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            Introduction

         

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

            Frank Rich 

April 2023

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Note on the Text

         

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

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

            Jesse Armstrong 

March 2023
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            EXT. upscale spa – day

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

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

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

            A spa worker in a polo shirt approaches.

            spa worker

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

            KendALL

            Hello?

            (then)

            What is it?

            spa worker

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

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

            KENDALL

            What is this? Excuse me?

            spa WORKER

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

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

            INT. HOTEL SUITE – LIVING ROOM – day

            Dripping, Kendall is led into his suite—

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

            MAGNUSSON

            Hi, Kendall. Ragnar Magnusson. How are you?

            KenDALL

            Hi? What is this?

            MAGNUSSON

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

            KENDALL

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

            MAGNUSSON

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

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

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

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

            KENDALL

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

            Magnusson rides it and calms—

            Magnusson

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

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh?

            (then, scrambled)

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

            MAGNUSSON

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

            Kendall

            Can I – can I talk to my dad?

            He starts to dial. 

            Magnusson

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

            Kendall makes a call. 

            Kendall

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

            INT. Iceland – Car – morning

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

            Magnusson

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

            KenDALL

            Right – will that—?

            Magnusson

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

            (smiles)

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

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

            KENDALL

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

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

            Magnusson

            Great.

            (then)

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

            KENDALL

            Why did I pull out?

            Magnusson

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

            Kendall blinks.

            KENDALL

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

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

            Magnusson

            How do you feel? Because you look good.

            KendALL

            I’m fine. I’m great.

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

            EXT. iceland – Tv studio – day

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

            KaROLINA

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

            KenDALL

            Hey, yup. Okay.

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

            INT. iceland – Tv studio – Day

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

            Gavin brings Kendall a coffee and some headache pills. 

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

            Producer

            (off )

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

            Kendall speaks into the ether.

            KENDALL

            Okay. Thank you.

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

            SACHA

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

            KENDALL

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

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

            sacha

            Okay well that’s a good attitude.

            KENDALL

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

            SACHA

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

            EXT. Luxury resort – day

            Lights twinkle from a few seven-star beach houses. 

            KENDALL

            (off )

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

            Is he losing it?

            INT. YACHT BEDROOM – DAY

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

            SHIV

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

            Tom closes the blinds on the beautiful vistas outside.

            TOM

            Farewell, Fiji!

            SHIV

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

            Tom peeks.

            TOM

            Waxy. Like an unshaven candle.

            Shiv’s phone goes, she answers—

            INT. iceland – Tv studio – day

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

            Kendall

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

            SACHA

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

            KENDALL

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

            Sacha

            So that was it, you just changed your mind.

            KendaLL

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

            INT. japan – SUGIKUBO CENTER Hospital CORRIDOR – night

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

            Roman

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

            (to Shiv)

            What do you think?

            Intercut with:

            INT. YACHT BEDROOM – day

            Shiv and Tom are looking at the iPad.

            Shiv

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

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

            ROMAN

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

            SHIV

            We wanted somewhere without Wi-Fi.

            roman

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

            INT. ICELAND – tv Studio – day

            Kendall is still getting grilled—

            SACHA

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

            KENDALL

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

            SACHA

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

            KENDALL

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

            Beat – is Kendall going to say more? 

            SACHA

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

            KENDALL

            My dad gets hit by a bus tomorrow?

            (thinks)

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

            INT. waystar – big conference room – early morning

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

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

            Logan

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

            INT. car – morning

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

            Stewy watches and comments. 

            Stewy

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

            (to assistant)

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

            The video plays on. 

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

            (then)

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

            (watches)

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

            Int. japan – SUGIKUBO CENTER Hospital – CORRIDOR – night

            JAPAN 8 P.M.

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

            Roman

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

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

            Gerri

            He did okay.

            ROMAN

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

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

            GerRI

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

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

            RomaN

            (whispered)

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

            gerri

            (distracted, rambling)

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

            (looks at him)

            Rome, it’s just a handshake.

            Roman

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

            (then as he heads off )

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

            INT. YACHT BEDROOM – day

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

            TOM

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

            SHIV

            (looking at phone)

            Um. Dropped down, shot up?

            (then)

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

            TOM

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

            SHIV

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

            TOM

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

            There is subtext.

            SHIV

            You wanna abandon honeymoon?

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

            TOM

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

            Yes. But maybe no. 

            SHIV

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

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

            TOM

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

            SHIV

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

            TOM

            I know! If Logan survives this—

            (tries to summon the right words)

            Things will be ‘excitingly fluid’?!

            SHIV

            Well yeah.

            TOM

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

            EXT. NEW YORK – Airport – day

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

            EXT. NEW YORK – Airport – day

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

            KENDALL

            (to Colin)

            Did you get it?

            COLIN

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

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

            EXT. Gw bridge – day

            Kendall crosses the bridge as a pillion passenger.

            EXT. waystar – day

            Kendall arrives on the bike. 

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

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

            INT. waystar – ELEVATOR – day

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

            INT. waystar – execUTIVE-floor BULLPEN – DAY

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

            INT. WAYSTAR – LOGAN’S office – day

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

            LOGAN

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

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

            KENDALL

            Doing okay. Karl?

            (to the big gang)

            Hey?

            LOGAN

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

            Karl

            None taken.

            LOGAN

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

            KARL

            Got it. Got it. Logan.

            LOGAN

            Thank you for the TV thing.

            KENDALL

            Well, least I could do.

            karl

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

            LOGAN

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

            Karl leads his team out. 

            KARL

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

            Logan nods, looks at Kendall. 

            LOGAN

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

            KenDALL

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

            LOGAN

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

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

            KENDALL

            Okay. Right, so, you want – what?

            LOGAN

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

            (looks at Kendall)

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

            KENDALL

            When did they approach me?

            LOGAN

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

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

            Betray me?

            KENDALL

            Yeah.

            LOGAN

            Well that’s nice.

            kendall

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

            logan

            What do they think I’m gonna do?

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

            And they think they’ll win?

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

            Because you told them?

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

            It’s fine—

            KENDALL

            I guess when I talked about inside the firm—

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            KENDALL

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

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

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            Yeah. So.

            (then)

            Are you thinking of talking to them?

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

            LoGAN

            What do they think my move will be?

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

            And who have they been hitting?

            KENDALL

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

            logan

            You’re making me blush.

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            They targeted Kasuma.

            LOGAN

            Good luck!

            KENDALL

            Yeah Kasuma’s not solid.

            Logan shakes his head. 

            LOGAN

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

            KENDALL

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

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

            LOGAN

            That it?

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

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

            KENDALL

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

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            Okay. I think that’s it.

            (gets up)

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

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

            LOGAN

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

            Kendall heads out. 

            INT. WAYSTAR – Outside KENDALL’S office – day

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

            KAROLINA

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

            She has a phone and papers. 

            KENDALL

            Okay. Okay.

            (he has an itch)

            Listen. Karolina. Where’s Jess?

            KAROLINA

            We’ll reach out to Jess.

            KENDALL

            (how to put it?)

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

            KAROLINA

            Right?

            KENDALL

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

            Karolina doesn’t really want to get into it.

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

            KAROLINA

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

            KENDALL

            Can you get – your guy Gavin?

            She looks like: Not cool.

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

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

            INT. smart hotel – night

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

            INT. hotel bar – night

            Greg’s on the phone. 

            Greg

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

            Intercut with:

            INT. WAYSTAR – BULLPEN – night

            Greg and Karolina, at Logan’s.

            KaROLINA

            I can’t get involved in this, Greg.

            GREG

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

            KAROLINA

            No. I think not that option.

            GREG

            Can I— Should I speak to Kendall?

            KAROLINA

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

            GREG

            Okay, but what do I—

            KAROLINA

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

            INT. Hotel BAR – night

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

            GREG

            Hey?

            The barkeep nods.

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

            The barkeep doesn’t look keen. 

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

            INT. LOGAN’S APARTMENT – night

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

            Marcia

            Jamie.

            Laird

            Marcia. How is the old fella?

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

            MARCIA

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

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

            LAIRD

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

            INT. logan’s apartment – night

            Logan and Laird are dining alone.

            Logan

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

            LAIRD

            Well it’s good to see you.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            (then)

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

            A beady eye on him. 

            LAIRD

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

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            LAIRD

            So. What’s your move?

            LOGAN

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

            (then)

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

            LAIRD

            Uh-huh, be good. Who?

            Logan looks at him. 

            LOGAN

            Well, that’s complicated.

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

            What else I got? On defense?

            Laird thinks for a long time.

            LAIRD

            Well …

            (beat)

            it’s difficult.

            LOGAN

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

            Laird smiles.

            LAIRD

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

            LOGAN

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

            LAIRD

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

            (then)

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

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            LAIRD

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

            Logan thinks. 

            INT. tokyo – PRESS CONFERENCE – morning

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

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

            Japanese exec

            (in Japanese)

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

            Roman is looking serious and grave. 

            Sarah kilmartin

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

            ROMAN

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

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

            ROMAN

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

            Gerri is on the phone.

            Gerri

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

            INT. hotel suite – night

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

            Greg

            Nice, abode, man?

            (looks at Kendall)

            You okay? What’s the news?

            KenDALL

            Fuck.

            Greg hands over a wrap.

            GREG

            I was saying, nice place?

            Kendall is thinking about the call. 

            Kendall

            Fashion week, all the good penthouses are gone.

            GREG

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

            KENDALL

            I’m gutting it. Smelt of Rava.

            GREG

            Oh sure. Man. So – complicated.

            KENDALL

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

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

            Did this come from Coach?

            greg

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

            Kendall dabs at the coke.

            KENDALL

            Ewwwww. Dude?

            GREG

            No? Is it not—?

            Kendall makes a line anyway. 

            KENDALL

            Where the fuck is this from, man?

            GREG

            It’s from a connection.

            Kendall looks at him.

            In the park.

            KENDALL

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

            He snorts.

            GREG

            No? Is it not—?

            Kendall considers.

            KENDALL

            That is the worst coke I’ve ever had.

            GREG

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

            KENDALL

            Oh he promised you?

            Kendall makes another line.

            GREG

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

            KENDALL

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

            GREG

            Oh? I was meant to maybe meet some—

            KENDALL

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

            (re the coke)

            Hit it.

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

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

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

            INT. YACHT – night

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

            Tom

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

            SHIV

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

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

            TOM

            What a nutty bastard!

            SHIV

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

            TOM

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

            SHIV

            I know, right?

            TOM

            I guess we should pack?

            SHIV

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

            TOM

            I can if you can?

            SHIV

            He won’t, he never would, sell.

            Tom pulling off clothes, calling on the yacht phone. 

            TOM

            (into phone)

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

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

            SHIV

            (into her phone)

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

            (to Tom)

            Roman.

            Intercut with: 

            INT. tokyo – HOTEL LOBBY – morning

            Roman exits an elevator and heads through a lobby. 

            ROMAN

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

            SHIV

            See you at the hellhole, bro!

            ROMAN

            See you at the shitpit sis!

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

            EXT. Long island compound – day

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

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

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

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

            Kendall arrives and heads into the house. 

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

            Landscapers put in flowers and make the gardens look better.

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

            INT. LONG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            A house manager is directing the bustling activity. 

            Housekeeper

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

            Kendall

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

            He walks on. Then as he gets further in—

            What is the—?

            There is a bad smell. 

            HouseKEEPER

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

            KENDALL

            That’s bad. What the fuck is that?

            INT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

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

            Shiv

            Maybe, you could try scented candles?

            Roman arrives.

            Roman

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

            SHIV

            Rome, hey. You wanna get some air?

            EXT. lONG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            They walk across the lawns down to the ocean. 

            ROMAN

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

            SHIV

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

            ROMAN

            Man it would be so weird if he killed him.

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

            SHIV

            So, this is good for you right?

            RomaN

            What, if he sells?

            SHIV

            He’s not going to sell.

            ROMAN

            Well, I dunno about that?

            SHIV

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

            ROMAN

            He might. He could.

            SHIV

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

            Roman

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

            She looks at him: Yeah right! 

            SHIV

            Oh you hadn’t considered?

            ROMAN

            Sure. No, I guess, theoretically—

            SHIV

            It’s a cool moment. Good luck.

            He looks at her.

            What?

            Roman

            I know what you’re doing.

            SHIV

            What?

            ROMAN

            I see what you’re doing.

            SHIV

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

            ROMAN

            Sure.

            She smiles. 

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

            SHIV

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

            ROMAN

            Great. Well then ‘thanks a lot’.

            SHIV

            What?

            ROMAN

            Fuck you.

            SHIV

            Rome. You’re in pole position!

            ROMAN

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

            SHIV

            Enjoy it!

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

            ROMAN

            Well I will.

            They look at one another. She smiles slightly. 

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

            SHIV

            Seriously, Rome.

            ROMAN

            Maybe I’m ready for it?

            SHIV

            You are, maybe you are.

            She hugs him. 

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

            That hangs there. 

            Roman

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

            SHIV

            Romey?

            ROMAN

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

            SHIV

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

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

            ROMAN

            You’re such a fucking bitch.

            EXT. Long isLAND COMPOUND – day

            Logan and Marcia arrive. The staff greet them. 

            HoUSEKEEPER

            Welcome welcome, Mr Roy.

            He sniffs. Grunts a hello. 

            marcia

            And you don’t know what it is?

            HoUSEKEEPER

            We are looking absolutely everywhere once again.

            marcia

            Did they finish the renovation?

            HOUSEKEEPER

            Yes. All – that – was resolved.

            LOGAN

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

            Kendall appears. 

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

            INT. lONG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

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

            KenDALL

            You get used to it.

            Logan

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

            They walk through the many rooms of the house. 

            KENDALL

            You want to talk about Laird’s idea?

            LOGAN

            Nuh. Later.

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

            So, listen, you alright?

            Kendall

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

            LOGAN

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

            Kendall could do with some words of advice.

            KENDALL

            Right. Exactly.

            That’s about it for Logan. 

            LOGAN

            Well, good.

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

            Good. To have it all out.

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

            You can always speak to Marcia, you know?

            (then he shouts)

            Colin! You should have two with Colin?

            Logan heads off. 

            Marcia

            Kendall. How was your trip out?

            KENDALL

            It was good, it was fine.

            MARCIA

            No accidents? No hiccups?

            KENDALL

            No, no hiccups.

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

            MARCIA

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

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

            INT. LONG ISland compound – laundry room – day

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

            Colin

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

            Kendall

            Oh, okay?

            COLIN

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

            KENDALL

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

            COLIN

            Yeah? Shall I just so you know?

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

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

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

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh?

            colin

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

            Kendall

            Okay.

            COLIN

            The UK police had divers go in that morning.

            KENDALL

            Right.

            COLIN

            The kid, Andrew Dodds, was dead obviously.

            Kendall nods. Under his breath maybe repeats the name. 

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

            KENDALL

            Okay.

            COLIN

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

            (then)

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

            KENDALL

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

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

            INT. LONG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            Kendall leaves the room. Hyper-aware of everything. 

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

            EXT. Long ISLAND COMPOUND – day

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

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

            Roman and Shiv look at him in the distance. 

            shiv

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

            roman

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

            Kendall

            Hey!

            Kendall approaches.

            ROMAN

            Dead man walking.

            Kendall waves.

            The fucking cadaver awakens.

            KENDALL

            Hey.

            ShiV

            So when did you crawl in?

            KENDALL

            Yesterday. You?

            Shiv shrugs, not willing to engage. 

            roman

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

            KENDALL

            Oh, I dunno.

            Roman

            Oh, he ‘doesn’t know’?

            Kendall shakes his head.

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

            KENDALL

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

            roman

            Uh-huh? Bullshit. What happened?

            KENDALL

            I changed my mind, I guess.

            Shiv

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

            Kendall tries to laugh. 

            ROMAN

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

            SHIV

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

            Roman

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

            SHIV

            He’s like an old beaten dog.

            ROMAN

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

            SHIV

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

            Kendall won’t engage. So Roman tries—

            ROMAN

            You’re a fucking prick.

            KenDALL

            Uh-huh. Maybe I am.

            Then, they look at one another. 

            roman

            Come on, fuckbag, fight back.

            KenDALL

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

            Roman does a sad ‘crying eyes’ mime. 

            roman

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

            Kendall looks at them—

            KenDALL

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

            Shiv

            Oh, fuck you, man.

            Kendall

            I’m sorry, Shiv, about the wedding?

            She walks off. 

            ShIV

            How dare you apologize to me?

            INT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

            Marcia finds Logan with an assistant. 

            Marcia

            So, they have located the source.

            INT. Long ISLAND COMPOUND – day

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

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

            MARCIA

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

            Would he? He looks at her. 

            LOGAN

            Lot of moving parts.

            MARCIA

            But is it real, the selling?

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

            Logan

            See how things go.

            (then)

            What you think?

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

            MarCIA

            What, I have to dance for Daddy too?

            A chill between them. 

            LOGAN

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

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

            MARCIA

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

            LOGAN

            Okay. Very well. Thank you.

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

            MARCIA

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

            LOGAN

            (no)

            Uh-huh. Sure—

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

            MARCIA

            Putain de merde! 

            Others look away, Logan stares in. 

            LOGAN

            What the fuck is that?

            (then to the housekeeper)

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

            Then he marches off. Past a sumptuous buffet.

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

            EXT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

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

            INT. LONG ISLAND COMPOUND – dining room – day

            Inside, everyone is gathering. Connor is hugging Roman. 

            Tom

            (whispered)

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

            Shiv

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

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

            Logan

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

            (beat)

            So, please. I want you to speak freely.

            Shiv

            Ha!

            LOGAN

            What?

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

            SHIV

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

            LOGAN

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

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

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

            He looks at Kendall. 

            KendALL

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

            Roman makes an ‘awwww’ sound.

            roman

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

            shiv

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

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

            Connor

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

            KENDALL

            Nice to see you, Con.

            CONNOR

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

            SHIV

            It’s possible?

            Roman

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

            logan

            He’s taken his medicine.

            ShiV

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

            roman

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

            LoGAN

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

            He looks at Tom. 

            Tom

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

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

            LOGAN

            So that’s one ‘stick’?

            CONNOR

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

            gerri

            A third option – what is that?

            CONNOR

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

            Logan

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

            People look around, all quiet.

            Willa

            You want me to go? Sell seems cool?

            Roman

            Fucking, Aristotle D. Rockerfeller speaks!

            Shiv

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

            LOGAN

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

            RoMAN

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

            (then)

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

            Logan, frustrated, gets up and marches off. 

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

            The kids look at one another: WTF?

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

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

            ShiV

            Dad? Dad?

            Roman

            Is he in there?

            Logan

            (off )

            One by one! Come in one by one!

            ROMAN

            (calling through)

            ‘One by one’?

            Shiv

            (calling through)

            Seriously? What the fuck?

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

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

            Logan

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

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

            roman

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

            Logan

            And in terms of getting rid of Sandy and Stewy?

            ROMAN

            Scare them off?

            LOGAN

            As in?

            ROMAN

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

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

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

            Logan considers. 

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

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

            Tom

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

            Shiv

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

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

            TOM

            (whispers)

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

            SHIV

            Tom. Let’s just take it easy.

            TOM

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

            SHIV

            Uh-huh.

            TOM

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

            SHIV

            Uh-huh?

            TOM

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

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

            RomAN

            He’s dying, riddled with cancer.

            SHIV

            Rome?

            ROMAN

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

            CONNOR

            Sick puppy.

            RoMAN

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

            Everyone looks at him. 

            I’m kidding.

            (then)

            Or am I?

            LoGAN

            (off )

            Shiv!

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

            Tom

            (whispered)

            The Studio! Or CFO? We kill Karl?

            Logan comes out to see where she is. 

            Logan

            Shiv! Dentist is ready.

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

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

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

            LogAN

            So?

            Shiv

            So.

            (then)

            You’re best pals with him now?

            Logan shrugs, can’t get into it.

            Have you done a deal?

            LOGAN

            Come on, Shiv. Talk to me. Sell?

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

            SHIV

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

            Logan keeps a steely eye.

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

            LOGAN

            The company means a lot to me.

            SHIV

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

            LOGAN

            That’s it. No hope?

            SHIV

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

            LOGAN

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

            SHIV

            Those are just the obvious moves.

            LOGAN

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

            SHIV

            Uh-huh.

            Beat. 

            LOGAN

            So. What about it?

            SHIV

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

            Logan makes a face. 

            LOGAN

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

            That really riles her.

            SHIV

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

            LOGAN

            Shiv—

            SHIV

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

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

            LOGAN

            Why so angry, Shiv?

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

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

            She looks at him. 

            Shiv

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

            LOGAN

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

            SHIV

            Are we actually having this conversation?

            LOGAN

            Yes we are actually having this conversation.

            SHIV

            And selling, that was— Is that even real?

            LOGAN

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

            SHIV

            Dad.

            LOGAN

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

            SHIV

            I don’t think so.

            LOGAN

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

            He takes out his phone. 

            SHIV

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

            He starts to type.

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

            LOGAN

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

            He composes the tweet. 

            SHIV

            Bullshit.

            LOGAN

            You don’t care if I sell?

            SHIV

            No.

            LOGAN

            I’m gonna push the button, Siobhan?

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

            Shiv

            Don’t be a jerk, Dad.

            She takes the phone from him. 

            LOGAN

            You wanna do it?

            SHIV

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

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

            LOGAN

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

            SHIV

            This is real?

            LOGAN

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

            SHIV

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

            LOGAN

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

            SHIV

            Fuck. Yes. Yes, alright. Yes.

            Shiv is deeply satisfied. Excited. 

            LOGAN

            My little one. My Pinky!

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

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

            Connor

            Gah!

            Willa looks over.

            Just my dealer.

            Roman

            Viagra?

            CONNOR

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

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

            TOM

            Like what?

            CONNOR

            Napoleonica. Just some items.

            Willa

            Including Napoleon’s penis.

            CONNOR

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

            tom

            Napoleon’s penis?

            CONNOR

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

            Roman returns with a drink. 

            tom

            Connor’s trying to buy Napoleon’s dick.

            RoMAN

            Naturally. Is it pickled in a jar or—?

            connor

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

            willa

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

            CONNOR

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

            RomAN

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

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

            roman

            Hey! How did it go?

            SHIV

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

            Tom takes her off for a private conference.

            Tom

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

            SHIV

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

            TOM

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

            SHIV

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

            tom

            Oh shit!

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

            Tom

            (cont’d)

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

            shiv

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

            TOM

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

            SHIV

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

            On Shiv. Sitting on a secret. 

            Int./EXT. LoNG ISLAND COMPOUND – day

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

            Logan

            Afternoon.

            Anton

            Afternoon.

            LOGAN

            So.

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

            Anton

            What is it?

            Logan looks at him. 

            LOGAN

            I see you.

            Anton

            Sir?

            LOGAN

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

            Anton

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

            LOGAN

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

            Beat, Logan looks at him – yeah he did. 

            anton

            No, sir.

            LOGAN

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

            anton

            No, sir. Don’t know about that.

            LOGAN

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

            anton

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

            LOGAN

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

            anton

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

            LOGAN

            Yeah? Well sue me. Good luck.

            anton

            Sir?

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

            LOGAN

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

            INT. Long ISLAND COMPOUND – dining room – night

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

            LogAN

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

            TOM

            Yes, sir, captain, sir!

            Tom dings a glass. 

            LOGAN

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

            (beat)

            Well, I say let that be us.

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

            Logan

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

            KENDALL

            Fuck yeah! Yes!

            shiv

            Hear, hear!

            ConnOR

            (to Roman)

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

            LoGAN

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

            RomaN

            Excuse me? Co-chief?

            (he points to Kendall)

            He’s – he’s coming back?

            LOGAN

            We need to stick tight. Tighter than ever now.

            RomaN

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

            LOGAN

            That’s my decision.

            Connor

            And you gonna name a successor?

            Logan looks at Shiv. Shiv looks away. 

            Logan

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

            Shiv turns to Gerri.

            ShIV

            Congratulations.

            GERRI

            Wow, okay, well, thank you.

            LoGAN

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

            GERRI

            Thank you very much.

            LOGAN

            Just so we’re clear.

            GERRI

            No, I think we’re clear.

            Logan

            Kendall and I will be back later.

            KENDALL

            Yeah?

            LOGAN

            We just need to see some men about a dog.

            Roman

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

            EXT. NEW YORK helicopter landing – night

            Kendall and Logan exit a helicopter.

            EXT. Nyc – Restaurant – night

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

            KENDALL

            You sure you want me to come with you?

            Logan looks at him. 

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

            LOGAN

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

            KENDALL

            On my own?

            LOGAn

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

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

            KENDALL

            Okay. Sure, Dad.

            INT. Restaurant – night

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

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

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

            Stewy

            Okay? Hello, Kendall?

            Kendall

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

            Kendall is intensely uncomfortable.

            STEWY

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

            KENDALL

            Yeah. Well.

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

            STEWY

            Okay?

            (won’t let Kendall go)

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

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh.

            STEWY

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

            Kendall musters – something. 

            KENDALL

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

            Kendall looks like: That’s all I got. 

            STEWY

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

            KENDALL

            I just reassessed.

            STEWY

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

            KENDALL

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

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

            STEWY

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

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

            KENDALL

            Hey. Dad?

            (listens) 

            Okay. Okay.

            (listens) 

            Yup, I got it.

            End of call. 

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

            Stewy starts to lead him into the private dining room—

            Stewy

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

            Sandy

            Hello.

            KENDALL

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

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

            STEWY

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

            kendall

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

            Sandy

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

            INT. long island bar – night*


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

            KendALL

            Hey? Hey, bro.

            RoMAN

            Hello, ‘Kendall’.

            KENDALL

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

            Roman

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

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

            KENDALL

            Thank you.

            Greg

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

            KenDALL

            Let’s do some coke and relax.

            GreG

            Sure thing. Relaxing cocaine. Nice relaxing cocaine.

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

            TOM

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

            GREG

            Oh, oh wow, okay? Nice, right?

            TOM

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

            Greg

            Oh. Okay. Really? To ATN?

            TOM

            Yes!

            (why isn’t he smiling?)

            What, Greg?

            GREG

            Nothing.

            TOM

            Don’t you want to come?

            GREG

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

            TOM

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

            GREG

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

            TOM

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

            GREG

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

            TOM

            Name me a principle you have.

            GREG

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

            TOM

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

            GREG

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

            TOM

            What else, Pope Gregory the First?

            GREG

            Like don’t, lie?

            TOM

            Fuck off. That’s your principle?

            (then)

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

            GREG

            No sure. I guess.

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

            Kendall

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

            BarMAID

            You got it.

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

            Kendall

            I don’t know what I’m doing.

            She smiles. 

            Barmaid

            Uh-huh? Right!

            KENDALL

            I don’t know what I’m doing.

            Barmaid has no interest. 

            BARMAID

            Fuck yeah. Tell me about it.

            KENDALL

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

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

            BARMAID

            Wow. Crazy!

            KENDALL

            Yeah.

            Long beat, she doesn’t know what to say

            BARMAID

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

            KENDALL

            No, I’m good.

         

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