA

            Oh. Okay? Uh-huh. Sure. Yeah. I mean. Yeah. That sounds – exciting.

            CONNOR

            Yeah? Hate-watch hit, bank the bile?

            WILLA

            Sure. Why not. Yeah. Really funny.

            They both look sad as everyone heads off. 

            As Shiv goes, Tom comes for a word before she goes.

            TOM

            Uh-huh. Look, we can talk about – things, I guess when we’re back yeah?

            SHIV

            Right. Sure. Okay. Cos, look, I love you.

            TOM

            Uh-huh. Thank you.

            But he hasn’t said it back, she notices. But she refuses to look needy. She looks at Logan. Tom sees her look. 

            You know, it’s okay. You will see him again.

            SHIV

            Well obviously I’ll see him again.

            (then)

            Why would you even say that?

            tom

            I’m being nice, Shiv. If you’re worried he won’t be able to come home, that’s unlikely.

            SHIV

            Well I know that. Thanks.

            tom

            Well, good. Great. It’s fine.

            Beat.

            SHIV

            Did Ken call you?

            TOM

            (yes)

            Me? Did he call me? No. No. Not to speak. Why, did he call you?

            Can she tell he’s lying? Maybe that’s what makes her adjust? 

            SHIV

            No. Not – not— No. I just wondered. Okay. Look after him yeah? Stay in touch?

            They kiss briefly as they part. 

            Karl hurries towards the plane eating a sandwich, or carrying food and drink.

            Ext. NEW YORK – RAVA’s place – DAY

            Jess is outside the car, briefing a couple of guys from a security firm that she has been in contact with. 

            Kendall finishes up a call and heads into the house, followed by Greg. Let in by a housekeeper Kendall knows. 

            Int. NEW YORK – RAVA’s place – DAY

            KenDALL

            (calling)

            Hey?!

            They make it in, or up, and Rava comes to greet him. She’s been working from home.

            Rava

            Hey. You okay, how you doing?

            KENDALL

            I’m good. I’m good. Yeah.

            RAVA

            Good.

            (then)

            Wow? Huh? You really did it, huh?

            KENDALL

            Yeah, well, it’s been in the mail.

            RAVA

            It has been in the mail.

            KENDALL

            You know, you always said— So. It was either this, or you know, go to Mount Athos and become a monk.

            RAVA

            Right, monastery on Mount Athos. Is it a tax haven now? So. What did you come for? A pat on the back?

            They smile. She respects his move. His inability to challenge Logan was a big deal between them.

            KENDALL

            Press are swarming my place and I need a hidey-hole. Plus I actually just wanted to see you and the kids? You know, I – kind of, I mean, it was kind of for you guys?

            RAVA

            (c’mon)

            Yeah well.

            Behind them Jess is coming in with the two security guys. Jess knows Rava well – they say hi. 

            KenDALL

            Is it okay if I bring in the guys?

            RAVA

            Uh-huh? Are they – vetted?

            KENDALL

            They’re legit, right, Jess? All the Emirati use the firm.

            RAVA

            Amazing.

            KENDALL

            Is this okay? To do a few calls? I wouldn’t ask if I had options?

            She knows what is being asked, not crazy about it. But this sort of goes deeper. 

            Rava

            Of course. Sure. Go ahead.

            KENDALL

            Thank you. Thanks, Rava.

            He has a warm feeling of home, of respect. Rava and Kendall walk towards what will be his war room.

            RAVA

            I didn’t see, I’m up against it with work but people are saying you did great?

            KENDALL

            Whatever, I don’t know. I mean you might want to watch it.

            (looks at her)

            I’m talking to Lisa Arthur?

            RAVA

            Great. Well she’s famous.

            KENDALL

            Yeah. Well. Do you think it’s going to work? Can I win?

            RAVA

            I don’t know, Ken.

            KENDALL

            No. Right. Right.

            He almost laughs at himself for wanting the reassurance.

            int. LOGAN’s Plane – DAY

            On their plane, Frank, Tom and Karl look over at Logan. 

            Karl

            How you feeling?

            Frank

            (not telling you)

            I’m ‘looking forward to seeing more of the Balkans’.

            KARL

            Uh-huh.

            (then)

            Is this the worst?

            FRANK

            Well there were the tabloid suicides? When we nearly went kablooey because of Argentina? The Tiananmen Accommodations? The Black Cloud after Sally-Anne? I don’t know. He’s the comeback kid.

            KARL

            Uh-huh but Senate, FBI, SEC? Class actions. Plus Sandy and Stewy? I mean that’s a twelve-foot sub of poisonous tree frogs.

            hugo

            Gentlemen?

            He’s summoning them over to Logan. Logan’s energy has changed—

            LOGAN

            So. This is where I’m landing. For Waystar, three white-shoe firms on retainer. And the next best five, let’s play footsie, see if we can tie them up with conflicts.

            Karl

            Okay.

            LOGAN

            Once I have my personal legal position figured out they’ll coordinate with corporate legal and crisis PR.

            Hugo

            Uh-huh.

            LOGAN

            Calls in to my brother, Marcia. You two touch base with Senate and house surrogates, payroll commentators and friends.

            (then)

            I want everyone lawyered up. Set a joint defense meeting with my counsel, and the Waystar lead firm to lock down our list of counsel for individuals.

            (then)

            Tom, me to see editorial on anything on this across ATN and global cable and print outlets. We pressure-point other operations, the line is, don’t lean on this it’s bendy as fuck. Play it smart today and you won’t look a cunt tomorrow.

            (then)

            Karl, I need to talk to the top-twelve shareholders in the next thirty minutes. Emergency board meeting ASAP and they’re going to be rolling for the next week, okay?

            (nods)

            Hugo, I imagine most of that is obvious and in train, right?

            HUGO

            (kinda)

            Largely in hand. Largely in hand.

            FRANK

            Great and in terms of cooperation or—?

            LOGAN

            It’s war. Fuck off. Good?

            Everyone takes it in – not great. 

            Tom

            Good.

            lOGAN

            But we throw them this.

            (then the big one)

            I’ll step back as CEO.

            FRANK

            Okay, fuck.

            Tom

            Are you sure?

            LOGAN

            (with a smile)

            Obviously on operational matters I will expect to have informal input.

            This clearly has a double meaning. 

            So as I step back, temporarily. Who do we like as CEO?

            They all consider what to say. Silence in the court. 

            I don’t give a fuck. It’s nameplates. C’mon. Brain dump. Speak. Let a hundred flowers bloom! No comeback.

            karl

            (after a beat and a cough)

            Well. I have to say I look good?

            Chuckles. 

            What? I like me. Why not?

            Frank

            Just the fresh face we’re looking for.

            Logan

            Karl, if you’ve got cleans hands it’s only cos your whorehouse also does manicures.

            Laughs. Pally and very male – Tom’s excited to be in on this. 

            FRANK

            I mean I imagine you’re looking at a kid. Or Gerri?

            Logan looks at him. 

            But if you want – if you want someone short term, who knows the place inside out—

            LOGAN

            Frank? You’re not trusted. You’re mashed potatoes.

            FRANK

            Okay. Uh-huh. Yep can see that.

            LOGAN

            I’d like a kid obviously. So Roman or Shiv. But we’d love a woman, so Shiv or Gerri. But I’d like experience so Roman or Gerri?

            Tom gets up to use the bathroom. 

            Int. shiv and roman’s Plane – DAY

            On their plane – Shiv’s answering her phone.

            Shiv

            Hello?

            Intercut with:

            INT. LOGAN’S PLANE – BATHROOM

            Tom’s in the plane bathroom sitting on the closed toilet.

            Tom

            So listen. They’re playing fucking dice with God next door? He’s picking a new CEO in real time.

            SHIV

            Hold on. Let me check that?

            She gets up and moves away. Heads to another section. 

            Okay, what? Interim?

            TOM

            Sure. But you know, how long will this last? VW was like five years. Walmart took a decade.

            SHIV

            And what’s the temperature?

            TOM

            It’s free-form, ‘let a hundred flowers bloom’?

            SHIV

            Oh sure! But listen, do you want it?

            The thought has crossed his mind.

            TOM

            Me? What? Are you crazy?

            Line buzzes.

            Shiv. No I don’t think that’s even, with the hearings and cruises? No I think. I mean. I think—

            SHIV

            So you’re okay to push me?

            TOM

            Well sure. That’s what I wanted to know. He’s gonna fight, he says. You wanna be the face of that?

            SHIV

            (thinks)

            You can get too fucking clever with this, right?

            Knock knock.

            Hugo

            (off)

            You having problems in there, buddy? Can’t find a vein?

            Tom

            (to Hugo, savage)

            Watch it, fuckhead!

            (then to Shiv)

            I gotta go. But look, if it’s going, you want it?

            ShiV

            Oh fuck! I don’t wanna get buried like Miss Havisham with a bonnet full of clever fucking stratagems. Yes. Yes. Okay. Yes! Get in there and hustle, baby, hustle!

            Int. RAVA’S place – kendall’s war room – DAY

            Greg is on the phone, on hold. Two women wait to see Kendall. Crisis PR professionals – Berry and Comfrey. Berry, high status, is doing three other things. Comfrey politely smiles at Greg. 

            Greg

            Hey. I was doing his media monitoring for a while but I guess? Yeah?

            Comfrey smiles.

            Comfrey

            Yeah that would be us.

            GREG

            I wrote down a lot of tweets, but, I’m not sure that’s useful to hand over?

            Comfrey

            Uh-huh. We can probably find those.

            GREG

            (explaining)

            On hold.

            (then)

            Yeah. Just – just cancelling my mom’s credit card.

            Comfrey

            Okay? Nice.

            GREG

            No. I mean. When my grandpa cut her off – long story – I guaranteed her gold card but now after Ken’s press conference, she’s under the impression that Waystar is going down and she’s panic-buying NutriBullets and a lot of Kruggerands. And she never even drinks the smoothies, so?

            Comfrey

            Sure.

            GREG

            (gets through)

            Hi. Hi.

            Comfrey looks at him, like: Not great. He looks at Comfrey. Then, for her benefit—

            You know what, it’s fine. It’s fine. Wave it through, yup, all of it.

            And … Kendall is there. 

            KENDALL

            Hey, hey, hey! Berry fucking Schneider! Come in – sit, sit. How you doing?

            BERRY

            Great. Great. Good to see you, Ken. This is Comfrey? Can we just say, right off, some jobs are money jobs, some are heart jobs.

            Comfrey

            We loved what you did.

            BERRY

            We’d love to work with you.

            KENDALL

            And I’d love to work with you, but if it’s cool and I know you guys are the best, but is it okay if it’s still a pitch?

            BERRY

            Of course! So. We have a lot of thoughts: communication planning and positioning thoughts. How we can leverage our relationships with significant writers at major outlets. Prepare to prime and amplify some impressive secondaries.

            KENDALL

            Great, great shall I talk or will you?

            BERRY

            Well we want to hear your thoughts, but you wanna hear just like our five points?

            KENDALL

            Sure, you go.

            (but just to add)

            But I think the headline needs to be fuck the weather – we’re changing the cultural climate. But you go.

            BERRY

            Great I mean—

            KENDALL

            For context, I’m talking to the Times about an op-ed. Draft an alternative corporate manifesto. Drop a – rapid-reaction TEDx.

            Berry

            Well, that’s great.

            KENDALL

            It’s cheesy as fuck but, I need people to see this was part of a coherent philosophy, not just punching an old guy in the fucking nose, right?

            BERRY

            Right. Right. That’s, in line with our thoughts.

            KENDALL

            I realize I’m talking too much. You guys jump in, but I was thinking a really significant donation, to a an addicts’ shelter, like today? They’ll hit me with my history in that area for sure. I’m sorry.

            BERRY

            No go on – I think that’s great. That is.

            KENDALL

            Yeah well I may as well say, on a dumb level, I’d like my Twitter to be off the hook. This could all get super-earnest, so I was thinking of hitting up some BoJack guys, some Lampoon kids to just smash that shit, make my feed a little powder keg people need to check in with?

            BERRY

            Like cool tweets that position you?

            Kendall looks at her.

            KENDALL

            Yeah that would be the straight-leg chino way of putting it. ‘Cool tweets’.

            BERRY

            Fuck you!

            KENDALL

            I’m kidding. I know you guys are the best. I’m sorry, let’s get into this. I want to work with you if you can work with me?

            BERRY

            Sure. Well we think you’re going to win this and we like winners!

            Int. Shiv and Roman’s plane – DAY

            Shiv returns from the bathroom. 

            RomAN

            Interesting call?

            SHIV

            What? Oh. No. No, just bullshit.

            ROMAN

            Oh ‘just bullshit’? Right. So boring.

            He lets her read her phone for a beat, staring at her. 

            I hate boring shit, don’t you?

            Shiv

            What?

            ROMAN

            I just hate boring phone calls about bullshit. They’re so boring, aren’t they, Shiv?

            She looks at Gerri, clocks something is going on. 

            Yeah because Gerri just heard from Frank? Dad’s live-picking a new CEO.

            SHIV

            Oh? Okay.

            ROMAN

            ‘Oh okay’. Tom didn’t mention that?

            SHIV

            Oh, no, okay. Right. Now you mention it, maybe he did?

            ROMAN

            Fuck you!

            Shiv looks at Gerri. 

            ShIV

            How come Frank told you and how come you told him?

            Gerri

            I’m just a very straightforward person, Shiv.

            SHIV

            So, what have you heard?

            GERRI

            Well, I have heard that there are a number of names in contention.

            ROMAN

            Wanna make it interesting, put a little money on the table?

            shiv

            You know what, I’m already pretty fucking interested so I think I’m good?

            EXT. Sarajevo – EVENING

            Arrival in Sarajevo. Logan deplanes to waiting cars.

            Logan heads into the hotel. 

            INT. Sarajevo hotel – EVENING

            Logan, Tom, Karl, Frank sit around discussing. 

            Logan

            Gerri is clean, right?

            Frank

            Well, I mean. Up to a point?

            LOGAN

            She was nowhere near cruises was she when – when, you know?

            FRANK

            She was in the UK on all that regulatory shit I think during the time in question.

            Tom

            I have to say, I do like Gerri.

            LOGAN

            Oh you like Gerri?

            Logan looks at him, scoping him out. 

            TOM

            Uh-huh. I do.

            LOGAN

            You playing the reverse banjo, son? You trying to black-spot her?

            TOM

            Nope. No. I do. Very stolid. And I like Roman.

            LOGAN

            Oh you like Roman? And what about yourself, Tom?

            Tom

            Oh me? What?!

            LOGAN

            Kind of like family? Kind of new blood?

            TOM

            Yeah, well that’s very— But no. No. I think – that’s a little – rich for my blood just yet.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. What about Shiv?

            TOM

            Well, Shiv’s great.

            frank

            I like Shiv. But no experience. And Roman, great, but—

            LoGAN

            (to Frank)

            You don’t think Roman’s ready?

            FraNK

            Do you?

            LOGAN

            (could be)

            Is anybody ready? Was I ready?

            FRANK

            Sure. Sure.

            LOGAN

            He’s not all fucking ‘meh meh meh’. Plus I’ll be pulling the strings. Right?

            Karl sees which way the wind is blowing. 

            Karl

            I like Roman.

            tom

            I like Roman.

            Frank

            Of course I like Roman.

            Logan

            Sure you do! He’ll fucking fire you on day one!

            His phone goes. He answers—

            Uh-huh?

            Intercut with:

            Int. SHIV and ROMAN’S PLANE – toilet – DAY

            Roman in the bathroom or a separate area. He’s nervy.

            RomAN

            Dad. Can I speak for one moment?

            LOGAN

            Sure.

            ROMAN

            Look, it’s already getting out what you’re thinking about so can I just throw a couple of things in the – old lobster pot?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            ROMAN

            I think it should be me.

            LOGAN

            Okay?

            ROMAN

            It’s my time. I think I can do it, I want it and I think I can. So.

            Logan likes this. It’s right there for Roman. But how long can he wait for his dad to speak? He can’t see Logan’s face and the silence is killing him … 

            logan / roman

            Okay— / But—

            RomaN

            What? You say?

            LoGAN

            Nothing – you go.

            ROMAN

            Okay. Well I think it should be me. But. If you don’t think I’m ready, okay, which I would understand and I’m not saying I agree, but you know, a couple of years under the wing of an older, hen, could, you know, see me crack out of the old egg? So can I just say, I know you’ve been sweet on Shiv, and I love her, like a brother, haha, but I just don’t think this is the time. You know? All bitterness aside, I do wonder if it isn’t Gerri time. Let the, stone-cold bitch do it? She’s tough, she’s got the good chromosomes. So, if it ain’t Romey time maybe it’s croney time, right?

            LogAN

            Uh-huh.

            ROMAN

            I hope I haven’t offended?

            A certain sadness from Logan. 

            LOGAN

            Nope. Thanks, kid. Thank you.

            ROMAN

            Have you made a decision?

            LOGAN

            You’ve given me food for thought.

            ROMAN

            Okay. Well. I’d love it but you know, I understand. But I do want it. Okay? But, you know. No hard feelings. So. Listen, I’m gabbling. I love you.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            End of call. Roman breathes. Good job. Logan looks at phone. 

            Roman’s out.

            Ext. TETERBORO AIRPORT – DAY

            The plane lands.

            Int. Shiv and Roman’s Plane – DAY

            Inside, as the plane taxis, Shiv and Roman and Gerri wait, checking their phones. A call to Shiv. ‘Dad’ on the display. 

            gerrI

            Who is it – is it him?

            Roman watches intently as Shiv takes the call. 

            Shiv

            Hey.

            (listens)

            Okay. Okay, Dad. Well great thanks. Thank you. Sure I can do it. I can.

            She ends the call. 

            RomaN

            What?

            Roman studies her face – she gives a little smile.

            (feeling sick)

            Oh fuck! Fuck! Go on.

            ShIV

            He wants me to get Lisa.

            He looks at her – can tell it’s the truth. 

            ROMAN

            You fucking bitch.

            Shiv smiles a smile of her innate confidence. 

            ShiV

            Uh-huh. He said, you two just wait airport adjacent – he might need someone, on investors. You might have to go to Boston to see the Ulsterman. Or, you know, hijack a plane and fly him to Cuba?

            Roman

            And he didn’t say – about CEO?

            SHIV

            Oh yeah no, he said, it’s me.

            He looks at her. 

            ROMAN

            Yeah, fuck you.

            Ext. SHIV’S car – DAY

            Shiv rides into the city. She looks out. 

            INT. LISa’s Law firm – Lobby – night

            Shiv goes through security and into the elevator.

            int. lisa’s office – night

            Shiv is shown in, Lisa takes charge of the room.

            Shiv

            Hey, Lisa! How you doing, goddess?!

            Lisa

            Hey, Shiv.

            ShIV

            How’s things, this place is amazing – how’s everything, how’s—?

            Lisa

            Great, yeah, so listen, I’m just going to jump right in because I don’t want this to be difficult with a friend and I hope I’ve not wasted your time because—

            SHIV

            Yeah the message came through. You can’t act for my dad.

            Okay? New vibe. But Lisa is being careful. She’s had a call from Kendall’s office.

            Lisa

            Right. I don’t think I fit so—

            SHIV

            Okay but, cards on the table. I want to talk to you about something else.

            LISA

            Oh, okay?

            SHIV

            Yeah. I’m thinking about my own position.

            Lisa looks at her.

            And honestly, I could do with a friend. A discreet friend with legal training. A consigliere. A, a smart savvy woman who can help me navigate the position I find myself in.

            LISA

            Right, that’s kind – but that’s not the kind of role I normally take on.

            SHIV

            Look. Honestly, honestly, I just have nowhere to fucking – turn, Lise? My husband is a player in this. One world I could be in a position to come out here as CEO. Or I might have to leave the operation to preserve my reputation. I don’t know what my dad did or my brother did or the firm did and, I’m in a fucking – fuck pie here. Can I clean it up? I don’t know. I have a plan, but I could easily get fucking crushed between these men, and, and I need to game shit out and I need to do that with someone who can give me a read, legally, culturally, politically, socially, because it’s a lot. And I trust you and—

            This is getting difficult for Lisa now, she might want to take the gig with Kendall.

            LISA

            Okay look – stop. Shiv.

            (then)

            I can’t give you legal advice and you should not give me any confidential information. Okay?

            Lisa gives poker face. Uncomfortable. Shiv studies her. A realization.

            ShiV

            Oh. Okay. Fuck. Jesus. Okay? Right? Does that mean what I think it means?

            LISA

            Are we done?

            SHIV

            Okay well. I would just say, think about who you want to hitch your wagon to, honey, because a lot of wagons are going in the ditch.

            LISA

            Right. Thanks, ‘honey’. Shall we draw this to a close?

            SHIV

            You’d actually consider working with that disingenuous little fuck-doll? Because he’s not on the level, Lisa.

            LIsa

            Shiv. I am not available to help you. If for some reason that changes I will let you know. Okay?

            Shiv looks at her.

            SHIV

            Oh sure. Sure. Well. Thanks, pal.

            Int. Rava’S PLACE – night

            Kendall comes out of his war room to make a request. Rava is through in the kitchen or other room beyond, talking to the housekeeper. 

            KENdALL

            (calling through, checking)

            Hey Rav? I got more folks?

            Rava waves: Sure thing. 

            And just as an FYI, is it cool if, Naomi Pierce comes up?

            Rava comes to talk to Kendall.

            RAVA

            Sure, she is the – is she the Pierce person?

            KENdALL

            Yeah. And you know we had, have, a little thing going?

            RAVA

            Fine. Yeah. I heard.

            KENdALL

            She’s really good for me, Rav. Is it cool? Not weird?

            RAVA

            Sure.

            Rava nods.

            KenDall

            Look at us, huh? Ah? And I saw the razors, so, yeah?

            RAVA

            What?

            KENDALL

            In your bathroom, whose are those?

            RAVA

            Why were you in my bathroom?

            KENDALL

            Why? Because – I don’t like to take a dump where the staff go?

            RAVA

            Right? Ken, those don’t actually mean—

            KENDALL

            No? Male razors?

            RAVA

            Um – well – no. They’re less expensive.

            KENDALL

            Oh, so I’m not giving you enough money for gender-appropriate razors now?

            RAVA

            Ken – I’m not having this conversation.

            KENDALL

            I’m kidding. This isn’t that conversation. I’m kidding.

            Jess is bringing up Lisa and Keith, another lawyer. 

            Hey, Team Genius!

            KEITH

            Too kind.

            The lawyers head into the war room as Kendall bows, courtly. 

            KENDALL

            (to Rava)

            It’ll just be four or five hours?

            RaVA

            It’s fine.

            Then Naomi makes it upstairs. She has takeout bags.

            Kendall

            Okay. Incoming. Here she is now! Here she is!

            (then, introducing)

            Rava – Naomi.

            They don’t know what to say. Naomi is friendly, but doesn’t push herself on the kids. 

            NaOMI

            (to Rava)

            Hey. Good to meet you. And—

            (re having her in her home)

            Thank you.

            Rava

            Oh, you know, not at all.

            Rava is backing away, heading out of the area with a smile of forbearance. Kendall’s phone goes with a text. 

            KenDALL

            Greg – I should, I need to— Can you, help us yeah?

            Greg, who is on his phone, takes his orders – he will aid Naomi. They head through.

            Kendall heads in to see Keith and Lisa.

            He’s still in Europe! He’s scared! My dad’s gone to Sarajevo.

            This lands with Lisa.

            Lisa!

            lisa

            Hey so I should make it clear this is just a preliminary – so no confidential information?

            KENDALL

            Sure. Sure. Well, listen, what can I tell you? My dad’s the devil, he runs a crime ring and I would love to hire you because you’re a superstar and I think you can take down my dad and, and this will be the case of the century and the highlight of your career.

            LISA

            Okay. Okay. Well that might be—

            KENDALL

            I’m serious. They’ll make a movie about you. We should make a movie about you!

            Lisa smiles.

            LISA

            Right. And how would that look?

            KENDALL

            It would look amazing, because it would be brilliant!

            LISA

            Okay look, this is quite a complex situation to progress because – as I understand it you want to help take down your dad but without implicating yourself?

            KENDALL

            Correct.

            LISA

            And without damaging the company to the extent that you lose control at your shareholder meeting.

            KENDALL

            Who will play you in the movie you think?

            LISA

            And you know that Shiv and I did have a – friend – relationship?

            KENDALL

            Yeah well, that might work out anyway.

            LISA

            Okay, well that’s for you two, but – first things. Has the government reached out to you or have you received a subpoena for the documents yet?

            KENDALL

            No. And look – to be clear. I will do whatever you tell me to do. I am your puppet.

            lisa

            Well in the first instance, we need to make sure that you are in the clear with our friends at One St Andrew’s. So first thing is to make sure your head isn’t on the block, okay?

            KENDALL

            Lisa, I feel like you’re my lawyer? Are you my fucking lawyer, Lisa?!

            Then there’s a shout. 

            Rava

            (off)

            Oh for fuck’s sake!

            (then)

            Ken?

            Kendall smiles – goes out. Kendall heads through to where Greg is with Rava. He has a big bottle of wine, a magnum of expensive thirty-year-old Rioja. Naomi is off elsewhere on her phone. 

            KeNDALL

            We okay?

            RAVA

            (pissed off)

            It’s fine.

            Greg

            Rava, I’m really, really sorry.

            RAVA

            It. Is. Fine.

            KENDALL

            What?

            Rava

            It’s fine, that was one my godfather gave me—

            Greg

            Naomi told me to open it, Ken?

            KENDALL

            Take a photo of the label, Greg. I’ll get you a case, Rav. I’ll get you twenty cases.

            Rava

            Yeah well you can’t get this bottle back. He gave it to me after— I was saving it for a special occasion—

            Naomi appears with a tray with plates and glasses.

            NaOMI

            Shall we eat?

            KENDALL

            (re the wine)

            We’ll stopper it?

            RaVA

            Drink it, it’s fine. It’s good. It’s like when someone breaks something beautiful and it reminds you that nothing lasts—

            Naomi looks at the bottle. 

            NaOMI

            Thanks, Rava. You know, this is a good wine?

            RAVA

            Yes, I am aware.

            Rava retreats – Naomi takes the tray. Kendall chuckles to himself. 

            KendaLL

            Look at all these brilliant fucking women, Greg. Ah? Look at them.

            Looks round at Rava and Jess and, through the door, Lisa. 

            I must be doing something right? Ah? Right.

            Int. new york – airport hotel suite – night*


            Roman and Gerri reading and looking at papers. A text comes in to Gerri. Roman stops, looks at her reading. 

            ROMAN

            Any vibes?

            GeRRI

            On what?

            ROMAN

            ‘On what’? The whole will-my-dad-go-to-jail situation? Who’s climbing Mount Olympus to be the new Dr Zeus?

            Gerri shrugs.

            You know I put in a word for you.

            GERRI

            Well, that’s very kind of you.

            Roman

            What’s going to happen, you think?

            GERRI

            It’s all up in the air. It’s a complicated time, Roman.

            He looks at her. 

            ROMAN

            Fascinating. You’re really letting me in here.

            Beat. They both look at laptops. Look at their phones. 

            Look at us here. Waiting.

            (then)

            So fucking – hot.

            She ignores.

            GERRI

            If it’s you, you think you’re clean?

            Roman

            Obviously – there is that bed through there?

            (then)

            Wanna give it a go? Jigga-jigga? Hubba-bubba?

            Gerri

            The pipeline was still sending cruise girls out west when you were in LA right?

            ROMAN

            That was mostly over. There’s deniability, Frank thinks. We essentially didn’t even know. It’s all on the little guys – and Mo.

            GERRI

            Uh-huh? What about the satellite launch, accelerating it?

            ROMAN

            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

            Just once though?

            (cockney)

            ‘Give us a try won’t ya, Her Majesty, I’m ever so eager!’

            She looks at him. 

            GERRI

            Suppose I was interested. How does that play out? What does that look like for me in a week? In six months. In three years?

            ROMAN

            You must be curious though? Young fighter, in his prime, technically raw, but hungry.

            GERRI

            I am quite a successful person, Roman, and I have remained so by avoiding – complications.

            ROMAN

            We’re going to sit here for an hour, Gerri. It’s essentially irrelevant whether we do it or not? No one will ever know.

            The moment stretches. Her phone goes. She answers. 

            GeRRI

            Hey Logan. Okay. Great. Okay. Well. Okay. Well – yes. Yes.

            (then)

            Sure, I’ll let him know. I’ll tell him. Thank you.

            He hopes it is him … 

            RomAN

            So?

            gerri

            It’s me.

            ROMAN

            You’re kidding.

            GERRI

            It’s me.

            ROMAN

            Are you kidding?

            GERRI

            I’m not kidding.

            ROMAN

            It’s actually you?

            GERRI

            It’s me. Shiv blew it with Lisa.

            ROMAN

            Okay? Shit a pony, so, what, you’re the boss of me?

            GERRI

            Well—

            ROMAN

            Well, congratulations … You fucking – bitch.

            GERRI

            It’s just an administrative position, largely. So?

            ROMAN

            You know, I think I probably swung that for you, you know that?

            GERRI

            Well thank you.

            (then)

            I mean, it’ll probably all blow up and kill me. I’m basically jumping on a grenade.

            ROMAN

            Sure. Quite a lucrative fucking grenade? A Fabergé grenade. Does Shiv know? Can I tell her? I’d like to tell her, it would be nicer coming from me?

            Int. SHIV’s Car – night

            Shiv rides through the city. Her phone goes.

            Intercut with:

            Int. new york – airport hotel suite – night

            Roman

            Yeah we lost Lisa. You fucked it. Your friend doesn’t like you! And Gerri got the job. He wanted me to let you know. So, I got a song for you and it goes like – Shiv sucks ass ah ah ah ah, ah ah ah ah, ah ah ah ah ah—

            Shiv kills the call. Looks out through the window. Makes a decision. 

            Int. SARAJEVO HOTEL – night

            Logan paces. 

            Logan

            Where’s Shiv?

            Tom

            I’m trying.

            KARL

            Looks like the Gerri CEO news might have leaked?

            Logan mumbles, pissed off – this is the sort of thing that happens when you start to cede power and he doesn’t like it.

            HUGO

            And I got Simon from the board lined up.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            HUGo

            Do you want a room?

            LOGAN

            Yes I want a fucking room. I’m about to eat dick for three hours straight, so yes I want a fucking room.

            Logan’s phone goes: ‘Kendall’.

            I don’t need that.

            He passes it to Frank. Frank answers. 

            Frank

            Right. Sure, well, whatever.

            End of call. Logan takes the phone back.

            LOGAN

            What now?

            FRANK

            Nothing.

            LOGAN

            Go on, fucking say.

            FRANK

            It’s not a big deal.

            Logan stares him down. 

            Lisa Arthur is going to represent Kendall.

            Logan

            Huh. Fine. Fine. Get me Layo. Let’s beast them. We’re going full fucking beast, alright?

            EXT. SARAJEVO HOTEL – night

            Logan walks out. We stay with him. 

            Impassive – but creaking under the pressure. 

            Does he stumble on a step but catch himself? He’s preoccupied, under siege. He makes it out into some fresh air – a balcony. 

            An aircraft is landing. The howl and screech are overwhelming. He’s a little disorientated. His phone goes. 

            LoGAN

            How the fuck did you get this number now? You’re not a journalist. Who are you? Who the fuck are you? I’ve never heard of you. ‘How does it feel to no longer be CEO?’ How does it feel to know your boyfriend fucks a moron who just flushed her career down the toilet? Ah? How fucking dare you!

            He throws his iPhone off, skimming it away like a stone. 

            All is not well. He’s alone. He goes and picks up the scratched phone with difficulty, we can hear him breathe as he bends. 

            Int. Shiv’s car – night

            On Shiv as she makes her way through the city. Looking out. 

         

         
            * This is a recapitulation of a scene first written for episode ten of season two. The plot shape and flow of events in this episode allowed it to find a spot to nestle more comfortably.
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