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            Introduction

         

         
            My first vivid memory of the project which would develop into Succession was trying to get out of it. It was about 2008 and I was on location for the filming of Peep Show, the UK sitcom my long-time writing partner Sam Bain and I wrote together. Between that show and my work on The Thick of It and In the Loop, and a bunch of other things, I was feeling overcommitted. That particular day we were pretending a very normal field in Hertfordshire was a safari park. I sloped off from set and, hiding from imaginary lions, tried to elegantly step away from the project.

            I failed. And in the following months as I wrote, slowly, I became certain the script was a dud. It was stodgy and odd. The original idea, a faux-documentary laying out Rupert Murdoch’s business secrets, with them delivered straight to camera, evolved as I worked into a sort of TV play, set at the media owner’s eightieth birthday party. Channel 4 were supportive, but it was an odd form, this docudrama/TV-play, and difficult to make happen. Around 2011, after a readthrough in central London where John Hurt played Rupert, the project essentially died.

            My US agent was the first person I recall suggesting a totally different approach. A fictional family, a multi-series US show. For five years or so I dismissed the idea, certain that a portrayal of a fictional family would never have the power of a real one.

            Four works changed my mind: HBO’s excellent Durst documentary, The Jinx; Sumner Redstone’s grimly business-focused autobiography, A Passion to Win; James B. Stewart’s propulsive Disney War; and Tom Bower’s fascinating Maxwell biography. These turned the idea of doing a media-family drama without a singular real-life model from a terrible betrayal of reality into a tantalizing chance to harvest all the best stories. Here was an opportunity to explore all the most fascinating family dynamics within a propitiously balanced fictional hybrid media conglomerate. I took a long, deep dive into rich-family and media-business research.

            When Sam and I decided to bring things to a close on Peep Show, I flew out to pitch this media show around LA. I had a clear idea of where I wanted to develop the show, but my agent persuaded me appetites would be whetted if we had a number of potential homes. So, I spent three days doing a round of pitch meetings where I talked about this, as-yet-unwritten, idea in half-ironized terms as ‘Festen-meets-Dallas’. No stars, Dogme 95 camerawork. Scared of driving on the five-lane highways, I bumped around town in the back of a Honda Civic while a nice young man from my US agent’s mailroom ferried me between rooms stocked with identical tiny bottles of water and executives of vastly varying degrees of interest.

            Eventually I got to HBO, the place I most wanted the show to land, home to The Sopranos and Six Feet Under. I knew they might be receptive. Frank Rich – once known as the ‘Butcher of Broadway’ for his theatre criticism, but now an in-house consigliere – had championed my work there to the boss Richard Plepler and I’d previously developed a show with them. So, out the back of a French-style bistro on a three-cappuccino high, I pitched it to their head of drama and comedy, Casey Bloys. Sometimes a pitch stretches thin and threadbare, the fabric renting as you go, the other party peeping grimly through the holes. Other times, the air thickens, and you can feel the atmosphere in the room turn oxygen-rich as the enthusiasm you are trying to project transforms into an enthusiasm you are actually feeling.

            By the time I left LA, HBO had made an offer and Adam McKay, fresh from The Big Short, had said he would be interested in directing. I’d written another Succession forerunner, a script about the US political strategist Lee Atwater, for Adam and his producing partner Kevin Messick. It had been one of the few LA experiences I’d had where the excitement expressed at the start of the project sustained through the writing and attempts to get it made.

            This was 2016 and, once back in the UK, I wrote the pilot through the spring and summer in a one-room flat I rented on Brixton Hill, walking across Brockwell Park each morning, listening to podcasts and reading news about the Brexit referendum. Scotland had recently voted by a narrow majority to stay inside the United Kingdom and the abiding sense right before the Brexit vote was, yeah, change looms, it glistens, menacingly, promisingly, but it doesn’t happen. Not really. Really, everything stays the same.

            But then it did happen. And across the Atlantic, the Trump campaign was igniting – even if initially his candidacy felt like a slightly amusing, slightly too-vivid flash in the pan. Into early autumn, in fact, all serious people were still explaining to one another that Trump couldn’t happen. Although I suppose, looking back, there was a notable lack of detail in terms of the mechanism by which he would be stopped.

            I think a lot of the better films and TV shows I’ve been involved with have at their heart a quite simple impulse around which the more subtle layers are spun. In the Loop’s spark was anger at the Iraq War. Chris Morris’s Four Lions I think was driven by his gut feeling that something was very wrong with the way we understood jihadi terrorism in the UK. Peep Show was about oddball male friendship, perhaps even ‘masculinity’.

            I guess the simple things at the heart of Succession ended up being Brexit and Trump. The way the UK press had primed the EU debate for decades. The way the US media’s conservative outriders prepared the way for Trump, hovered at the brink of support and then dived in. The British press of Rothermere and the Barclay Brothers, Maxwell and Murdoch, and the US news environment of Fox and Breitbart.

            The Sun doesn’t run the UK, nor does Fox entirely set the media agenda in the US, but it was hard not to feel, at the time the show was coming together, the particular impact of one man, of one family, on the lives of so many. Right populism was on the march all across the globe. But in the fine margins of the Brexit vote and Trump’s eventual electoral college victory, one couldn’t help but think about the influence of the years of anti-EU stories and comment in the UK press, the years of Fox dancing with its audience, sometimes leading, sometimes following, as the wine got stronger, the music madder. It was politically alarming and creatively appealing: to imagine the mixture of business imperatives and political instinct that exist within a media operation; to consider what happens when something as important as the flow of information in a democracy hits the reductive brutality of the profit calculation inside such a company. How those elements might rebound emotionally and psychologically inside a family as it considered the question of corporate succession.

            For Logan Roy, Murdoch, Redstone and Maxwell were my holy trinity of models. But Conrad Black, Brian Roberts of Comcast, Robert Mercer of Breitbart, Julian Sinclair Smith of Sinclair, Tiny Rowland, Rothermere, Beaverbrook, Hearst all fed in.

            The three central models were wildly different, of course: the self-made refugee Maxwell and the already-rich Murdoch, a scion of Australian journalistic royalty, both so different from the tough Boston lawyer Redstone who started with a couple of his father’s drive-in cinemas. But they were connected by a strong interest in a few things: a refusal to think about mortality (Redstone and Murdoch both used to make the same joke about their succession plan – not dying); desire for control; manic deal-making energy; love of gossip and power-connection; a certain ruthlessness about hirings and firings. And most of all, an instinct for forward motion, with a notable lack of introspection. Perhaps the best part of Redstone’s autobiography for a casual reader is the opening, where he recounts clinging by one hand to a hotel balcony through a fire. Despite suffering third-degree burns over half his body, years of rehabilitation, excruciatingly painful skin grafts, he says this event, after which he made all his biggest business plays, had no impact whatsoever on the trajectory of his life.

            Whether due to all this grist, or the aligning of the political planets (in)auspiciously, the pilot came unnervingly easily. Getting names in a script to feel real can be hard for me – they’re a tell-tale sign of whether I’m living inside it. Kendall, Shiv, Roman, Connor. They all felt right straight off the bat. Their inspirations, I suppose, were the children of these magnates: three of the Maxwell kids, the ones closest to the business (the boys, Ian and Kevin) and to their father (Ghislaine). Brent and Shari Redstone, with whom Sumner played a tough and complicated game of bait-and-switch over CBS-Paramount succession. And the Murdoch children, Prudence, Lachlan, James, Elisabeth, Chloe and Grace.

            But getting those names for the Roy children made them feel like their own individuals to me. It allowed me to pour in just what I wanted from the real world, fill each with all the faults they might have inherited, while giving me room to add some extra, just for them.

            Greg and Tom came fast too. Tom from two roots. One was thinking about the sort of lunks I’ve occasionally seen powerful women choose as partners. Plausible manly men with big watches and a soothing affable manner. That mixed with the deadly courtier, a more eighteenth-century figure, minutely attuned to shifts in power and influence, an invisible deadly gas that occurs in certain confined places and rises to kill anyone unwise enough not to take precautions. A hanger-on sustained by some Fitzgeraldian illusions about the world, a sense that perhaps the rich really are different from us and a romantic ambition to make it in New York City.

            Greg, I guess, was a distant relative of the sort of political advisor I had myself briefly been. Gormless, clueless, out of place and gauche. But not without an eye for a deal. And, I hope, a little more wheedling and insinuating than I ever was.

            The charge between these two semi-outsiders struck me from the start as toxic and comic.

            Tom, the interloper, is like an organism that has found a precarious but rewarding perch above some deep oceanic vent and adapted itself to conditions perfectly. He is not pleased at all to see a similar creature scuttling along hoping to share the same cramped evolutionary niche. That first half-bullying, half-provocative exchange they share in the outfield at a softball game in the pilot landed them right in the middle of a stew they’ve been cooking in ever since.

            The scenes flowed. I had eaten a very large amount of research, but once I was writing I put it all aside and followed my nose and wrote pretty much exactly what I wanted. It felt funny but odd and broken-ended, fragmentary, abrupt, oblique and slightly brutal. When I emailed it off, I had the familiar feeling that Adam, Frank and HBO might email back to say not only was it not good, it wasn’t even actually, technically, a script.

            But their response was frighteningly positive. Almost as though the script was finished, after what was, I thought, a quick first draft. I think every other episode of Succession has gone to at least thirty drafts – usually fifty. The pilot barely hit fifteen.

            We had our readthrough in New York on US election day 2016. Before we started, I made the sort of joke lots of people made that day, assuming the polls were right and Hillary Clinton was going to squeeze it. That night we gathered in Adam McKay’s apartment to watch the results roll in. Much later, I walked a long walk back from Soho up to where I was staying near the United Nations looking at the electoral college numbers projected onto the Empire State Building.

            We started filming the next day.

            I still wonder whether Succession would have landed in the same way without the mad bum-rush of news and sensation Trump’s chaotic presidency provided. Trump wasn’t the firebombing of German civilians, and nor is Succession Slaughterhouse-Five, but I do sometimes think about Vonnegut saying no one in the world profited from the firebombing of Dresden, except himself.

            Jesse Armstrong

March 2023

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Note on the Text

         

         
            This book contains the scripts as they stood when we started to film each episode.

            Some screenwriters object to the suggestion that their scripts are mere recipes or blueprints towards the creation of the final film or TV show – I suppose because it undermines the sense that a script is a complete and achieved document in itself.

            I think both things are true. It is only a recipe – a set of instructions for action and suggested dialogue. But this doesn’t mean that it shouldn’t have coherence and integrity in its own right; that you shouldn’t be able to stand behind every word and choice and say: this is how I think it goes.

            But the scripts are not the shows. They are simply important – very important – documents towards the creation of the shows, which are then made with a cast and crew and post-production staff of many and great talents.

            If you read these scripts, you’ll soon see that these important documents depart fairly often from the action and words as they finally appeared on screen. So, when they vary, what the hell happened?

            Well, one of a number of things. In rough order of probable likelihood:

            The edit: We shot the scene or line or beat but in the edit we decided to lose it – that happens a lot. I like to write long and I encourage my fellow writers to write long. I rewrite long. Mostly around seventy-plus pages per script, when sixty would be a more normal target. Some hours of TV have scripts squeezed down to around fifty. I think that the economies of scale on a TV shoot mean that filming a few extra pages per episode – provided they are largely dialogue, not car crashes – returns exponential rewards. It leaves you free to make choices in the edit, giving you the ability to refocus story: make it clearer if necessary, or more subtly expressed if possible.

            That extra length also allows you to not make choices. So you don’t have to make cuts when you’re tired and snow-blind from forty drafts and redrafts and have forgotten why the line was ever good or the joke funny. That’s the stage when, on another show, the producer or network or director might plead for you to cut some pages to come in on time or budget, and you end up making those choices you so regret later. To get the accursed page length down you can find yourself excluding those moments which have come to seem small or weird or nothingy – moments, perhaps, that people loved when they first read, but are now taken for granted and feel easy to cut. If you get to retain them at script, sometimes they do indeed get cut in the edit. But sometimes they become the heart of a scene or just a jewel of a moment, the detail which enchants a viewer.

            It was an ‘alt’: For each day’s filming, a day or two ahead, I select a few lines – sometimes none, sometimes ten to fifteen – where we might find a spot for something funnier or better or truer. Usually funnier. These go out to a group of three to five fellow writers who offer up ‘alts’. I might whittle down ten to twenty options to five to ten that we then have in our pockets to consider on the day. Oftentimes, what is already in the script works and these alts never get fed in. But sometimes, after we have shot the scripted lines, we’ll feed in a suggestion which feels apposite. Or sometimes just offer a bunch of alternative lines to the actor, have a quick chat about preferences, and let them try a few options out. (Kieran Culkin, in particular, was always able to load up a page of alts in a glance, then spray them out like a weapons system in subsequent takes.)

            Late change: Close to shooting, too close to be recorded in the script, we made a dialogue or staging change. Often this was to fit the staging afforded by the particular location or some extra opportunity or problem that needed to be worked around or addressed or embraced. Then we either scribbled a change in biro or issued it ad hoc.

            Fog of war: There are also lots of little changes of word order or individual words. I don’t mind this – I don’t stand at the monitor with my script in hand – I just watch the performances – and only look over the shoulder of script supervisors Lisa Molinaro or Holly Unterberger if something strikes my ear wrong. Most times, if the actor chooses to gently paraphrase, I take that as an implied note – that the line didn’t quite have the cadence of natural speech for them. There’s also a quid pro quo in operation here. I write and rewrite till late on, till we’re actually shooting the episode. If you’re going to tweak and change so tight against shooting you have to be understanding about how much text people can learn at short notice. Some sentences and constructions I can be prickly about getting precisely, but they are relatively rare.

            Improvisation: We’ve always used a loose shooting style. Adam McKay encouraged it on the pilot. And I’d learnt it from Armando Iannucci on The Thick of It. Mark Mylod, our lead director, is very comfortable with this approach, coming as he does from the world of British comedy. So usually, after we have the scripted version on film, we’ll do a ‘freebie’ take where improvisation is particularly encouraged. To my mind, more important than the occasional improvised lines we capture is that this improvisational method infuses all the takes, on-script and off, with a spirit of freedom and collaboration.

            ADR: Some pieces of dialogue we change after the show is done – with Additional Dialogue Recording (ADR) to add plot clarification, or alter a plot detail or fill a gap or add a joke.

            The remembrance of things past: We do a readthrough of the script a week or two before the first day of shooting. After which, there are always changes – sometimes just reorderings and sharpenings, sometimes a wholesale restructuring. The readthroughs mean that the actors have a knowledge of the development of the script, and memories of previous drafts. Sometimes on the day of shooting, an actor will stitch in a bit of an older script. So, on a loose take, or even before, a shard of something cut comes back: perhaps a link between two thoughts or speeches which we had come to think was extraneous – or a phrase that explained something to the actor, a joke or image or way of looking at something. It’s a reassuring safety net to know that words you’d come to think unnecessary, ornament you’d stripped away as superfluous, can get pulled from the fire.

            Jesse Armstrong 

March 2023
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            Int. room – Night

            Black. The unsteady POV of someone groping through a darkened room, hands out ahead—

            Bang! A wall. 

            The figure we’re following wasn’t expecting that. Hands flat against the wall – hand over hand. Looking for an opening. 

            Logan

            Where am I?

            Where are we? A prison cell? A maze? 

            Where the fuck am I?

            Okay. Here’s the opening our figure was seeking—

            MARCIA

            (off )

            Logan? It’s okay, Logan.

            Our guy is in somewhere now, into the room he was seeking. Okay. Everything is okay. He knows what he’s doing now—

            LOGAN

            (to himself )

            Ugh. Okay. Okay.

            The shuffle of bedclothes as Marcia climbs out of bed.

            Then we hear the sound of … what? Water dripping? On to something soft—

            And then boom—

            Lights on! And all is bright and stark and sudden. And what do we have? 

            An eighty-year-old man, Logan Roy, in his shorts and T-shirt pissing towards a laundry basket in a walk-in wardrobe lined with freshly arrived suits and shirts. 

            Dark urine stutters across the deep white pile of the thick carpet, dampening it down like hot piss on wet snow. 

            Logan is momentarily terrified. But then a younger woman, early fifties, is in the doorway – her hands across her nakedness – pulling something on—

            MARCIA

            It’s okay.

            LOGAN

            Where am I?

            MARCIA

            It’s okay. We’re in the new place. It’s okay, Logan.

            NEW YORK. 4:12 A.M.

            He computes this information as we cut from Logan’s rebooting face to— 

            Int. corporate Briefing room – Day

            Logan Roy’s face again. But confident. On a screen: a corporate headshot.

            Corporate

            (voice-over)

            Waystar Royco is a family. A family that spans four continents, fifty countries, three divisions: Entertainment, News and Resorts. Working together. To provide a net that can hold the world, or catapult it forward. To the next adventure!

            TORONTO. 7:15 A.M.

            Greg (early twenties) in the front row, is nodding, pretending to be engaged. But he’s zoning out and when he blinks—

            int. car – Day

            We cut through images of the recent past from Greg’s POV—

            He’s smoking a hit of weed in a little pot pipe. 

            Ext. Parking lot – Day

            He slams shut the door of his small car in a big empty parking lot. Fumbles his keys. Sweating. Anxious.

            Int. corporate Briefing room – Day

            He’s back in the room. On the corporate message, a selection of Waystar holdings appear on screen:

            The logo of a movie studio: Waystar Studios— 

            A selection of provincial Canadian and US local newspapers— 

            A US TV network: ATN and some cable channels, all their logos on screen at once in boxes: News, Cooking, Music, Spanish Language, Comedy Reruns, Sports (Ultimate Frisbee)—

            A USA Today-style national US paper: The Correspondent—

            Some mastheads of big-city and UK papers: Chicago Daily—

            And finally the theme-park franchise: ‘Waystar Studios Adventure’. With parks in California, outside London, and pinging on the onscreen map, Toronto.

            On screen appears Kendall Roy.

            He’s chyroned: ‘Kendall Roy, Divisional President’.

            kendall

            Joining Waystar Royco you’re joining one of the most dynamic news and entertainment companies in the world. Feel it!

            After the ‘Feel it!’ graphic there’s a ™. 

            The trainer pauses the DVD on the graphic. 

            TRAINER

            How we feeling. Ready to go?

            Nods from the assembled trainees. But the trainer spots Greg is zoning out. Focusses in on him—

            Okay? You in the room?

            GREG

            Uh-huh. Yep.

            TRAINER

            And who are you playing today?

            GREG

            (by rote)

            I’m not playing anyone. I am Doderick.

            TRAINER

            And Doderick is?

            GREG

            Doderick is mild-mannered to a fault. Puppyish in my enthusiasms. Playful, eager and lacking in guile. I am the best friend to all I meet.

            The trainer nods. Correct. Good kid. Looks to the manager at the back of the room. 

            TRAINER

            Okay. Let’s go, folks!

            Greg takes a last look at Kendall paused on screen as we—

            Int. Limo – Day

            Kendall is hyping himself up for a deal. ‘An Open Letter to NYC’ by the Beastie Boys plays. 

            This is his routine when he needs to pep himself up – listening to this track and throwing punches at the back of the seat in front of him. 

            Kendall

            (rhyming along)

            Brooklyn, Bronx, Queens and Staten

            From the Battery to the tip of Manhattan

            Asian, Middle Eastern and Latin,

            Black, White, New York, you make it happen!

            Boom. The final punch connects very firmly and rocks the driver in front sharply. 

            Apologies, Fikret.

            The limo pulls up outside an investment bank’s offices. He gets out onto the plaza. 

            ​NEW YORK. 8:30 A.M.

            As he hurries to the doors, Kendall lights a red Marlboro. Takes one single drag which is all he has time for before entering, stubs it. Walks into the big lobby. 

            Int. INVESTMENT BANK – meeting room – Day

            Kendall is arriving outside the key meeting room. Nods to senior family advisor, and Chief Operating Officer, Francis Alfred (sixties), who is waiting for him. 

            KENDALL

            Yeah?

            Frank nods. They head in. A bunch of execs and advisors, including the CFO and advisor to CFO, Alessandro.

            As he sits, Kendall attempts a bit of grandstanding icebreaking with Lawrence, the founder of the target firm, Vaulter.

            Hey hey hey, man! Good to see you. So. Where are we? Are we ready to fuck or what?

            There’s a ripple in the room. Some smiles. The curse word doesn’t offend. But nor does it land to make him the alpha male he’d like. On the other side of the table, Lawrence leaves Kendall hanging after his big entrance, listening to the words of an advisor and looking at his phone. 

            LAWRENCE

            Yeah. Okay. Look. I’m really sorry. But it looks like there’s an issue.

            KENDALL

            How do you mean, dude? I’m here?

            LAWRENCE

            Yeah I’m sorry, but we’ve been looking at the offer, while you were in transit, I mean really looking at it.

            KENDALL

            What, before you didn’t have your glasses on? You were smelling it? Huh? I got the call.

            Kendall looks at Frank. 

            LAWRENCE

            I’m sorry, but it won’t fly – with my board.

            KENDALL

            I was told it did?

            LAWRENCE

            Yeah well it won’t. Not this actual number.

            KENDALL

            I came all the way down here, dude?

            LAWRENCE

            Well, I’m sorry, ‘dude’.

            Kendall tries to sniff out what the issue might be here—

            KENDALL

            You know I love what you do. That’s been made clear? I’d love to keep you and your team in place, Lawrence? I love Vaulter.

            LAWRENCE

            Sure. I just think bottom line, I can deliver a lot more value for our shareholders. Hope I haven’t inconvenienced you?

            KENDALL

            I see you. I see this.

            Lawrence rises. 

            LAWRENCE

            We’re grateful for your interest in our little outfit, but I think that’s it.

            Int. investment bank – corridor – Day

            Lawrence walks – Kendall catches up. But then—

            lawRENCE

            (whispers)

            You got the message? I am not letting you Neanderthals in to rape my company. Ever.

            Kendall looks around, can’t quite believe what he’s hearing. But recovers his composure—

            You’re a bunch of bloated dinosaurs who didn’t even notice the monkeys swinging by till yesterday. Well fuck you, daddy’s boy.

            KENDALL

            (water off my back)

            Oh what? Please.

            They reach the elevator area. Their staffs catch up. Now Lawrence speaks loud enough that the last of this is certainly heard by the wider group—

            LAWRENCE

            I’ve got a track record from founding one of the most exciting new-media brands in the world. What have you got? Track marks from shooting junk?

            His team and Kendall’s react – mostly by avoiding eye contact, though it would be plausible for Lawrence to deny he intended for his talk to be ‘public’. 

            But now he switches to public mode—

            Thanks for coming down. Great to meet you. Sorry this isn’t going to work out.

            KENDALL

            It’s going to work out.

            LAWRENCE

            No it isn’t.

            Kendall can’t think of a way to come back that doesn’t sound ludicrous. Lawrence and team hang by the elevators. It takes a while longer than anyone would want. Silence. Then the elevator arrives. 

            Lawrence and his team head in. Elevator doors close. Kendall lets his guys assemble around him. 

            KENDALL

            What the fuck? Frank. How did this happen? How can we sweeten this?

            frank

            You still want to pursue it?

            kendall

            Of course I want to pursue. I want to announce. This is part of the whole thing. Our offer is fucking good right?

            Alessandro looks at a banker, then offers—

            ALESSANDRO

            You want to bump the offer another point?

            Kendall looks at Frank. Alessandro sees a flicker of indecision—

            You wanna call your dad?

            Kendall looks like someone’s punched him in the nuts but he refuses to react. 

            KENDALL

            Do I want to call my dad? No I don’t want to call my dad. Do you want to call your dad?

            Is that a real question? From the length of time it hangs, evidently, yes.

            alessandro

            No.

            KENDALL

            Does anyone want to call their dad?

            Silence. 

            No one wants to talk to a dad. Good. Okay, so, we’ve started so let’s buy this fucking company? I’m pushing the bid to one-twenty. Okay?

            alessandro

            Okay.

            Kendall’s phone goes. He checks the incoming name. Nods for everyone else to head in to the elevator. Watches them pass. Then answers— 

            Int. Logan’s apartment – office – Day

            Logan is in a chair at his desk. There are boxes with files in the room, still to be unpacked. 

            Logan

            How’s it going? Did you close?

            At the sound of his dad’s voice there’s a quaver of tightness. 

            Intercut with:

            Int. investment bank – corridor – Day

            KENDALL

            I’m right in the middle, Dad.

            (full of inch-deep confidence)

            Yes it’s okay! We’re not quite closed. I’m going to one-twenty.

            Silence from Logan. Kendall waits, then isn’t going to bite. 

            So that’s good. And are we still on for the announcement?

            LoGAN

            Uh-huh.

            KENDALL

            Great, cos obviously I’m soft floating to like Frank and Rava? And there’s obviously gossip getting soft floated.

            LOGAN

            By who?

            By Kendall. 

            KENDALL

            By the ether. I don’t know.

            Logan gives a non-committal growl, taps on his mouse. 

            Well look, happy birthday, old geezer! It’s exciting. This is going to be great for you, Dad.

            LOGAN

            (not excited)

            I’m excited.

            Phone down. Logan clicks again. 

            (shouts)

            Marcy!

            Marcia is there.

            I thought this whole place was going to be ready? Have they fucked us on the internet because—? My emails—

            (mumbling to himself)

            I’m going to call, Ellison or Gates because my emails are—

            He opens a drawer. 

            Pencil! Where’s a—?

            (mumbled)

            (fucking pencil in this whole new set-up, it’s ridiculous!)

            He gets up and starts looking in random boxes for a pencil. Marcia looks at his email account. 

            MARCIA

            I think it’s all up, Logan?

            LOGAN

            I’m not getting anything. Who do they think I am? Uncle Fuck. It’s not working, I’m not paying until—

            The ding of an email. 

            MARCIA

            I think maybe you just didn’t get an email for like ten minutes?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            (that sinks in)

            Okay.

            (finds a pen)

            He’s started floating. That wasn’t the arrangement. He’s offering one-twenty. He’s got a hard-on.

            Marcia takes that in.

            You don’t walk around with a hard-on. Makes you look ridiculous.

            (mumbling to himself as he taps the keyboard)

            Get it trapped in the eye of the fucking Halloween pumpkin.

            She’s got another preoccupation—

            MARCIA

            But the me thing? You’re okay on the me thing?

            LOGAN

            I’m on it, Marcia, don’t worry.

            MARCIA

            I mean not that I mind?

            LOGAN

            I do.

            MARCIA

            This is going to be great for us though. Did you see the brochure I sent? The Galapagos thing?

            Logan

            Oh, yeah? Great. Turtles, all kinds of disgusting shit. Terrific.

            She has some envelopes.

            MARCIA

            A lot more cards? Presidents, prime ministers, royal crests.

            He looks at a PDF of a paper on his screen, scrolling through the pages. Ignores the cards.

            LOGAN

            Just have Jan log them—

            (gets up)

            so I can see which fuckers have dropped me already.

            She kisses him. He’s a tough old bastard, and not of a generation to melt and kiss.

            Marcia—

            MARCIA

            What?

            LOGAN

            Look I’m not about to spill my guts like some queer. But you know.

            (looks at her, doesn’t say it)

            (I love you.)

            MARCIA

            Thank you. I love you too.

            Marcia exits. But he’s already on the phone. Looking at a PDF of a front-page mock-up. 

            EXT. Washington, DC – UPMARKET SHOPPING STREET – Day

            This is a street of jewelers, fine-art dealers, boutiques with buzzers to gain entry. 

            Tom is scanning windows anxiously as Shiv (Logan’s youngest) talks to an assistant, Sarah. Nearby they have a black Mercedes parked up.

            Shiv

            I’ll be back by Sunday night so I’ll look at his speech with him then, okay?

            WASHINGTON, DC. 9:15 A.M.

            sarah

            Okay but his office wants the poll numbers by the prekend.

            Shiv

            By the ‘prekend’? What the fuck’s the prekend?

            Tom is looking at a painting, but earwigging on Shiv. 

            Tom

            The prekend is Friday.

            SHIV

            If he wants them by Friday can he not say Friday?

            TOM

            Thursday lunch to Friday p.m. is the prekend.

            SHIV

            Fine. Get Rennie to put them together. Okay?

            Sarah says her farewell and heads off. Tom stares into a window.

            Tom

            Ugh. This is a fucking disaster.

            Shiv is looking at her phone, focussed on sending an email. 

            Shiv? Can you— I need to strategize my gift?

            She comes over. 

            What can I give him he’ll love?

            SHIV

            I don’t know, my dad doesn’t really like – things.

            TOM

            He doesn’t like ‘things’?

            SHIV

            Not really, no.

            TOM

            Ugh! It needs to say, I respect you, but I’m not awed by you. Start a fresh chapter. What says that?

            SHIV

            A pen.

            TOM

            A pen?

            Is a pen the secret? The answer? She smiles, he sees she’s fucking with him.

            SHIV

            Tom, every gift he gets will mean an equal amount of nothing to him. Just make sure it looks like ten to fifteen grand’s worth and you’re good.

            As they look at a watch in the sparsely merchandized window of an upmarket jewelers, Tom is still not quite convinced all will be well. 

            Ext. Theme park – Day

            Greg’s POV: looking out through Doderick’s wide eyes. 

            Inside, he’s stoned out of his gourd. He’s hot, he’s bothered. He can’t see out too well. Breathing hard.

            In a wider shot we see Greg in his Doderick costume mimicking the cartoon character’s loping walk. 

            A gang of kids on a birthday party are suddenly calling him over. One starts to cheerfully pull on his tail. Greg has to remain in character and hop around playfully. Making a cheerful game of remonstrations, shaking a comedy fist at these pesky kids. 

            But inside he’s getting dizzy. 

            From outside: the kids want to be chased. They’re running round and round in circles—

            Inside. Sweat. Disorientation. He’s going in tighter and tighter circles. Man is he stoned! He can’t see straight—

            Until. Spin out. The world’s moving fast round his head. Oh no! Uh-oh. Here it comes … 

            In a wider shot: we see Doderick bend double. A kid jumps on his back, taking the bend as an invitation. Puke starts to come out through Doderick’s eyeholes.

            Some of the kids back away. Some are kind of fascinated. 

            Kid at theme park

            Ewwww! He’s puking out of his eyes!

            Greg retches for quite a while. Another kid pulls his tail again, which makes Greg hiss—

            Greg

            (quietly)

            Fuck off.

            Theme-park helpers rush to pull the incongruous figure out of sight. Greg is clawing at the costume head. 

            Theme-park attendant

            (on walkie-talkie)

            Protein spill.

            (to Greg)

            Head stays on! Head stays on!

            EXT. THEME PARK – Day

            Outside – in the thin winter light, Greg is on his cellphone. He’s woken his mom, Marianne, in LA.

            Marianne

            Greg? Are you okay? How’s it going?

            GREG

            Going great.

            Marianne

            Uh-huh, so why are you calling me at six-thirty in the morning?

            GREG

            Yeah, great but also – Mom, sorry but I screwed up. Well not me – but look, a, a – kid smoked a joint in my car.

            Marianne

            ‘A kid’?

            GREG

            Yeah. Some ‘nutball’ – a hitchhiker – I picked up, like an idiot because it was raining, and I thought they might get – sexually assaulted if I didn’t, maybe, well more fool me! Because he – he gets in and before I can say anything, he whips out this HUGE doobie, and I’m like GET OUT, man. And he won’t. He just aggressively smokes out this whole blunt, on my time, and I’m saying, ‘No! I have an important first day at a management-training program of a leading theme-park operator’ and he’s just smiling this – stoned grin – and I can hardly see the freeway exit because of the dense plumes of toxic smoke and – and—

            Marianne

            Uh-huh?

            GREG

            And so, if you can believe it, the car smelt like skunk weed, and I guess I smelt like – well you can see from there, how I got implicated in this kind of tragic misunderstanding?

            Marianne

            Did you – tell them – who you are?

            GREG

            No. No. I thought – no. I didn’t want to be an asshole. Or – get into it all. I don’t know.

            (beat)

            I liked it. I’m sorry, Mom, I’m such a fucking screw-up!

            Marianne

            Okay. Listen to me, here’s what you’re going to do—

            Int. Waystar – kendall’s office breakout – Day

            In the meeting room off Kendall’s office, the Waystar team are trying to figure out how to buy Vaulter. A selection of takeout containers are across the table. Frank is on the phone. 

            frank

            Okay. Uh-huh.

            Frank looks at Kendall who is all antsy—

            KENDALL

            What?

            Frank is nodding.

            What do they say to one-twenty?

            Frank puts his hand over the phone.

            frank

            They’re not going to budge unless it gets to be a stupid number.

            KENDALL

            What’s a stupid number?

            frank

            What’s a stupid number?

            (beat)

            A badillion? I don’t know.

            KENDALL

            Because one-twenty is stupid.

            Frank hangs up. 

            fRANK

            Look, I think this is clearly about Lawrence. Should we look at his package?

            Kendall spots a guy arriving. 

            Kendall

            Okay. Who’s this? Is this news?

            The room stirs. 

            Business alchemist

            Hi, Kendall Roy?

            KENDALL

            Hello?

            The business alchemist opens his briefcase. 

            BUSINESS ALCHEMIST

            I was sent by – Roman. To burn some sage?

            In there are bunches of dried herbs. Essential oils. 

            kENDALL

            Excuse me?

            BUSINESS ALCHEMIST

            It’s auspicious? I’m a business alchemist. It’s a gift, from your brother.

            He has a bunch of sage pulled out. 

            FRANK

            Will it set off the smoke alarms?

            BUSINESS ALCHEMIST

            Not usually.

            KENDALL

            ‘Not usually’?

            FRANK

            Yeah, we’re looking at a billion-dollar acquisition so I think we’ll need a little more reassurance before we break it up with a building evacuation?

            Just then, Roman Roy, thirty-eight, tanned and taut, ready to roll, arrives. Uppity and ready to shoot his mouth off.

            ROMAN

            Hey hey hey, motherfuckers!

            KENDALL

            Roman.

            He goes to hug his brother. Roman nods to the alchemist. 

            ROMAN

            My guy?

            (to the alchemist)

            Are you saging?

            FRANK

            We’re just concerned about the alarm?

            ROMAN

            Right, bad juju. Maybe you should make a move, dude?

            BUSINESS ALCHEMIST

            I can use essential oils?

            ROMAN

            I think just fuck off thanks.

            (to the room)

            How’s it going?

            The business alchemist starts to pack up his kit. 

            KENDALL

            Good. Just finessing. You okay, man?

            roman

            Of course I’m okay. Obviously I’m okay. Why do you ask?

            Kendall motions: Are you okay back amongst all this? 

            What here? Oh, man, I’m so over all this. I was a bad fit. I was never a corporate cock-suck anyway. Besides. I never got this high in the fucking building! They stuck me in LA with Old Father Time, we were the pool boys, right, Frank. Fucking banana cabana?

            Frank smiles – about all the good times they (didn’t) share.

            So. What’s the bid?

            Everyone looks around. Roman’s overstepping the mark. He’s no longer an insider—

            KENDALL

            Well—

            He doesn’t want to say. 

            ROMAN

            What that’s ‘commercially sensitive’ – I’m still on the board, bro!

            KENDALL

            Going one-twenty-five.

            ROMAN

            One-twenty-five! Fuck!?

            KENDALL

            What? High or low?

            Roman isn’t about to put himself out there by pinning down just what his skepticism implies—

            ROMAN

            Whatever! For Vaulter? Bit of content and a brand name?

            (laughs)

            Your funeral. You’ll be captain soon enough.

            Kendall looks round the room: Shush. 

            Oh c’mon, every intern on the Street knows you’re stepping up. Congrats, man, congrats.

            (beat)

            So pleased to be out. The company was essentially a cage to me. Well, congrats. I ought to head.

            He looks around and chuckles, and starts to exit.

            Look at all this fucking bullshit!

            Int. LOGAN’S HOME – Day

            Logan walks the unfamiliar rooms of his large new apartment. Caterers are arriving with drink and food. Marcia is directing operations. 

            In the walk-in wardrobe Logan sees a maid with a bucket of water rubbing at the white carpet with a sponge to remove the urine stain. 

            He doesn’t acknowledge her but walks to the living area. He tries to sit down on a couch. This is almost a test for him. Can he ‘sit on a couch’ and ‘relax’ like a regular human being might? 

            He looks at a magazine story – ‘The Heir with the Flair’ – and its picture of his son Kendall. After a few beats of trying to read, trying to sip coffee, he’s up. 

            LOGAN

            Marcy, I’m heading out, as ordered.

            MARCIA

            Great, till one should be—

            LOGAN

            Fine – but just here – yeah?

            (motions to where he wants people)

            I don’t want to get a fucking heart attack from the surprise. Have them here. And not too loud. Just – a—

            MARCIA

            You want me to email you the exact details of the surprise?

            They share a smile as he goes to exit. 

            Int. PRIVATE jet – Day

            Shiv and Tom are watching movies. Shiv looking at a laptop. Tom snaps open the expensive watch box. Hmmm. Is it okay? 

            Int. AirpLANE – Day

            In another plane. Economy. Greg bangs his knees as he swivels to get comfy with insufficient legroom.

            Int. Waystar – kendall’s office Breakout – Day

            The room is still full of tired advisors. Most people have finished but Kendall is still picking at breakfast. He reviews some papers as he eats from a second breakfast burrito, big bites. His appetites are not quite under control. He eats, pushes it away, then picks it up again and demolishes more. 

            Without knocking, Logan enters. He watches his son for a beat as others in the room clock Logan. Kendall notices the shift in temperature, looks up and, as ever, feels obscurely judged. He chews fast—

            Kendall

            Dad?

            LOGAN

            How’s it going?

            Everyone sits up, adjusting not-too-unsubtly to the new centre of gravity in the room. 

            KENDALL

            Fine. Good. Why are you—?

            (shuffling Logan into a private space and volume)

            Are we okay?

            LOGAN

            Oh yeah. Yeah. I just have some paperwork—

            KENDALL

            Ahead of the announcement?

            Logan lays papers on the table. Logan sweeps the room. Clocks Frank. Gives him a wink. Looks over at Alessandro, smiles. 

            logan

            For putting Marcy on the trust. Just bullshit. But I felt like checking in.

            KENDALL

            Oh. Because on my announcement, what’s the precise timing on that?

            LOGAN

            Let’s see how this goes and I can lay it out.

            Kendall scans the headings on the papers. 

            Kendall

            Okay? So this is just the trust?

            (whispering to keep this private)

            It doesn’t affect me stepping up?

            LOGAN

            Nuh. I think I told you about—

            Someone’s cellphone goes. Kendall looks over. It’s not news.

            KENDALL

            Dad – I’m busy, do I need to lawyer all this?

            LOGAN

            (no)

            It’s housekeeping.

            Logan hands him a pen. Beat between them. Can son trust father? The father clearly wants this – and the son wants to be liked, to demonstrate his trust—

            Logan is making an assessment too. Kendall takes the pen.

            KENDALL

            Fine. Marcy’s fine by me. I mean the others, might not feel the same?

            LOGAN

            I’ll deal with that.

            Fuck it. Kendall is all in – signs. 

            Okay. So – I’ll see you in—?

            KENDALL

            Yeah look, Dad, on lunch. I really want to be with you but the deal—

            He motions to the room: The deal, it’s complicated. 

            LOGAN

            If you need to stay, you need to stay.

            A difficult balance. Kendall tries to read his dad. 

            KENDALL

            I really want to be with you?

            LOGAN

            I appreciate it.

            KENDALL

            It’s just, delicate. I mean they can handle it but—

            Kendall waits for a hint. But Logan gives him no steer. 

            LOGAN

            Son, your call. It’s just – priorities. There’ll be plenty more.

            True? Or passive-aggressive? Kendall sort of wants his dad to tell him what to do, but doesn’t want to ask for direction. 

            Int. Taxi – new york – Day

            Greg in a decrepit New York yellow cab. ATN News is playing on the taxi television screen. A bit of promotional graphics play as a voice announces— 

            Announcer

            ATN News is provided as a complimentary service in this taxi cab by Waystar Royco. ATN News: Trusted and True.

            Then on screen – our anchors are behind a desk.

            Male Anchor

            ‘The internet of things.’ Ever wonder what exactly it means? Well what it could mean is your refrigerator getting transformed into a lethal weapon that could be turned against you.

            Female Anchor

            That’s one of the terrifying possibilities we’ll be considering in the next hour as we take a closer look at the technology which is going to dominate the next one hundred years.

            Male Anchor

            But before that, coming up in just a moment, we’ll be giving you an update on all today’s breaking news.

            Female anchor

            But first, we’re talking immigration to our panel of experts and asking: After all the tough talk, is it finally times for action?

            Male anchor

            Yup, some congressional leaders are suggesting that recent strong rhetoric on illegal immigration is nothing but a smokescreen. And asking if it isn’t finally time for the gloves to come off when it comes to undocumented workers?

            FEMALE ANCHOR

            Plus deficit talk. Is government borrowing getting so far out of control radical new measures need to be considered to curb it?

            Male ANCHOR

            All that, coming up.

            Ext. Central park – Day

            Logan walks, killing time, pretty slowly, through Central Park. Ahead is a security guy/driver. Behind, Logan’s minder, Colin. 

            Logan is alone. Maybe shuffles his feet to be super-sure not to slip. 

            He sits on a bench and Colin hands him a wedge of newspapers – US, UK and Canadian. Five papers – all owned by Logan. 

            He starts to examine the pages, layout, pictures and choice of stories in each one.

            He’s on a quiet stretch of path. A young couple pass by. It’s hard for them to tell what exactly he is? This elderly man with a big pile of papers. Hobo, or eccentric millionaire? 

            Int. WAYSTAR – kendall’s office Breakout – Day

            Kendall has made a decision. He is about ready to leave – with Frank. Gives his final instructions from the door—

            KENDALL

            Anything. Any indication. Call me. Okay?

            (beat)

            And look, this is gonna get press-released, but – by tonight I’m going to be Chief Exec of Waystar.

            They all knew.

            I just wanted you lowlifes to be amongst the first to know, okay?

            Alessandro

            Congratulations.

            KENDALL

            Thank you. Okay. That leaks, you’re all fucking fired!

            He holds a serious face then winks – knows he’s opened the gates to the story breaking. Smiles, heading out the door. 

            Off we go let the trumpets blow

            Because the driver of the mission is a pro. The ruler’s back!

            Ext. Logan’s apartment building – Day

            Logan is back outside his new apartment building. There is a gaggle of three photographers outside the building. Colin goes ahead, leaving Logan with one minder. 

            Colin

            Okay, guys – can we back off, private event?

            They don’t go. Colin takes out his camera phone. One by one starts taking deliberate snaps of their faces. 

            Freelance? Could be getting colder out there, boys.

            But they hold position. Colin looks over. He can’t get rid of them. Logan comes over, puts a phone to the side of his face and lowers it so they can’t get a decent shot, and heads in. 

            Journalist

            Mr Roy. Logan, you going today? Is that right?

            LOGAN

            Fuck off.

            int. Logan’s apartment building – lobby – Day

            Logan marches in past the doorman’s station up towards the elevators, where Greg stands, holding a small package. 

            Greg seems sweaty and shifty. Colin and the driver are suddenly threat aware. Greg doesn’t know how to say hi to the uncle he’s not seen for twenty years—

            GREG

            Hi. Hello there!

            Colin stays on point while the driver backtracks to the doorman to check on the kid’s status, but the doorman is sending a delivery guy away – round to another entrance.

            colin

            Can I help you, sir?

            Greg

            (to Logan, weirdly)

            I’m actually – I’m here to see you!

            Logan doesn’t like the look of the situation. Greg with his package and a weird intense smile, jerky move for a hug. 

            The old man has a sudden flash of concern. Steps away. Colin steps decisively towards Greg and pins him against the wall. Hard. Over the line of social propriety. 

            Colin

            Can I see some ID?

            He has hold of both Greg’s arms. Ready to take him down. 

            greg

            (gabbled)

            I’m Greg? Marianne’s Greg? Your nephew? My mom called Marcia and I heard – I checked with the – the man and he called up and said it was all okay—

            As Colin and Logan look over, the security guard/driver who is talking to the concierge gives a thumbs-up. 

            LoGAN

            Oh. Right. I didn’t know you were coming?

            GREG

            Yeah I’m— I think you did?

            Colin releases. Logan looks around. 

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Are you (alone)—?

            GREG

            I’m on my own. I hope it’s okay. I wanted to say, many happy returns.

            LOGAN

            Thank you. You okay?

            Greg’s shaken, but wants to make it all okay. 

            GREG

            Oh fine! Seriously, fine. I get it. I could have been anyone. An assassin. You could be dead now, or dying. But – yeah. Happy birthday!

            Int. Logan’s APARTMENT – main room – Day

            Marcia is saying hello to Shiv and Tom. She’s good at this stuff, playing the stepmom role.

            Grace, Roman’s wife, talks to Connor (Logan’s eldest son). Roman greets Tom. 

            ROMAN

            Hey, Global Tom! How you shaking? You still fucking shit up for us?

            Tom

            Ha! Still tidying up your mess, pal!

            They hug. Joking, but not. Tom winces, over the shoulder. Did he go too far?

            Roman

            Sis. The pols still boring the living shit out of you?

            Shiv

            Yeah, you know, still burying the bodies and counting the cash.

            ROMAN

            Ha! Look at you.

            (looks at his younger sister)*

            Walking around like you’re an actual human person!

            They embrace. Shiv sniffs.

            SHIV

            You smell good. What is that? Date Rape by Calvin Klein?

            ROMAN

            Yeah you wish!

            Marcia gets a text message. 

            SHIV

            ‘You wish’?

            MARCIA

            Okay! He’s back! Folks, he’s back! Can we – can you find somewhere?

            Everyone starts to arrange themselves outside the elevator. 

            Int. logan’s apartment – Elevator – Day

            Logan and Greg stand uneasily next to one another. Colin and the other security guy have stayed downstairs. 

            Greg doesn’t know what to say. 

            Greg

            It’s – a long way up.

            Logan doesn’t quite catch it. 

            LOGAN

            Ah?

            GREG

            It’s— We’re going up?

            Logan doesn’t do small talk. 

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            GREG

            So great to be here. I thought you would have known. I hope it’s okay?

            LOGAN

            (blank)

            Sure. Good to see you.

            Silence. 

            GREG

            I actually came because, I needed to ask something?

            LOGAN

            Uh?

            GREG

            Yeah um, I actually I think you know but I had some help, and I got on to the international management-training program? The theme-park tour? And – and – I was very into it? But I got sick. Out of – actually – out of Doderick’s eyeholes and—

            The doors open—

            Int. Logan’s APARTMENT – outside elevator – Day

            A beat, then the whole family spring out—

            Everyone

            Surprise!

            Logan can’t get this shit over quick enough. 

            LOGAN

            Great. Excellent. Wonderful.

            People crowd round. They take in Greg. He shuffles off to the side of the room with a sheepish smile. He might be a fixer or minder, it’s hard to tell. 

            Okay, give me some room?

            Everyone backs off – Shiv, Roman and Connor are first in line to hug. As they enter the main room of the apartment.

            Connor, Primo! How are you?

            Hug with eldest son.

            CoNNOR

            Good. Excellent, Pa. Here you go.

            He hands him a gift bag. Roman is coming in for a hug as Logan puts the package aside. Gives it back to Connor. 

            lOGAN

            Roman, Romulus! Look at you, you look fantastic!

            ROMAN

            Happy birthday, Dad.

            On to Shiv—

            LOGAN

            Siobhan. Sweetheart. Is Tom here?

            ShIV

            Uh-huh. Yup.

            LOGAN

            Oh well, never mind.

            Tom and Logan share a smile as he shakes Logan’s hand.

            This is Craig, everyone, by the way.

            He motions vaguely behind him. 

            Cousin Craig.

            Greg raises his hand. Hi. 

            shiv

            ‘Craig’? It’s Greg. No?

            GREG

            Yeah. Greg. Greg.

            (so why did he not say?)

            People have mistakenly called me Craig in the past so I answer to both.

            Greg smiles and is accepted into the room. Tom presents his gift. A watch in a box—

            ToM

            Here. It’s just a token of my very real and enduring admiration and the hope that a new dawn might—

            Before Tom can hand over the watch, the elevator doors go again and there are Frank and Kendall. 

            LOGAN

            Kendall? You came.

            And in that instant – if he could see it – Kendall would know he got it wrong. Always business first. But they hug. Then Shiv gives Kendall a hug. 

            SHIV

            Hey. Big day. Congratulations.

            (then whispered in Kendall’s ear)

            You bastard.

            But she smiles and he smiles back. Connor makes it over. 

            CONNOR

            Congratulations. Good luck.

            Roman eyes Frank – not so pleased. Logan gives Frank a handshake. 

            LOGAN

            (then to the room)

            So, what’s the news?

            And then – Kendall’s phone starts to buzz. He looks at the number, looks around—

            KENDALL

            Okay. I’m just gonna—?

            Kendall needs privacy. Logan opens an arm, Kendall heads—

            Int. LOGAN’S apartment – study – Day

            Kendall has headed to find privacy, Frank following—

            KENDALL

            Okay, we’re good. Talk to me—

            (into phone)

            Is there word?

            (hits a button, into phone)

            You’re on speakerphone.

            Frank is all ears. But Roman has shuffled in too, behind. 

            Kendall is holding a hand up – this is private – but Roman listens anyway—

            AlESSANDRO

            (off )

            PPG Bank have got their nose in, might be rustling up another bid.

            KENDALL

            Ugh. Shit on my dick.

            rOMAN

            O-kay! Now the fucking’s started! Now you’re getting fucked!

            KENDALL

            I’ll call you back.

            Logan is out too now – with Shiv following. Logan looks at Kendall: What’s going on? 

            Just a few final issues with the acquisition.

            Logan looks at Roman: What’s going on? 

            ROMAN

            PPG are balls deep in him. Hustling up a rival bid.

            shiv

            Okay!?

            KENDALL

            It’s under control.

            ROMAN

            You know, I think the only thing worse for us than buying that piece of shit would be trying and losing.

            Kendall looks at him. 

            kendall

            Fuck off.

            ROMAN

            Well that’s unnecessary!

            LoGAN

            You want the rival bid to go away? Banks are whores. Pay them and they’ll fuck anything. So cut them in on our financing and—

            KENDALL

            Well, no because, there are rules—

            LOGAN

            Yeah the rules are for the – the people who like rules—

            shiv

            Are you getting played, Ken?

            KENDALL

            Am I getting played? No I’m not getting played. I’m the puppet master. I’m all over this, like fucking – mayo. Now look, can we please clear the room please?

            Kendall waves for them to leave him. Logan looks round. He physically winces at the prospect of leaving the negotiation. 

            Thank you. I’ll be out, yeah? Thanks, guys. Great input.

            As the family retreats, Frank leaves it a beat then whispers—

            FRANK

            People need to know you’re the boss, Ken?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. I know it.

            Frank

            This is your day. And not because he said eighty was retirement in some interview ten years ago. Because you deserve it. You did the MBA, you did the hard yards. China. But you might just need to push it over the finish line?

            Kendall appreciates that. 

            KENDALL

            I’m not losing this deal. We call PPG, offer to cut them in on the financing, if they make the other bid fuck off. Okay? It’s Logan’s idea.

            FRANK

            Great idea, Ken. Right idea.

            KENDALL

            Thank you.

            Int. LOGAN’s apartment – SITTING ROOM – Day

            POV: the picture of a lone tree over the mantelpiece. 

            Calming voice

            You are able to do anything. You are a master of the seas. If your final destination has been correctly determined, then all apparent diversions are but waymarkers of your route.

            Greg has his iPod going. But summoning resolve as he lip syncs the words of his self-help recording to himself. He can do this—

            Int. lOGAN’S APARTMENT – staircase

            On the stairway, Shiv presents Logan with her gift. 

            ShIV

            So, I brought you this. Happy birthday.

            He looks at the book.

            LoGAN

            Oh. Thank you.

            He’s thinking. Flicks it. 

            This is? These are nice. These are nice houses – where is that?

            SHIV

            That’s Vancouver?

            LOGAN

            I like Vancouver.

            SHIV

            That’s our old house, Dad.

            He leafs.

            These are all our old houses? LA, yeah? Montreal. London?

            lOGAN

            Wow. The paper is very thick.

            SHIV

            Yeah. You like it?

            LOGAN

            Oh sure. Great. This is—

            (searches for the words)

            a quality item.

            (sets it aside)

            I want to look at this properly later.†

            She regards the book going down.

            So, go on, give me five. What’s the news. What’s happening?

            SHIV

            Good. Yeah. I want to talk to you about Tom. He thinks maybe he might be ready for the parks, you know globally and—

            Int. lOGAN’S APARTMENT – main room – day

            They arrive back in the main sitting room. Connor is there. With his gift bag again.

            Connor

            Look, Dad, we should get this somewhere ambient.

            (proffers the package)

            You want to—?

            LOGAN

            Connor. How you going? How’s the ranch?

            CONNOR

            Perfect. Light pollution is like zero so, that’s nice, you know.

            Logan pulls a Tupperware box out of a gift bag.

            LoGAN

            Wonderful.

            (then)

            What the hell is it?

            Roman comes close. Looks in the box.

            ROMAN

            It’s a – goo? Is it goo?

            SHIV

            (re the gift)

            Perfect.

            Kendall is rejoining his siblings now. 

            CONNOR

            Sourdough starter.

            Logan looks at it, tips it around. 

            Roman

            (to Kendall)

            Amazing.

            CONNOR

            I thought you might enjoy making something?

            LOGAN

            (unenthusiastic)

            Uh-huh? Right?

            CONNOR

            Fine. Forget it. I just thought you might like it?

            LOGAN

            I do. I just don’t know what the fuck it is.

            CONNOR

            It’s sourdough starter. To make bread, without yeast? The old way?

            Marcia is there, looking at Logan: Don’t be a dick. 

            LOGAN

            Oh, okay. Old bread. Thank you.

            Logan smiles. Clocks Kendall, who checks his phone. The group disperses as Logan heads over to Kendall.

            How are we looking?

            KENDALL

            I’ll keep you posted.

            (then, musters all his nerve to remain ‘casual’)

            Look, Dad, I just checked with Frank and the holidays mean the board might be hard to get together and it’s all over the web, so I’ve scheduled a call for four? Then we can issue the release?

            Logan rides this.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. You did?

            KENDALL

            Yeah. Is that okay?

            Rava, Kendall’s ex-wife, is arriving with their two kids. They’re all still on good terms. Kendall looks over. Rava always makes his belly drop—

            LOGAN

            You go on.

            (then mumbled and off-hand)

            I’m not going.

            Kendall doesn’t know quite what Logan’s referring to or totally hear as Rava approaches and he steps off towards her—

            Rava

            Sorry we’re late.

            He kisses her on the cheek. Respectful. Even slightly timid.

            KENDALL

            No worries. You’re not even. Twenty is margin of error.

            RAVA

            And I got your message. That’s fine.

            KENDALL

            Yeah? It’s just as it all goes through – next two weekends will be crazy. But then – once it’s done, it would be great if—

            He nods to the kids.

            Rava

            It’s fine. Bank the weekends – spend them later.

            Kendall

            I don’t want to fuck things up though. I can come up to you? And then – if you want we could grab dinner for the handover?

            Or maybe more? Rava mentally flips through her schedule.

            RAVA

            What like – two weekends. Ummm?

            KENDALL

            No?

            Rava hesitates.

            Are you— Does that not (work)—? Are you doing (something)—? Are you seeing someone?

            This is a bit over the line. She comes back dead straight.

            RAVA

            Yeah. I am. And I’m just hoping this one won’t leave coke smeared all over the kids’ iPads?

            Kendall deflates—

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. No. Fine. Yeah.

            He looks crushed. She didn’t want that. 

            RAVA

            Kendall, it’s okay. I’m fucking around. You’re good. Coronation day. You deserve it. Seriously. After everything. And I think you’re going to be able to cope with this.

            KENDALL

            Well, obviously I’m going to be able to cope with this.

            So why did you say that?

            RAVA

            Exactly. I know.

            Do we shift focus to elsewhere in the room where Marcia intercepts Logan?

            MaRCIA

            Are we okay? Lunch in ten.

            He nods. She hands him envelopes. Then Logan calls to the room—

            LOGAN

            Hey, okay, listen, just two minutes before lunch? Kids. Can I get you, for two minutes?

            ShIV

            Oooh a speech!

            They filter towards the sitting room. 

            Greg meanwhile is screwing up all his courage. Ready to make an intervention. He marches over … full of resolution and tries to intercept—

            GREG

            Er Uncle Logan could I get—?

            LOGAN

            Not now.

            GREG

            (little bit of grit)

            Sorry. I need your attention.

            Logan looks at him. 

            About the— What I was saying, about the management-training program? I need to get back in.

            LOGAN

            You’re out?

            GREG

            Yeah. I got, there was an issue – and so my grandfather said to come and talk and—

            LOGAN

            I’ll do anything for my brother.

            GREG

            (relief)

            Oh that’s – that’s nice and, I’m really going to give this one hundred percent and I would love to be able to move up and—

            LOGAN

            He just needs to ask.

            GREG

            Oh. My grandfather?

            (deal-breaker)

            Right? I think he doesn’t like to—

            (how to explain)

            I mean you two don’t, talk so much, right?

            LOGAN

            Anything. Just get him to ask me.

            Logan smiles. Greg doesn’t get it. Then he does get it – he’s fucked. 

            GREG

            Uh-huh. Hm. Right.

            And Greg stays behind as the family head into the sitting room – Logan closes the door. Maybe Greg bangs his head on it in frustration. 

            Int. LOGAN’S apartment – sitting room – Day

            Roman is joshing—

            ROMAN

            He wants some sourdough tips!

            Connor

            Hey. It was just an idea. What did you get him anyway?

            SHIV

            Money.

            ROMAN

            (to Connor)

            Dude, he’s gonna love it. He can let it rise while he does his yoga?

            Logan arrives.

            KENDALL

            Dad – are we—?

            ROMAN

            What’s the deal?

            LoGAN

            Er – yeah. So.

            Quiet descends.

            On the family trust, that will decide the situation in the event of my unlikely demise. I’m going to add Marcia to myself and you four.

            SHIV

            Whoa? Okay?

            loGAN

            With my seat also to go to her on my death—

            Shiv sees things fast—

            shiv

            What, which would give her, double voting weight?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. So I’ve got the paperwork for—

            Kendall didn’t know about the double-weight thing—

            kendall

            What so, Marcia will have two votes when you—?

            RoMAN

            If he—

            keNDALL

            Well no, Rome, it’s not an if?

            ROMAN

            Well excuse me if I don’t want him to (die)—

            CONNOR

            Well it doesn’t matter what we want in this case, Rome?

            Logan has three sets of legal papers for them. 

            LOGAN

            Kendall’s already signed up but if I can get you all to—

            Kendall is leafing through the documents—

            KENDALL

            Two? Two votes. I don’t think I was aware of that when I—

            Roman

            Read the small print, asshole!

            Shiv is looking at her papers.

            Shiv

            This looks— I mean, yeah. But, I might need to talk to— You know, for all the implications?

            Roman scans the papers.

            LOGAN

            Of course.

            SHIV

            Just to get the full picture?

            LOGAN

            Sure. Take a beat. But look, I love the bread – goo and the picture book, but this is the present I really want? So by four, good?

            The kids are momentarily disorientated. In a matter of hours?

            And also, I just mentioned this to Kendall, but despite the chatter, and all things considered I’m going to give it a couple of years.

            SHIV

            As in?

            LOGAN

            I’ll stay in situ. As Chairman, CEO and head of the firm.

            KENDALL

            Dad, you what?

            LOGAN

            Well I just said, son, or were you not listening as usual?

            KENDALL

            But – I’m, you’re not— What??

            LOGAN

            No big deal. I’m just staying on. We can discuss the details.

            KENDALL

            You didn’t tell me.

            LOGAN

            We can announce you’re in pole position. Pending events. A move up or some—

            KENDALL

            ‘Pending events’?

            Roman and Shiv look freaked and shocked – but immediately, not necessarily completely against—

            LOGAN

            Okay, lunch! C’mon.

            Logan heads out. Leaving the kids in shock and Kendall trailing—

            KENDALL

            Dad?

            ROMAN

            (lightly, smiling at the drama)

            Oh fuck!!

            Kendall turns, objecting to his levity of tone. His life has just gone up in smoke.

            KENDALL

            Well I don’t know what you’re fucking laughing about!

            ROMAN

            I’m not even laughing – what?

            KENDALL

            What the fuck? This is – this is going to be a shitstorm. He’s going to blow the firm’s credibility.

            (switches tack)

            Did he look okay by you?

            SHIV

            Oh come on! Ken. This is typical.

            CONNOR

            I’m out – okay, I’m not playing. Whatever you three say – goes. Goodbye!

            Connor goes to leave.

            SHIV

            Con!

            CONNOR

            On the trust, I refuse to play. I don’t want to engage. I’m water, I just flow.

            And he’s gone, Kendall goes to follow—

            KENDALL

            This doesn’t stand, right?

            Shiv shrugs. 

            Oh fucking shrug, you’re fucking shrugging me … ?

            Kendall makes for the door. Clocks that Roman is messaging on his phone—

            Are you messaging? What are you …

            Kendall reaches for Roman’s phone. With the elder brother’s sense of ownership. Roman pulls it away.

            ROMAN

            Hey! What the fuck? Off the cloth, moth! Private! We’re not fourteen, dude!

            KENDALL

            What are you—? Are you telling? This stays in here. This is a lockdown—

            ROMAN

            We all need advice, man—

            KENDALL

            Advice – what? You’re gonna give a double vote to a power-hungry maniac who will do fuck knows what with it because she’s got our dad’s dick in some super-max pussy grip and she’s juicing him before he croaks—!

            ROMAN

            Oh, dude, come on—

            Marcia steps in.

            MaRCIA

            Um, guys? Lunch is coming up—

            Ouch – they make faces. Did she hear?

            KENDALL

            Sure thing.

            MARCIA

            Sorry, guys, I know you don’t get to see each other much but we’re nearly—?

            They file past – back to the dining room. Kendall zooming past—

            Kendall

            (as he goes past)

            No fine, thanks, apologies—

            MARCIA

            Not at all. It’s do as you please here. It’s not like we’re in a maximum-security penitentiary.

            She hits the prison notion lightly. Its repetition could just be a coincidence. But an extra quarter of a second’s eye contact suggests probably not as he looks back and she gives an impossible-to-read smile—

            Kendall heads on to follow his dad. 

            Int. logan’s apartment – DINING ROOM – Day

            Kendall catches up with Logan. The dining room has a couple of staff setting up in there. 

            KENDALL

            Hey. So you’ve fucked me?

            LOGAN

            I changed my mind, Kendall—

            KENDALL

            When? When exactly? Cos it feels like you fucked me.

            Logan

            I had doubts and then certain things caused me to rethink.

            KENDALL

            When? Like what? This is—

            LOGAN

            It’s me. It’s mainly me. But you – you’re still— Three years ago you were still in the nuthouse.

            KENDALL

            Rehab. And, Dad, that makes (no sense)—

            LOGAN

            It’s all good. I’m just worried – you might be soft, as yet.

            KENDALL

            Are you kidding? I’m battle-hardened. Fucking year in Shanghai.

            LOGAN

            I hear the guy from the website trash-talked you and you let him just come?

            KENDALL

            Not a website. And I was being professional!

            LOGAN

            I hear it played weak. Conflict-averse.

            KENDALL

            I wasn’t about to get into a fucking big-dick competition.

            LOGAN

            I hear you bent for him.

            KENDALL

            What?

            LOGAN

            I hear you bent for him and he fucked you?

            KENDALL

            Well, no.

            LOGAN

            Thing is, you’ve probably read a lot of books about management technique and this and that but you know what?

            KENDALL

            What?

            LOGAN

            Sometimes it is a big-dick competition.

            KENDALL

            That’s it is it? I should have shouted at some guy? But I didn’t? So you’ve ripped up eighteen months of corporate strategy?

            Logan shrugs. Almost mumbles—

            LOGAN

            And you never lawyered the trust change.

            KENDALL

            Oh, I trusted my father. That’s a black mark?

            LOGAN

            It’s an – an accumulation. You left the room. The deal.

            KENDALL

            To come to my dad’s fucking birthday party? We don’t know how many more there’ll be!

            Logan doesn’t like that. Kendall breathes.

            So come on. When will you be ready? To step down?

            LOGAN

            I don’t know – five?

            KENDALL

            Five years?!

            LOGAN

            Ten?

            KENDALL

            Ten!! Dad? Seriously?

            Logan has reached the edge of what he feels he needs to do to placate. 

            LOGAN

            It’s my fucking company.

            Kendall is full of rage now. 

            KENDALL

            Yeah and you’re running it into the ground. You spend all your time on costs – where’s the vision? You’re off the beat. Where’s the growth? All our graphs go down. All of them.

            LOGAN

            That’s why you’re paying a billion dollars for a gay little website?

            Weirdly, it is the repetition of ‘website’ that really pisses Kendall off—

            KENDALL

            It is not a fucking website! It’s a portfolio of online brands and digital video content and it’s part of a strategy to save us if you’ll just let me—

            LOGAN

            Do you want to hit me, is that it?

            KENDALL

            For fuck’s sake.

            LOGAN

            Are you going to cry?

            KENDALL

            You know I’ve been floated already? There’s fucking paps outside. I’m getting asked for quotes?

            LOGAN

            Fuck them.

            KENDALL

            Yeah, course, ‘fuck them’. Great media strategy, Dad, great business strategy.

            Logan looks at him like: Yeah, maybe it is actually? 

            When the Street hears, when the board hears? You sold a very promising digital platform for buttons. You just fucking missed it, okay? Fine. Everyone misses things. But you gotta let me get our beak in. The world is—

            LOGAN

            (interrupting)

            Yeah yeah. Everything changes. The studio was gonna tank when I bought it, everyone was gonna stay home with videotapes, then guess what – no, they wanna go out. Everyone told me no one wanted to watch network, except you make it zing and they do. You make your own reality. But once you’ve done it, then, apparently, everyone’s of the opinion, it was all fucking obvious?

            (he’s finished)

            Lunch!!

            Int. logan’s apartment – bathroom – Day

            Kendall is in the fancy bathroom. Fast cuts as he—

            Stamps on a tube of toothpaste so that it explodes. 

            Takes a hair-dryer, and smashes it again and again against the wall, until, eventually, it starts to crack and then smash and the two halves of it fall apart, spilling its electronic guts. 

            Screams in rage and pain into a white towel. 

            Int. lOGAN’S APARTMENT – living room – Day

            Logan looks over the shoulder of his grandson, Kay – Kendall and Rava’s eight-year-old boy.‡ In the background everyone is gathering for lunch.

            Logan watches the images on the iPad. The kid is watching an unboxing video on YouTube. He and his six-year-old cousin, Isla, are transfixed. 

            Logan can’t put it together – he watches for a while.

            Logan folds the cover over the iPad to kill it. Nods – lunchtime. 

            Int. logan’s apartment – Bathroom – Day

            In the bathroom: the pathetic clean-up.

            Kendall cleans up the toothpaste explosion. There’s some left on his trouser leg he doesn’t catch. 

            He takes the trash liner from a pedal trash can and carefully scoops up the broken parts of the smashed hair-dryer. 

            Int. logan’s apartment – main room/Dining room – Day

            It’s lunch. Head of the table is Logan.

            Round it we have: Kendall and Rava and their two kids; eight (Kay) and fourteen (Gem); Frank; Greg; Connor; Roman and Grace and their six-year-old (Isla); Shiv and Tom; and Marcia.§

            But everyone is eating in silence. Towards the end of the meal. Shiv – down far from Marcia – looks at Roman, Roman looks at Shiv. Tom smiles at Kendall. 

            Roman maybe gives Grace a nod, encouraging her to end the silence. 

            Grace

            Um, that was delicious.

            MaRCIA

            Thank you.

            GRACE

            Not at all.

            Shiv looks at Roman: I see you. Then she smiles at Marcia, friendly and warm.

            SHIV

            No, absolutely fantastic. The whole day. So thoughtful.

            Next to her, Roman gives her a childhood look. 

            ROMAN

            (coughs, covering)

            Suck-up.

            Shiv looks at him: Fuck off. 

            (very quiet)

            ‘Gee you’re so great, Double-Vote-Power Mom!’

            Shiv and Roman smile, laugh. He’s caught her. 

            SHIV

            (coughs)

            Fuck you.

            As Kendall eats he’s self-conscious. Logan watches – monitors everything, table manners and portions included. 

            CONNOR

            And Greg, how’s your mom?

            GREG

            Oh good. I mean she can play the – the – nut-crusher, but she’s so great.

            Kendall is sent a message in his lap. Looks up, distracted.

            KENDALL

            Oh that’s good. That is good.

            He gets a buzz in his lap. Logan nods to Frank. He stands. 

            FranK

            Um, yeah, if you’ll excuse me I think it falls to me, I guess, today to just say a few words. Um. Logan Roy. Born in Quebec¶ province eighty years ago today to a pop with a print shop and a few advertising billboards and a mom with a herd of cattle. He, of course, took over the advertising, Roger his elder brother the farm. Roger has been a considerable success winning any number of awards at county fairs!

            Laughs. Not from Greg. During the speech, Shiv and Roman are exchanging text messages discreetly on their phones. 

            Logan of course has also made a decent way for himself over the last sixty years.

            Generous, knowing laughs.

            Fifth-largest media conglomerate in the world. Feared by the phony, loved by the true, a pal to prime ministers, a truth-teller to presidents. He’s tough, he’s wily, but he’s always true to his word. I arrived to give him legal advice thirty years ago and never got out the door! Until today I’m proud to call him a friend. So, now, with his family around him, which means everything. Let’s raise a toast. Logan Roy!

            They all raise their glasses. 

            All

            Logan Roy.

            Logan coughs from the head of the table—

            LoGAN

            Okay. Thank you very much. Now, when we’re done. It’s time for the game.

            KenDALL

            We’re playing the game?

            LOGAN

            Well, it’s my birthday so yes we’re playing the game!

            Ext. logan’s park AVENUE APARTMENT – Day

            Three cars are parked up outside with Kendall’s Cadillac. The families each climb into one. 

            Greg is anxious to get a word with Logan. He lingers, looking for an opening.

            As people climb into the cars – Greg edges towards Marcia and Logan—

            MaRCIA

            You okay, Greg?

            GREG

            Sure – I’m not …

            MARCIA

            Wanna jump in with Frank or Connor?

            GREG

            Um. I think— Is there room in there?

            Cars are pulling off. Logan doesn’t fancy it, already getting in – but Marcia is not about to be rude—

            Int. Car – back seat – Day

            Greg is next to Logan, between him and Marcia. Colin and the driver up front.

            Logan isn’t used to riding with three across the back.

            GREG

            I’m sorry if it’s a crush?

            LoGAN

            S’fine.

            They ride in silence. 

            GREG

            Yeah, I was just talking. To your brother? Grandpa.

            Logan bristles.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            GREG

            He said, ‘Happy birthday’.

            LOGAN

            Did he?

            GREG

            Well. No. I guess. Not.

            (beat)

            But he is aware it’s your birthday.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            GREG

            But it occurred to me. Talking to him, and Mom, that having him with his seat on the – on the holding company, still, from historically. That must be suboptimal, in some ways?

            Nothing from Logan.

            But if I could – if he was willing to give his seat, eventually, to someone more – perspicacious. Who could learn the ropes, running say a theme park. Would that, maybe, be a win-win?

            Logan looks at Greg. 

            LOGAN

            Running parks?

            GREG

            Just learning. Just a little guy. Initially. Could that be—? You scratch my back … I wouldn’t say I could scratch yours. It’s too considerable. But – you scratch my back, I you know, not suck your— But. Is there an angle there perhaps?

            Logan gives the tiniest of potentially assenting nods. 

            Ext. downtown HeliPORT – Day

            The cars are pulling up. Three Bell 412 helicopters await. As Logan climbs out, Greg moves off, uncomfortable from having tried his power-move. Logan surveys the helicopters and their pilots waiting. Logan stops and whispers to Colin—

            LOGAN

             … I don’t like Lefty.

            Colin

            Which?

            Logan turns aside to talk privately with Colin. 

            LOGAN

            Lefty.

            COLIN

            Lefty?

            The guy on the far left has a beard and is laughing, talking loud and macho into his cellphone/drinking a Red Bull. 

            Yeah? He’s – he’s a trusted— You’ve had him before?

            LOGAN

            I don’t want him flying me.

            COLIN

            Uh-huh?

            LOGAN

            He’s safe, I’m sure. But we had that bumpy touchdown on the Vineyard? He looks like a prick.

            Colin gets the message. 

            COLIN

            Not a problem – do you want me to – let him go?

            LOGAN

            He’s fine. Just—

            COLIN

            You go Righty. Who shall I send in Lefty?

            They look at the helicopters. Look at the family. Suddenly it feels like a judgment of Solomon.

            LOGAN

            I don’t— Greg or Connor and—?

            (doesn’t like picking)

            It’s fine. You decide.

            Logan walks off towards the right-hand helicopter. 

            Colin is left holding the baby. He knows it will all be fine, but now there is a bad vibe about the whole allocation. And what if something did happen? Shiv is heading over—

            Shiv

            Can we go? What’s going on, Colin?

            COLIN

            Just jump into that bird, Shiv, thank you!

            He motions to Lefty. 

            Ext. new york – Day

            Three helicopters take off and head up the East River—

            Int. Helicopter – Day

            On the bearded pilot. He has an iPhone in his lap. He’s glancing at a text/game. They’re on autopilot. 

            In the back: Shiv reads the change of trust agreements. Across from her, Kendall watches. She looks up. He shakes his head: No. 

            She raises her eyebrows. Tom looks at Kendall. His two kids between them. And Rava who stares out to sea. 

            Int. Helicopter – Day

            Logan and Marcia are flying with Roman and Grace. Logan next to Roman. Logan looks at him then whispers—

            LOGAN

            So what you thinking, son?

            Roman raises his eyebrows.

            On the thing?

            Roman looks over at Marcia. 

            She’s really smart. She’d make good picks. Family first.

            ROMAN

            Oh sure. I’m sure.

            LOGAN

            So?

            ROMAN

            So? Well, you know. I guess, I want to do anything for you.

            Logan smiles.

            But—

            LOGAN

            But, where’s your cut?

            ROMAN

            No. God no. It’s your firm, Dad. It’s not ‘what’s in it for me’.

            (beat)

            But you know, what is in it for me?

            LOGAN

            I would love to get you back in?

            ROMAN

            Sure. Sure.

            (then)

            It was just tough last time. Very tough, with Frank over me, in LA.

            LOGAN

            Frank is important to the firm.

            ROMAN

            Oh sure. I understand. It’s just, at the studio I had ideas, I’m quite an innovative thinker, but I found a certain amount of resistance?

            LOGAN

            Is this still the film thing?

            ROMAN

            No, what? Robot Olympics? It’s not about one great idea. It was a culture. I think he was maybe threatened by my energy?

            Logan nods through this bullshit. 

            LOGAN

            So what would be your dream outfit?

            ROMAN

            Oh, I don’t know. You know me, I think we should liquidate. Financialize. Who wants pipes and product. When you can float hot with pure cash?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            ROMAN

            But if not. I’d wanna run the show. But, till that opened up. Chief Operating Officer. But I guess, that’s Frank?

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Roman smiles. Logan looks away, considering. 

            Ext. LONG ISLAND – Day

            The three choppers make it down. 

            They are in a hard-bitten bit of grassland. The wind blows. 

            In the field there are some folk waiting under gazebos with softball equipment, and some stainless-steel flasks of coffee, soup and tea on trestle tables. 

            As the family make for the refreshments – some guys, and their young kids standing nearby with shovels and rakes, move out to re-clear a diamond and prepare it for a game. 

            Ext. TENT – Day

            As the family stand and watch the workers set up bases, Logan looks at his family. Allows himself a moment of reflection, pleasure. They’re a pretty good-looking bunch. 

            Then, maybe spots the splatter of toothpaste on Kendall’s trouser leg – what is that? As he homes in on Shiv—

            LOGAN

            How you feeling. We good?

            shiv

            Yep, sure. I’m not totally against Marcia as a concept.

            (beat)

            And you know Tom would love to oversee the parks? He’d be good?

            LOGAN

            He would? Okay …

            They smile at each other. A deal? 

            And for you. If things are getting shaken up, would you come inside?

            SHIV

            Dad, I’m not just playing with the politics.

            LOGAN

            No sure. Politics. Politics. Shiv, not to be crude, sweetheart, but politics is what comes out the asshole. Wouldn’t you like to be up front, feeding the horse?

            She can’t help but smile a naughty smile. 

            SHIV

            My guy, he’s got that Airforce One look.|| So to come back, I’d want the top job.

            LOGAN

            And if that was difficult?

            She won’t reveal her hand.

            Overseeing everything outside the US – parks and all?

            SHIV

            What, me Tom’s boss?

            LOGAN

            Yeah? Stepping stones.

            She smiles: Maybe. Over in the field, Greg is making a phone call. 

            SHIV

            What’s the long-lost cousin sniffing around for?

            LOGaN

            Oh he screwed up. Needs help.

            shiV

            Are you gonna sprinkle some sugar in his bowl?

            LOGAN

            I like him.

            shiv

            You like him?

            LOGAN

            Kind of. He’s scratchy. Hungry.

            (provocative)

            I think he might fit at the parks eventually? Could Tom handle competition?

            As Colin gets word that they’re all set up, Tom intercepts—

            TOM

            Yeah so – just wanted to give this to you. And say ‘happy birthday’.

            He hands him the watch, in its box. 

            LoGAN

            Thanks.

            TOM

            Yeah it’s just a Patek Philippe. So.

            They both look at the very expensive white-gold watch. Tom has a prepared line—

            It’s incredibly accurate. Every time you look at it, it tells you exactly how rich you are.

            LOGAN

            That’s everything I look at, Tom.

            Tom smiles, Logan walks on, even the box is irritating to him to have to carry. 

            Nearby, Kendall, on his phone, approaches Shiv – looking at her phone. 

            shiv

            My lawyer says it needs to be simple majority.

            Kendall has been texting. 

            KENDALL

            Same. So what are you thinking?

            SHIV

            Well – starting position is – I’m diluting my power and that’s, probably a no, right?

            KENDALL

            Absolutely. My thing would be, why would we do this?

            Roman arrives to check out the chatter. 

            Shiv’s saying she’s for no, on Marcia?

            SHIV

            Well – no, I said—

            Kendall looks at her—

            That’s my initial position.

            KENDALL

            Oh, I thought—

            SHIV

            It depends.

            ROMAN

            Uh-huh, it does depend.

            KENDALL

            How does it depend?

            SHIV

            What the final situation is?

            ROMAN

            Plus, do you want to tell Dad no?

            KENDALL

            That’s not a big deal.

            ShIV

            Yeah?? You’ll stick the bottle brush up the Lion King’s butthole?

            KENDALL

            As a group, we could just—

            The other two are smiling at him.

            Sure. I’d cram that shit right up.

            SHIV

            He’ll put a kebab skewer through your eyeball.

            KENDALL

            Look my thing is – maybe it’s a package. Here’s the deal: we say no – all of us on the trust, full block. We say: stability. Stick to the plan. I take over – and we just – you two, under me – co-presidents?

            SHIV

            Under you?

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh.

            (beat, looks at them)

            But three. The power of three?

            Shiv and Roman clock one another. They know what they think of that.

            shIV

            Interesting.

            ROMAN

            Can we think about it?

            KENDALL

            Of course—

            ROMAN

            Yeah I thought about it, fuck you!

            Roman laughs and walks off—

            Shiv isn’t so harsh but she laughs too, walks off too. A batting team is assembling. 

            Ext. Long island – Day

            It’s freezing. Greg is walking towards the outfield, Tom smiles, joins him in the walk. 

            tom

            So I hear you’re the new kid?

            GREG

            Oh well I only just started to get into the business I’m not even—

            tom

            I’ve got my eye on you.

            Could be good or – not so good?

            You need any help, advice— just, you know—

            Greg is smiling into it.

            don’t fucking bother okay?

            Greg’s smile fades. Tom smiles. 

            Are you tripping?

            GREG

            Right? As in?

            Greg looks at Tom a bit scared, then Tom breaks a smile. 

            tom

            I’m only razzing you, cuz! You’re dreaming! Relax. Pals, yeah?

            Offer him a high-five. Greg goes for it.

            Would you kiss me, if I asked you? If I told you to?

            Greg

            Kiss you?

            Greg is terrified. Doesn’t know what to do.

            I don’t …

            Tom

            Your face! Haha! Fuck me, man. That was an expression. Pals!

            Elsewhere: Kendall is about to be pitched to by Grace. But before she can pitch, his phone starts buzzing. 

            KENDALL

            Oh – okay. Apologies. Hold it.

            He answers. A boo goes up. 

            Uh-huh. Uh-huh. Okay.

            End of call. 

            Okay. I’m out of here. It’s the crunch. Frank, will you be linkman here? Dad, can I—

            LOGAN

            Of course. Everything okay?

            Kendall waves away any concern. Everything’s just great! He says farewell to Frank, Rava and the kids and makes for one of the helicopters in the distance.

            From first base where he’s waiting to run, Roman pipes up—

            rOMAN

            If Kendall’s going we need one more to make it fair!

            He looks round. 

             You wanna?

            There’s a kid, Tolly, watching with his Latino father, Pablo. Tolly looks at his dad. 

            Pablo

            Sure?

            romaN

            C’mon. You’re up. Relax. Can you hit a ball?

            Tolly smiles. 

            Cos I’ll give you a million dollars if you hit a home run, kid.

            The boy smiles. 

            I don’t know why you’re smiling. Seriously. A million.

            FRank

            Hey, I’ll do it for a million!

            Frank steps forward from his spot as backstop to take the bat from the kid – who pulls it away, still half-smiling, but unsure what game he’s in with these adults, and wanting to keep his shot at the big time.

            There’s a mini cheer for the kid as he dodges Frank, who backs away smiling. 

            I’m kidding – you’re good.

            rOMAN

            Grace, where’s my—

            He gets his checkbook. 

            shIV

            Rome?

            There’s a murmur of disapproval.

            rOMAN

            Oh you don’t want him incentivized!

            Roman scribbles.

            One million dollars for a home run.

            Roman holds out the check. The kid looks at his dad over with a couple of other workers, leaning on a shovel. 

            Pablo knows he should intervene. Or at least – contextualize this mad offer. But he doesn’t know what to say, he smiles like it’s all something of a joke. But, like his son, he doesn’t know quite how much of a joke it is. He grins, fixed. 

            LOGAN

            Okay. We okay?

            The kid feels the world wobble around him. The centre of attention; of a grown-up game.

            Roman waves the check. The kid doesn’t understand much about the situation, but he understands a million dollars. 

            Grace pitches, not a tough ball. The kid is in a vortex of emotion and he swings hard for it – hits it and it spins out. Not a great connection. But lands between two fielders who react slowly, and he’s off running. Running, he feels, for his life—

            But as he makes it round first and second base the ball comes in to third. To one of Kendall’s kids, Kay, who fumbles but catches and Tolly is – out. 

            Roman, one base ahead, who has made it round, boos. 

            roman

            Ah, man. You choked! You choked it!

            He rips up the check into four. 

            Still you tried. Here’s quarter of a million!

            He gives Tolly one quarter. Pablo smiles, like it’s all funny, not horrible. 

            Logan talks to Colin (or another member of staff) and sends him off to look after Tolly to make sure there’ll be no comeback – and hand over the watch.

            Ext. Long island – Day

            Kendall walks to the helicopter, on his phone. In the far background, we can see the family.

            KENDALL

            Yeah – hey it’s just background for the story I heard you had cooking? Yeah I know Kendall Roy. And he’s saying Logan’s lost it. Kendall loves him but he’s slowing down. Making bad calls. Some major shareholders are worried. That’s what I’m hearing from people close to the family—

            (kidding)

            those disloyal fucks.

            Ext. Long island – Day

            Kendall’s helicopter takes off.

            Ext. downtown heliport – Day

            The helicopter is landing. 

            Int. investment bank – meeting room – Day

            Kendall arrives. Lawrence is outside the main meeting room looking at his phone – in the room are some of his team. 

            kendall

            Hey. Lawrence. Sorry the other offer evaporated. But we fattened the goose nice now, right?

            LAWRENCE

            I hear it’s a decent package.

            KENDALL

            The number is one-forty. Cash with a stock alternative.

            Lawrence wasn’t expecting it to be that high. 

            You’re on our board. Take the stock and you’ll own a nice piece of us. Rockstar salary.

            Lawrence can hardly refuse—

            LAWRENCE

            Well that is an appealing package.

            Kendall is determined to claw back status. He comes in close. 

            KENDALL

            It is, yeah. It’s appealing.

            LAWRENCE

            You better play nice though. Because I’m the whole company.

            KENDALL

            No. You’re OFM. One Fungible Motherfucker. You think you’re so fucking hip but all I want is the brand. The whole firm is just so much fairy dust. It just happens I want some today.

            Lawrence is searching for a comeback.

            LAWRENCE

            Well we’ll see if I choose to—

            KENDALL

            Yeah I think you’re going to stick around. I’m going to stuff your mouth with so much gold. Non-disclosure agreement. Non-compete. I’m going to lock you in a golden cage, fuck you with a silver dildo and pay you so much you sing whatever song I want.

            LAWRENCE

            Easy. You still need me to recommend this or—

            KENDALL

            No, this is a deal so fucking good you have to take it, or we’ll see you in court.

            Lawrence considers.

            EXT. long island – Day

            Logan is walking with Frank. 

            frank

            You wanted five?

            LoGAN

            Yeah. Frank. I’ve been thinking if now isn’t a time for a new role for you?

            Frank catches something in Logan’s demeanor. 

            FRANK

            Okay? As in. What sort of—?

            logAN

            Light duties.

            FRANK

            ‘Light duties’?

            (this is the code he’s heard a bunch of times before)

            Are you kidding? Logan. Me?

            LOGAN

            No one has as much respect as me for you, Frank—

            FRANK

            Oh no. No, c’mon, fuck this—

            Those are not good words to hear—

            LOGAN

            It’s a step up. The press release should be on your phone. Just proof it. You might want to add some color, it’s quite dry.

            Frank looks at his phone.

            FRANK

            That’s it? To me. That’s it? After thirty (years)— Jesus Christ, man. Here?

            (what can he say?)

            You are what you do, Logan. You know that? In the end you’re just what you do.

            Frank looks him in the eye. Does that land, even a little? 

            LOGAN

            Yeah well, you’ll get your nut.

            (calls over)

            Hey, kids?

            He summons Connor, Shiv and Roman to ride with him. 

            Ext. LonG ISLAND – Day

            Logan’s helicopter rises from the ground. 

            On Pablo and his son Tolly’s faces as they watch it go up, up and away—

            Int. HelICOPTER – Day

            Logan is looking at his kids. The envelopes of legal documents are there on their laps.

            LOGAN

            So. What you say, kids?

            RomaN

            What’s the Frank situation?

            LOGAN

            Frank’s out of the picture.

            ROMAN

            Yeah? Fuck.

            LOGAN

            Frank’s dead. Tom should be stepping up. Shiv’s thinking about a new role. So, are we good?

            ROMAN

            Um? Shiv?

            SHIV

            Rome?

            ROMAN

            Um? Con?

            CONNOR

            I’m with these two. What they say goes.

            Shiv looks at Roman. 

            shiv

            Our position is that this doesn’t quite work for us. At present.

            LoGAN

            You what?

            ROMAN

            It’s not sufficiently attractive. As a proposition.

            LOGAN

            Are you fucking joking?

            ShIV

            We get that. We do. We’d like to help. I’d love to help.

            LOGAN

            Then help.

            SHIV

            But – why would I? When— I mean— Giving away power. Why would I do that?

            She looks at his face. A lot of reasons she might do that. But they’re difficult to summon in this moment. 

            The chopper blades chop. The noise is great. The dying winter light is ebbing. And at that moment—

            A blood vessel blows in Logan’s head. And the blood seeps. And an extraordinary burst of pain shoots through his head – a super-migraine. 

            And he starts to lose control. His sense of balance goes and he tilts, oddly, unnaturally. 

            Shiv and Roman look at one another. What sort of weird reaction is this? 

            ROmaN

            Dad? It’s just a first position?

            He keels over into Connor’s lap. 

            SHIV

            Dad? Dad.

            ROMAN

            Dad!

            CONNOR

            Dad?

            Roman turns and shouts to the pilot. 

            ROmAN

            Take us— Get us to a hospital.

            Ext. HELICOPTER – Day

            The helicopter banks to a different destination as we hear over the wide shot of the copter the kids’ shouts and cries. 

            SHIV

            (off )

            Dad? Are you—?

            CoNNOR

            (off )

            What’s Dad—? Are you—?

            Int. investment bank – meeting room – Day

            Lawrence takes a call. He looks away, covers the interaction. Talks in a corner.

            LAWRENCE

            Uh-huh. Uh-huh. Uh-huh. Thank you.

            Lawrence ends the call. He takes a breath. Closes his eyes. Big decision. Opens them. Turns. 

            Kendall?

            Kendall heads over. They meet for a whispered conference. 

            You heard?

            KENDALL

            What?

            Clearly not. Kendall’s phone buzzes – but he cancels. 

            LAWRENCE

            Deal. It’s very exciting. I can’t wait to join your board.

            KENDALL

            I think you’ve made a great decision and I hope there’s no hard feelings over all the cock-jousting.

            LAWRENCE

            Nuh-huh. You win.

            He shakes Kendall’s hand. 

            KENDALL

            Fuck yes!

            Kendall’s phone starts going again. 

            LAWRENCE

            Your dad just had a brain hemorrhage.

            KENDALL

            What?

            LAWRENCE

            I’m sorry. I’m sorry for you.

            KENDALL

            Are you? Is this—?

            Kendall doesn’t know what these words mean – is it grim trash-talk, or a mistake, or truth, or what—?

            Lawrence goes to sit down. But first he leans in. 

            LAWRENCE

            But you just invited me into your chicken coop. And I’m going to eat you all. One by fucking one.

            Kendall is in shock. Answers his phone. 

            KENDALL

            Hello?

            Over Kendall expression as he talks to Shiv—

            ‘What You Do to Me’ by Blackroc/The Black Keys plays—

            And we revisit our key players and contenders for the throne: 

            In the dying light: Frank Vernon, having a drink, thinking, out at the softball diamond on Long Island—

            Shiv Roy, at the hospital, on the phone to Kendall, with Tom at her side—

            Roman Roy, pacing the ER waiting room—

            Lawrence walking back to his team—

            Connor Roy in the emergency room, reading a magazine—

            And finally, on a ventilator in the ICU, Logan, shallow breathing. 

            ext./int. queens – an apartment – DUSK

            On a special place on the table sits Tom’s gift to Logan – the watch, still in its box. 

            Pablo, Tolly and Tolly’s mom watch TV business news—

            Newscaster

            As of tonight there is a degree of stockmarket volatility as Waystar Royco’s Chairman is reported to be in a critical condition following a major medical incident today.

            As the news plays on we—

            Pull back on all the windows of a block of apartments. All the windows twinkling, the cacophony of media voices spilling out from TVs, laptops, smartphones, radios. 

         

         
            You’ll find a few footnotes scattered throughout. I’ve tried to limit these to spots where the reason for a change between script and screen might not be self-explanatory. Where these 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. J.A.

            * We never state the birth order of Shiv and Roman on screen in the show. After the pilot, as we discussed the characters in the writers’ room, some felt the family dynamics suggested that Roman was likely the youngest child. That is sort of implied in ‘Prague’ (season one, episode eight) but never stated. But since Sarah is younger than Kieran that remains the canonical order for me.

            † Shiv presenting Logan with a scrapbook of all the Roy houses got cut for time in the edit, but I always liked it and we stitched it into ‘Dundee’ (season two, episode eight). 

            ‡ Since they’d never been uttered out loud, we had the chance to choose more apposite names for Kendall and Rava’s children after the pilot. 

            § With time to consider how the family dynamic played after the pilot, we reconceived Roman as being in a relationship with Grace, not married, and Isla being her child, not his. 

            ¶ After we’d shot the pilot, we altered Logan’s birthplace. A more complicated story of Scottish roots and emigration felt more authentic.

            || Shiv’s candidate became a woman as we wrote the first season.
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