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            Introduction

         

         
            When Succession was commissioned by HBO I had previously managed to produce a grand total of one hour of filmed television drama as a solo writer. Even that was under the supervision of Charlie Brooker, within the tonal world he had created for his Black Mirror anthology. But after my second solo hour was complete – the Succession pilot – I rather suddenly found myself alone as the showrunner, final authority and decider on a hundred-million-dollar-plus enterprise. The step up in terms of responsibility was vertiginous. I bought a book called The TV Showrunner’s Roadmap, but was too intimidated and too busy to ever open it.*

            But of all the challenges and responsibilities of the years running the show, the question that weighed by far the heaviest was deciding when to draw it to a close.

            It was back when we were still writing the third season that I started sketching out options. Even though the motor in the room was still running hot and we still had ideas – lots and lots of ideas – and even though all the complicated ways people can be still felt inexhaustible, nevertheless the big plot engine, the brutal materialist plumbing which ran under the show, was looking to me like it would eventually start to lose pressure.

            Out in the world, legacy media’s battle with tech was not a fair fight, it was a rout. The particular generational tussles that were the background to the show were ending the way all generational fights do, as Redstone passed away, Murdoch faded, Prince Philip and then Queen Elizabeth died. The swashbuckling dealmakers of the end of the last century, it seemed to me, had given way to the Thiel generation of Elon, Daniel Ek and Zuckerberg. The action had moved on and we needed to get out of legacy media almost as fast as Rupert had.

            So once season three was complete and aired, in December 2021, I got my fellow executive-producer–writers together. Lucy, Tony, Jon and Will joined me at my office in Brixton to look at the alternative future season shapes I’d written up on the walls: one final season of ten episodes, or two of six or eight episodes. My sense was that we should do one last full-fat season rather than stretch it out. But I was wary of saying goodbye too fast to all the relationships and opportunities, of leaving creative money on the table, regretting all the subplots that would go unwritten, the jokes left untold.

            We went round the room at the end of the day, this little committee on whether to whack the show. Will, the cold-hearted killer, voted over Zoom for just one more season. Jon thought two more. He had always imagined that five seasons was the right shape. Tony said that what he wanted for us, for himself, was to keep making the show, but in his heart he thought the creatively wise thing might be to end. Lucy, I think, put the question to bed: we could, if we wanted, keep going with a show that became increasingly rangy and fun – a climbing plant grown leggy but still throwing off beautiful blooms now and then. But the ten-episode season was the muscular way to go out.

            The shape of the final season from then never really altered in its essentials: Logan to die early, a shock, as death so often comes in life; a blast from the captive bolt pistol, experienced as a shockwave by his children while some or all of them were at a wedding. The deal with GoJo had to go through. That was the case in the world, so it had to be the case for us. In terms of the particulars of who might end up as CEO, since season two the idea of Tom winning out had started to glitter in the distance. Not only did the kids lack application, but also, crucially, they were arriving to this particular party at the wrong time. In the fifties and sixties, Murdoch could inherit and grow and thrive. Now if you weren’t a media founder, it felt more plausible for an amenable man like Tom to rise gently like a bubble of air in the tank. A corporate fusion of Kenneth Widmerpool and Joseph Stalin.

            Notwithstanding this route map, all through the writing and shooting of the final season, with some gentle encouragement from Casey Bloys at HBO, I tried to keep the ‘multiple future season’ version of the show alive. Almost so that the show itself didn’t know it was ending – to keep things open, to allow other possibilities. Partly this was for creative reasons, so that the ending didn’t become freeze-dried and pre-packaged. But also because once we pulled the lever definitively, in a pure business sense, the metal gears of LA business, agents and managers would engage and crush all other possible futures out of existence.

            But I never had a serious wobble. No other way of going forward felt persuasive. Even when I made the long walk from the season four room in Victoria, hot and queasy past the pelicans in St James’s Park, up to the Ivy restaurant to meet Brian Cox to tell him what I thought happened at Connor’s wedding. Even then – sad though I was, nervous, feeling a little like a man with a loaded revolver rather than a MacBook bumping at my damp shirt from my backpack, even then – I always had a feeling that this was just right. Whatever people made of the end of the show, we’d thought about it hard, and this was simply how this story had to go.

            Of course, knowing that the arc of the season is essentially right doesn’t mean that the writing goes easily. No, there are still many days when you stare at the index cards which were supposed to spell out the spine of the episode and they no longer connect. You start to feel you can’t really remember what a story is. What is it even that people like about a TV show? About anything? What is true? And you can find yourself googling ‘what is a story?’, ‘what things do people do?’, ‘what is interesting?’

            What’s so terrifying about writing a show is that, before each draft gets to the level it must, it is always totally possible that it will be a disaster. Indeed, it is only the certain knowledge of the terrible inadequacy of each episode that motivates all the work on the many drafts necessary to save it. And that grinding fear lasts for months, for years. The fear you’ll forget the heart of the show, that you’ll misplace it, get distracted by some shiny thing, get pulled off the true path by some seductive byway. I can barely describe before the show is written, before it is right, how empty and lacking and wrong it feels. How many days and weeks in Williamsburg and Long Island City there were fearing that this episode, this was the one where we lose control, run out of energy and let the whole enterprise be spoilt because of exhaustion or inattention.

            And in amongst it, just occasionally, you feel you get it right and the words make a spell. I remember just a couple of times being emotional as I wrote or rewrote. Once in Logan’s death episode, which came in a tumble, the long middle section barely revised after its first draft, when Shiv calls her dying or dead father ‘Daddy’ – and then once in season two, rewriting the scene where Kendall tells Shiv he doesn’t know what he would be for if his dad didn’t need him.

            What I recall most about that Kendall–Shiv scene, though, is not the writing, but how odd it was seeing the brilliant way it was executed on set. Sarah and me and Jeremy had a debate about who should first offer the hug. The actual human acting moment was all about execution, debate, discussion, looking at the angles with Georgia Pritchett and directors Bob Pulcini and Shari Springer Berman. How odd that at Christmas in Brixton it could make me cry, but on set up on the thirty-third floor of World Trade Center 7, it had already happened and all the extraordinary talent and engagement of the actors was focused on landing the fish, making payment on a cheque already written.

            After wrestling through all this, the decision to publish the shooting scripts made me feel a little vulnerable. Not because I don’t think they’re of high enough quality. But because although I think they’re basically good and we did many drafts to get them right, the final draft of the show isn’t the script. It’s the version we air. My fellow writers and I always wrote and rewrote scripts with the knowledge that we could in safety try something a little more greyed-out and subtle, or a little odder, or a little more vivid and ‘red’, as Lucy Prebble would say in the room; knowing that if the execution on celluloid left something too opaque or too vivid we had a safety net. That we could dance closer to the precipice with the assurance that the final final edit was yet to come.

            It’s a great freedom. Without the power American TV gives a showrunner the temptation can be to write in a closed-off, invulnerable way with every scene sleek and sealed – less prone to misexecution or misinterpretation. And that’s a shame. Because I do think the cracks are where the light gets in – the bits of a show that elbow out at odd angles, the bones that stick in your throat.

            A friend who loved watching Darcey Bussell, the principal dancer at the Royal Ballet in the 2000s, explained to me once that what made her so compelling wasn’t that she executed her performances perfectly. It was that she also drew you in with the fear that she might be on the verge of falling. That’s what keeps your guts coiled tight watching a performance, I think, that degree of vulnerability that comes from being on the edge of something. It’s like the good poem that ‘rides on its own melting’.

            What I always hoped for in the shows in the end was that sense of something you couldn’t look away from. Episodes that both demand the viewers’ full attention and were worthy of it. And that quality comes from the careful plotting in the room, and then careful writing and rewriting. But it also comes from what we choose to leave out.

            Because there’s a paradox about the core of a TV show. Especially one that lives somewhere in the world of the satirical. If you don’t have anything you want to say, there’s a danger the show will never live. But at the same time, if you do have something to say, there’s a danger that if you ever state it, it will kill the whole endeavour, so it lies flat and dead, like a propaganda leaflet dropped in the street. I think what you have to do is to trust that if you set things up right and hold the tone and create the universe correctly, you can step back from the mechanism, let it run, and say, as in Walter Benjamin’s useful but disingenuous declaration: ‘I have nothing to say, only things to show.’

            An ancillary benefit of keeping yourself out of the show is that what you thought you were transmitting is not necessarily what people will receive. And that’s a good thing. People are hungry, especially right now perhaps, for things that are other than what they seem – characters and situations that are allowed to be multiple. We all have an impulse to want to pull the mask off the baddie and have something simple revealed – base truths and clear explanations. But we all have another impulse too and that first reducing, simplifying impulse will likely never wholly satisfy because it offends our deep sense of what the world is really like.

            Taking a hard look at the world as it is, that would be my definition of satire, I think. This might be a less lofty ambition than an older version where satire functioned – or was imagined to function – in a sort of dialectic relationship with power. The idea that things happened in the public-political arena, and were then critiqued and mocked, and that interaction provided a release valve or even pointed in the direction of an alternative. I’m not sure that was ever how it actually worked. But even the idea of that relationship feels falsely soothing now that the powerful and the satirists are all seeking attention in the same ring of the circus. Which doesn’t mean that the annual article, ‘Is satire dead?’, is ever going to be more fresh. That article will forever be boring and wrong. But it does mean the satirical approach needs to come in at a different angle. It probably always does, every generation. Comforting the afflicted feels relatively straightforward. But afflicting the comforted? That seems like maybe it will go better if you avoid announcing your intention too clearly at the door.

            So here they are. The final season of scripts. I went in not really knowing what a showrunner is. As we finish, I’m still not entirely sure. I think of myself as essentially a writer. But a writer empowered to protect the scripts through the rooms where they are conceived and written and rewritten, performed, captured and edited. From the insubstantial spider crawl down the centre of a page in Final Draft, to that digital flicker that can be summoned from nowhere and disappear to nowhere. Shepherding the show out of one dream state into another through the unbelievably real mess of production – of a thousand early mornings, scrambled eggs, stubbed toes, and fraught discussions under the hot lights of what the hell we were thinking any of this meant.

            The shape of the season may have been set from early but getting there was eighteen months of work – from the first writer meetings to the last day in the edit, playing with the sequence of the final shots. You won’t find the end of the show, as it went to air, written in these scripts. That we found on the day. I didn’t know when we started the day we’d end it looking out to the water and Ellis Island and the Statue of Liberty beyond. In fact, I was worried, shooting into the bitter cold sundown, that the statue’s inclusion was too direct a symbol. Mark Mylod reassured me that on a TV screen it would be what it is – a little nub in the distance. But I knew that just as we’d started the show on the endless ride from Battery to holy Bronx with the Beastie Boys trying to lyrically span New York, this little green breast of grass was the place to end. On that tip of New York once partitioned off for safety by Wall Street, where securities and enslaved people were traded, and from where the city first started to grow fat.

            Jesse Armstrong

May 2023

         

         
            * I still sometimes fear someone from Business Affairs at HBO is going to call up and say, ‘You urgently need to send through all the forms, the B-47Ps by end of day,’ or ‘Sorry but we don’t seem to have all the receipts for the film stock you used?’ and I’ll have to admit I’ve done it all wrong and hand back my salary.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Note on the Text

         

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

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

            Jesse Armstrong 

March 2023
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            Ext./INT. Shiv’s car – La – day

            LA 12 p.m.

            Shiv’s car makes it through LA and up to Roman’s house. She’s driving.

            Jiménez staffer

            (on phone)

            It won’t just be liaison – you’d have policy input.

            Shiv

            Well thank you. No, it is interesting.

            Jiménez staffer

            You can basically write your own brief.

            Shiv

            Well that’s very nice of you to say and I’m flattered, but I guess is it a real role?

            Jiménez staffer

            Can I just ask if you have other offers?

            Shiv

            I’m not playing hard to get!

            Silence on the other end.

            Shiv has pulled up – watches Kendall arrive with Jess and another assistant.

            Look, I am not uninterested in helping a Democratic president. But, you, we’ve got to win first, right? And obviously there’s the ‘Nate and Gil’ of it all. But the White House would be intriguing. So talk to me—

            She listens as Kendall wraps knuckles on her hood and waves – she is being furtive. Secret moves. Motions: In in five.

            INT. Roman’s la house – day

            Kendall walks through the big house. Maybe past staff.

            Kendall

            (sing-song)

            Oh, Romey?! Where are you? I can smell you, I can smell your little ratty body, bro! Where are you, Rome, I need to start a business with you, brother!

            He arrives. Roman is on a couch, feet up on his coffee table. Their banker, Tellis, and maybe an assistant and Roman’s assistant too. An array of pastries and smoothies set up for a morning of meetings. 

            Remotely, a team of graphic designers and brand consultants are sharing their screen onto a big screen in Roman’s living room. The creatives are visible on a sidebar. 

            Roman

            Um, no. Next.

            (to Kendall)

            Right, fuckchops?

            Kendall regards the logo. Not right. 

            Kendall

            Right. How we looking?

            Roman makes a face or gesture to Kendall: Not good. 

            ROMAN

            Exciting.

            KENDALL

            (projecting for the people on Zoom)

            Hey, guys!

            The images are for a logo for a new media brand: ‘The Hundred’ (Substack meets MasterClass meets The Economist meets The New Yorker). Roman looks at a proposed logo and considers for a beat.

            KENDALL

            (cont’d)

            Um, no. Nope?

            Kendall looks at Tellis, Tellis agrees. 

            ROMAN

            Hard no.

            KENDALL

            (to the designer)

            You guys got the brief yeah? And the notes?

            Designer

            (on screen)

            Oh sure. These are just initial thoughts.

            Kendall and Roman make faces to one another. 

            roman

            But go on. I do like them. We do.

            The team on screen moves on to the next logo.

            It’s just they’re kind of shitty.

            The team tries not to react. Kendall smiles at Roman indulgently. Kendall regards the new one—

            KenDALL

            Not to be rude, because objectively they’re high level. But in terms of what we need, for our new venture? They’re shitty.

            roman

            I mean we can be honest here?

            Designer

            Absolutely.

            Designer moves on to next design. Kendall and Roman hate it.

            ROMAN

            No.

            (then)

            I feel like we said ‘iconic’ but you’re leaning ironic.

            Kendall makes a face at Tellis re Roman’s comment. 

            What?

            KENDALL

            What ‘what’, I agree, fucking paper-ego man.

            They are pretty comfortable with one another. 

            ROMAN

            Well don’t patronize me, bitch.

            KENDALL

            Well, you’re the bitch. Because you eat dog food and get hard to dog porno.

            ROMAN

            Whereas you can only get hard looking in the mirror.

            Kendall smiles.

            It’s true.

            (to Tellis, the TV)

            I hear he got holes drilled in his full-length mirror and his butler stuffs it with kiwis so he can fuck himself awake.

            Kendall laughs. They are in the zone where this stuff is affection, not attack. Shiv arrives. 

            Shiv

            Hey. T? I think the money is arriving?

            Tellis heads out. Maybe Kendall throws an orange at him as he goes, which he catches. 

            And, Rome, your security is being weird with them – they seem very stupid and probably racist.

            ROMAN

            Cool. You look tired and your face is giving me a headache.

            Maybe they kiss.

            SHIV

            I like this place. If I were a wildfire, I’d have first dibs on this fucker.

            ROMAN

            (hidden suspicion)

            So, where have you been?

            SHIV

            (little lie)

            Traffic. And a call. Business. For this. Good contact.

            As the designer breaks in to wrap up, Roman hears him and, wanting it to be all done, closes the laptop on him as he talks and Roman talks over him—

            DESIGNER

            Look this is great feedback, we’ll do some work on your favorites and put together some other ideas plus revisit the ‘Centipuss’ idea and—

            Roman

            Great, amazing, fantastic, guys. Love it, look forward to it. Great to see you thanks so much goodbye forever.

            Kendall looks at Shiv. 

            kendalL

            Oh ‘traffic’. Right.

            Shiv picks up an atmosphere. 

            shiv

            What?

            KENDALL

            Nothing.

            SHIV

            (innocent)

            What?

            KENDALL

            Shivvy, are you snaking?

            roman

            We hear you’re talking with the Jiménez transition team?

            She looks at them both. 

            SHIV

            Well, no.

            ROMAN

            Oh, no? No? It’s no, so that’s lies from our friend who told us? They’re lying to us?

            Shiv thinks … and decides to come clean.

            SHIV

            I mean I have talked to them. I’ve been helping them out a little bit as you know.

            ROMAN

            So, you are talking?

            SHIV

            I returned a call. They want to talk about talking.

            The boys look at each other like: What?

            What? They haven’t won the election, they might not. Maybe Dad won’t sell, maybe you two will bail, it’s a ‘maybe maybe maybe’ situation.

            ROMAN

            Well obviously Dad is going to sell. We’re looking at fucking logos here, I’ve drafted a resignation statement from Waystar? Yeah?

            Shiv pauses, then—

            SHIV

            Well, it’s just a big step, okay? Can’t we keep some options?

            KENDALL

            We’re two days out from Dad selling. I’ve smoked horse, Shiv.

            Roman

            (aside)

            Scared of needles, not a real junkie.

            KENDALL

            Opiates are nice. Really fucking nice. I need something super-fucking absorbing in my life and if it isn’t going to be this, let me know, right? Because I’ve been flying round the country having serious fucking conversations with serious people, expending serious personal capital on getting big fucking names on board.

            ShIV

            Well, me too. Me too.

            Roman looks at Shiv—

            roman

            Do you think it’s too small-scale?

            SHIV

            No. No, I don’t. Do you?

            roman

            No! My only thing with The Hundred is, is it literally too good. Like why hasn’t anyone else done it?

            SHIV

            No sure. I’m in. I am in. I am.

            INT. Logan’s apartment – day

            new york 3:15 p.m.

            Logan walks through his birthday party, with Kerry. Surveying the food and drink, the staff and guests arriving. 

            Connor, Willa, Frank, Karl, Gerri, Ray, Cyd, a number of other friends and acquaintances. 

            Not all the people he would want. A random harvest.

            Logan has a glass in hand but he’s making himself unavailable. Smiles. Nods a little but he’s unsettled. 

            He gets to a position where he can survey the scene, Kerry approaches.

            Kerry

            Okay, Loge?

            Logan

            (looking around)

            Munsters. Meet the fucking Munsters.

            Kerry and Logan see Greg arrive with his date, Bridget. She is excited to be there, carrying a larger bag than other people, maybe branded with a luxury name.

            And who the fuck is this now?

            As Logan looks at his watch, hides out a little, Kerry goes off to greet Greg and Bridget.

            Kerry

            Welcome! Welcome, Greg and—?

            Greg

            Hey, Kerry! Bridget. Bridget, Kerry is Logan’s—

            KERRY

            Friend, assistant and advisor.

            GREG

            Friend, assistant and advisor.

            KERRY

            Greg, let me and you grab Bridget a drink. Excuse us, Bridget!

            Kerry leads him away. 

            … and who is this, Greg?

            GREG

            My date?

            KERRY

            Uh-huh, right but who is she?

            GREG

            I brought a date. That’s okay right?

            KERRY

            What’s her name.

            He’s going to say ‘Bridget’.

            What’s her full name?

            GREG

            Um—

            KerRY

            Is she from the apps, Greg?

            GREG

            I really like her. I might have fallen for her.

            KERRY

            How many previous dates have you had?

            GREG

            Um, Kerry, I’m not sure this is appropriate?

            They find a private zone or turn in to face each other as they get a little more real. 

            KERRY

            We’re not a fucking Shake Shack, Greg? This isn’t a pre-fuck party. It’s a birthday party.

            GREG

            I am a cousin. I get a plus-one. I’m like an, an honorary kid.

            KERRY

            Oh, you’re an honorary kid?

            GREG

            Marcia once said I was always welcome to—

            KERRY

            Marcia’s not here. She’s in Milan, shopping, forever. I hear you and Tom have a chart on your wall?

            GREG

            (true)

            That’s preposterous.

            KERRY

            You do know we’re in the middle of a very hotly contested election, your uncle is on the brink of a very large sale. And scoping out a very sensitive acquisition. Are you certain she’s not gonna leak details right before the board meeting? Do you know she’s not a hostile corporate asset?

            They look over at Bridget. 

            INT. RoMAN’S la HOUSE – day

            Tellis comes back in. 

            TeLLIS

            Okay. They’re five out.

            Shiv

            And this is— Who is this – the flakey money, Nabby and the J-Fund?

            Tellis maybe doesn’t love that characterization but nods and spills out what’s on his mind, he’s concerned—

            TEllis

            And so are you gonna pitch dry, or run the deck with me before I bring them in?

            Roman

            Oooh, we get to run the deck with you? Like we’re at Cyrus Tellis’ business school?

            Tellis smiles – indulgent.

            Shiv

            This is informal today, right?

            TELLIS

            Sure. I mean, you’re a great package with huge credibility. You can just draw them shapes in the sand. I can fill it all in.

            kendall

            (translating)

            He thinks we’re milk-fed veal and he’s gonna have to run the hard yards.

            Tellis smiles. Correct. The kids look at one another. 

            shiv

            Okay, fine. Let’s dry-run it.

            Shiv gets a call. Cancels. 

            Roman

            (to Tellis)

            Bankerman, you got a fuckboi we can fire some blanks into?

            INT. Logan’s APARTMENT – day

            Connor joins a group where Willa is talking with Greg and Bridget. He is chewing his lip, looking at a text.

            Willa

            You okay, Con?

            CoNNOR

            (after a beat)

            Oh yeah. Just polling. Yeah. Ten days out and – yeah.

            greg

            What are you at now?

            CONNOR

            Solid. Still holding.

            Willa

            One percent.

            CONNOR

            (then, re phone)

            It’s just, the fear is, in these last days, it could get squeezed.

            greg

            What, down? The one percent could get squeezed down?

            CONNOR

            (to Willa)

            They’re saying I could need to get aggressive in certain media markets because both sides will be trying to squeeze my percent.

            Willa

            Well that’s greedy, when they’ve got all the other percents?

            ConnOR

            I know.

            (beat)

            But then it’s awfully spendy to get aggressive.

            bridget

            Like how much?

            It’s a lot.

            connor

            Like another hundred mil.

            greg

            One hundred million?

            BridgeT

            Wow. And what do you get for that? Could you win?

            Willa chuckles, she knows a thing or two now. Connor looks more concerned.

            willa

            Oh good lord no!

            Connor

            No. No no. That’s not going to move the needle. No, the hope is that would maintain my percent?

            Bridget

            Okay? And for your percent you get— I mean you don’t get anything?

            willa

            (has heard this many times)

            He gets a place in the conversation.

            greg

            No of course. Well that’s great.

            CoNNOR

            It is just kind of a lot, right, Will?

            He’s concerned. 

            Willa

            A hundred million? Well, yeah. But if you spent it – you’d still be – like, rich?

            CONNOR

            Oh sure. Sure. Yeah. Nevertheless, like minus, one hundred million?

            He thinks. Makes a thinking noise. 

            Hmm.

            Willa and Connor look at each other ‘thinking’ about whether Connor should spend the extra money? Willa would kind of like him maybe not to – so maybe she makes that kind of face.

            Willa

            Hmm? I—

            (then)

            I guess if you didn’t spend it, you would kind of – have it? So. There is that?

            CONNOR

            Hmm.

            Greg and especially Bridget join in with the ‘thinking’ faces, considering the issue. Maybe making a few ‘thinky’ noises. Connor can feel the way Willa is leaning. 

            (defends his position)

            The thing is. I just do like my percent. ‘One.’ ‘One percent.’ It’s that psychological ‘one’. ‘One.’ You know? You can build on one. ‘Ooh, there goes Mr One.’ Looking out for Number One.

            INT. Roman’S la HOUSE – day

            Tellis leads in his assistant, Celia.

            They straighten up and check their notes. Maybe get a presentation pitch document of PowerPoint slides up. 

            SHIV

            Hey! So, we’re looking for investment partners for a revolutionary new media brand that will redefine news for the twenty-first century.

            roman

            It’s an indispensable, bespoke, information hub.

            Shiv gets a call. Looks at the caller ID. Tom. Cancels.

            kendall

            The hundred greatest experts, best writers, top minds, in every field, from Israel–Palestine to new restaurants. One-stop info shop, available exclusively to our subscribers.

            Kendall gets an update on his phone. That’s weird. A social media update – someone is posting from his dad’s party – including, in the background, Anne Pierce – one of the cousins. Wheels spin. 

            ROMAN

            Every actionable piece of information in the world, on tap, provided in hourly updates across curated verticals in all meaningful areas of: news, finance, sex, food, sports. Inside-inside-inside baseball shit.

            KENDALL

            A trusted hub in a decentralized information market. Farm-to-table trackable, traceable high-calorie info snacks.

            Tom calls again. Shiv stands with her phone. 

            Shiv

            Listen. I am so sorry. I need to just— Is that okay?

            The boys look slightly surprised, but her manner suggests she has to do this – they carry on. But we go with Shiv moving through the house into various rooms and zones.

            Hello?

            Intercut with:

            INT. new york – THE MARK Hotel – bar – day

            Tom is leaving a hotel bar which feels date-y and cozy. 

            Tom

            (into phone)

            Hey.

            SHIV

            (on phone)

            Hey?

            TOM

            Hey how are you?

            Unreadable and normal, except something has been sucked out—

            SHIV

            I’m good, how are you, what is it?

            Tom says hi to someone he half-knows. 

            TOM

            Um. Yeah, just a heads-up. And to say hi. And, just to let you know um, I’ve just had a little drink with Naomi Pierce—

            Shiv reacts. She gets to a spot where she can glimpse an entourage of six or seven investors, advisors and bankers. 

            and, I’m just – leaving the Mark and, just in case, of anything, I wanted to inform you—

            SHIV

            You’re ‘informing’ me?

            TOM

            I wanted to perform the ask, out of due deference. In case of photos or it getting talked about so—

            SHIV

            Sorry, you’re asking me, or informing me?

            He looks like: C’mon, let’s not do a lot of bullshit— 

            TOM

            Shiv? It’s not a thing.

            SHIV

            So then why are you letting me know?

            TOM

            Because – it’s not business but it is – it is—

            SHIV

            (interrupting)

            You know what, it’s fine. You’re dating my brother’s ex.

            TOM

            Shiv. No, it’s social, but it’s not, you know, sexual – it’s nothing I need to tell you about.

            Shiv

            And yet you are telling me?

            Tom

            Look. I bumped into Marlinda and she got her little beak in of course. And I told her it wasn’t business because she asked and— Look, the headline is, it’s nothing to worry about.

            SHIV

            (interrupting)

            Tom, seriously, knock yourself out. Nail her in the coat check. The kid from St Paul has really made it!

            TOM

            I just thought, under what we agreed, this was something worth discussing—

            SHIV

            (interrupting)

            You don’t discuss something that’s already happening. ‘Hey, Shiv, me and Naomi are at the Pierre and I’m inside her and I was checking how you would feel about me ejaculating?’

            He breathes. 

            TOM

            Whatever. Fine. And look, I saw the calendar update that you’re back in the city tonight?

            SHIV

            So what’s going on? Why are you meeting with her?

            Tom

            Take care, Shiv.

            Phone down. Shiv thinks and wanders back through the house, putting it together. Returns as her brothers refine their pitch. 

            Roman

            It’s clickbait, but for smart people.

            Kendall

            We have the ethos of a non-profit. But a path to crazy margins.

            (seeing her shaken)

            You okay?

            Shiv

            Sure.

            TeLLIS

            Okay, this is great, should I go get them?

            Roman can see Shiv’s all flustered and uptight and distracted. Drinks from a bottle, can’t settle. 

            ROMAN

            Shiv?

            SHIV

            Great. Let’s do this.

            keNDALL

            Yeah?

            SHIV

            Yeah.

            (then, can’t hold it in)

            It’s fine but apparently, Tom’s out with Naomi Pierce?

            (to Kendall)

            Did you know this?

            KENDALL

            No. Why? Like – what?

            SHIV

            I don’t know. Are you and her, where are you at with her?

            Kendall

            Where? Oh, man, I dunno. Emotional hog roast. Carnival of mind-fuck.

            Shiv

            Okay, well, now she’s fucking Tom apparently, so?

            TeLLIS

            Um? Can I—?

            SHIV

            It’s fine.

            (then)

            I’m actually fine. He’s not, I don’t think. They were just meeting, apparently. Let’s do this.

            roman

            Yeah?

            Roman looks at Shiv and Kendall. Shiv screwing and unscrewing a bottle top.

            You know what, T, can they give us two?

            TeLLIS

            (no)

            I mean, it’s fine, but they had a long flight, so—

            ROMAN

            (interrupting)

            Tell them they can shove their petrodollars up their human rights record – we need to talk to our sister, okay?

            KeNDALL

            It’s fine. They love it. Get Jess to find them a journalist to burn with cigarettes while they wait.

            Tellis motions: Keep it down with the ‘jokes’ – while smiling along and heading out to placate the waiting investors—

            Shiv, is it a date? You okay?

            SHIV

            He says no. But at the Mark, and worried about phones and gossip? I dunno. I guess – it’s— It probably isn’t [a date] … Honestly? Right. Naomi? Pierce. Dad?

            Roman

            You think? What?

            They all process. 

            KENDALL

            From my team, I got sent— Anne Pierce has been tagged on some girl’s Insta at Dad’s?

            roman

            Board meeting day after tomorrow?

            (thinks)

            He sells up, but with ATN spun off?

            Shiv

            What, so Naomi, Anne Pierce?

            KENDALL

            What, he’s lining up a Pierce acquisition, to add to his little fucking ATN rump?

            They think. 

            ShIV

            I guess? You think?

            roman

            Or it’s a brain-fuck? Dad twisting our turnips and playing the fuck trombone?

            Kendall

            Set Tom and Nay up to torture us?

            They consider, it’s possible.

            SHIV

            Yeah – doesn’t feel, I mean he’s a sociopath but – I don’t think he’d be a good torturer – not cos he doesn’t have the stomach, he just doesn’t have the patience.

            They laugh. Their dad would be a bad torturer. Kendall is calling Naomi. 

            KENDALL

            Nay-Nay, call me.

            ROMAN

            (shouting)

            Hey, Telly?!

            Tellis is coming back. 

            TeLLIS

            Yeah?

            ROMAN

            Um, one query – Pierce/PGN – what’s the vibezz? Are they in play?

            TEllis

            Well they’ve always been open to offers and the sell contingent on the trust is itchy I believe.

            (then)

            Should I have Nabby come through?

            Kendall looks at Shiv and Roman, all thinking. Decides—

            Kendall

            Um, just five more please?

            INT. Logan’s apartment – day

            Tom arrives. Comes to report to Logan. Past Bridget, whom he clocks. Logan looks at Tom queryingly—

            Tom

            All good I think.

            LOGAN

            We gonna square this away?

            TOM

            We’ve got the structure and landing zone, Naomi thinks Nan’s lost all interest in the business. The left is going after them now.

            Logan

            They eat their own. Savages.

            Tom

            The cousins want out. Maybe a last push on price. Bit of a tummy tickle on culture. But yeah, Naomi’s flown out to reassure.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            Logan is pleased. Good work. Gives him a nod. A pat. Tom glows. 

            TOM

            So this is it, ah? You landed the plane! Forty-eight hours and out? Congratulations, Loge!

            Logan doesn’t like that. He doesn’t know why but wants to put Tom back in his box. Looks over at Cyd. 

            LOGAN

            Cyd’s trying to screw you out. Spreading poison.

            TOM

            Oh I know The Peach.

            LOGAN

            She’s a monster. She’ll be feeding you broken glass before we close the deal.

            TOM

            Oh I’ll fuck her out.

            He gives a thumbs up across the party to Cyd. Logan nods. A fun game. 

            LOGAN

            Heard from the rats?

            TOM

            From Shiv?

            Tom looks blank. A passive no. 

            LOGAN

            Good.

            (then)

            And you seen Greg’s piece?

            TOM

            Kerry told me about her bag!

            They both chuckle. And look at Bridget who is eating a canapé (everyone else declining). Good-feeling established, Tom has a follow-up. 

            One thing has been on my mind though, sir.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            TOM

            Yes. Um. Well what with one thing and another, and I’m sure we’ll iron it all out but, the rocky old road of life, and the wife part of that – can be a difficult part of it, as you know?

            Logan looks at him. 

            Not to comment, just to say. I just wanted to get your take, on, hopefully it won’t come to this but if there is just too much – emotional shrapnel – in the end, what would your view be, not that you necessarily have one, but what could happen, were a marriage, such as mine, and even in fact – mine; if that were to, to falter, to the point of failure?

            Logan

            If you and Shiv bust up?

            TOM

            Right, I wondered if you as a, a, real – emotional, rock to me, I wondered how such a situation would be viewed?

            LOGAN

            You’ll figure it out.

            TOM

            Right.

            Not really what he needed.

            But I guess. We’ve had this experiment, the trial separation and whatever happens—

            (looks at him)

            we’ll, always be good – right?

            LOGAN

            If we’re good, we’re good.

            Hm. Tom thinks. 

            TOM

            Uh-huh? And—

            Tom thinks, wants to clarify, but Logan has had enough.

            LOGAN

            Kerry! Where’s the grub? Tom’s going off his fucking nut here!

            INT. Roman’s la HOUSE – day

            Roman, Kendall and Shiv, on phones, sharing stories and images. Passing their phones and iPads to one another. Thinking. Tellis appears. Roman looks at the other two. 

            Roman

            Another ten?

            TELLIS

            Sure … Just, we are now potentially approaching the city limits of Rude Town?

            Shiv is seeing a whole new future flash before her, looks at Kendall who can see it too. Roman sees it too. 

            SHIV

            We should discuss, right?

            kendall

            It is actually cute. He’s selling the fleet but kept his little ATN dinghy so he can wear the captain’s hat and go after his white whale.

            SHIV

            (to Tellis)

            Can we get— Can they come back tomorrow? Because—

            (decides)

            Roman’s not feeling well.

            Roman

            Oh I’m not feeling well?

            SHIV

            Or me?

            ROMAN

            No fine.

            (to Tellis)

            Tell them I’m – whatever – sudden onset violent diarrhea. I’m sitting on the bathroom floor shooting rusty water through the eye of a needle. Huge apologies.

            Not great, but Tellis eats it and heads out with a sigh.

            So, you two are thinking we should be buying Pierce?

            Kendall and Shiv look at one another. They kind of do, just a bit afraid of going there and all it entails. 

            Because that’s obviously what you’re thinking and just to say: it’s quite the fucking pivot.

            KENDALL

            Right. What about The Hundred?

            shiv

            I guess maybe, ‘fuck The Hundred’?

            ROMAN

            ‘Fuck The Hundred’? Shiv, after Dubai you were high as shit on it. It was basically your idea!

            Shiv

            I do like it. I do. Could we do both?

            RoMAN

            Right, launch a high-visibility execution-dependent disruptor news brand while also performing CPR on the fucking – corpse of a legacy media conglomerate?

            kendall

            (disingenuous)

            Should we ask Tellis?

            roman

            Oh yeah, ‘Hey Tellis would you prefer five million in fees from a funding round or thirty-five million from an acquisition?’

            KENDALL

            Sure. But—

            ROMAN

            I thought we were going for The Hundred? Small. New. Fast on our feet?

            shiv

            Sure, but there was always the thing of – is it a bit college-town fucking bookstore?

            kendall

            (to Roman)

            Are you scared of fighting Dad?

            ROMAN

            No! Ken, it’s just fucking – old. You’ve spent the last three months fucking hustling us contributors and backers and—

            KENDALL

            I don’t have a view. All I would say is it’s worth the conversation. It’s our wheelhouse. It’s a Daimler that’s been in the barn for twenty years, clear the chicken shit off that thing, fucking maybe?

            ROMAN

            Can we even afford it?

            shiv

            What’s it at now? Halved – more to what, eight or nine bil? After the sale we’ll have two to three bil. That’s our nut.

            KeNDALL

            We partner up? With our name, these fucks here or some other pieces of shit? Our experience? Shiv the yummy dummy Demmy; my profile as a fearless fighter of the good fight; you as the dirty little fucker pushing the filth buttons? Yeah, I think new-gen Roys, we have a song to sing.

            SHIV

            And as a business it’s a lot better than the made-up company of dreams we were ready to pitch.

            ROMAN

            But you loved it!

            shiv

            I do love it. It’s very exciting. It’s just kinda bullshit.

            (then)

            Seriously, Rome, I want to do something. There’s a seminal election on. It’s fucking 1933. I wouldn’t mind having a say?

            kendall

            (calling)

            Oh Telly Bear!

            Tellis comes back. 

            shiv

            If we wanted to put something together to buy Pierce, could you swing that?

            Tellis doesn’t blink. Huge switch. But big money. 

            Tellis

            Um. What seven to nine bil? You guys are, what, one bil liquid plus five percent of the holding, which you have the right to liquidate if Waystar is sold, as I recall?

            Shiv

            Oh he recalls?

            Tellis

            So, yeah, consortium, some debt. Once Waystar–GoJo goes through? Yeah I could get into that.

            KENDALL

            Fucking dollar signs in Bugs Bunny’s eyes.

            Shiv

            Who do we call? Do we call Naomi? Do we call Nan?

            (to Tellis)

            Who are their bankers, T? You wanna makes some calls?

            Tellis is on it right away. 

            kendaLL

            Rome, it makes sense. Start an empire with an established brand? At least to rule it out?

            On Roman, he shrugs an assent. 

            INT. Logan’s apartment – late afternoon

            Tom is unsettled from his conversation with Logan. Greg is suddenly on his shoulder with a slap.

            Greg

            Disgustibus!

            TOM

            So I hear you’ve made an enormous faux pas and everyone’s laughing up their sleeves about your date?

            GREG

            What? Why?

            TOM

            Why? Because she brought a ludicrously capacious bag.

            GREG

            What, it’s— [What do you mean?]

            TOM

            What’s she got in there? ‘Flat shoes for the subway’? Her lunch pail? It’s monstrous, Greg. Gargantuan. You could take it camping, or slide it across the floor after a bank job.

            Greg

            Well, whatever. She’s another tick on the chart.

            (looks around)

            The Disgusting Brothers!

            TOM

            Don’t call us that.

            (quietly, looking around)

            It was heavily ironized, Greg.

            GREG

            I’m kidding, I really like her.

            TOM

            (looks over at Bridget)

            She used the display towels in the guest bathroom and now they’re sopping, she’s going around gabbling about herself and posting to social media. Asking people personal questions and wolfing down canapés like a famished warthog.

            GREG

            People are overreacting. She brought a normal sort of handbag.

            TOM

            You’re a laughing stock in polite society. You’ve taken a dump on the dining table. You’ll never go to the opera again.

            Bridget returns to Greg and Tom. Shaken. 

            Bridget

            Maybe we should go?

            Greg

            Are you okay? What happened?

            BRIDGET

            Nothing, I just asked Logan for a selfie.

            GREG

            (oh fuck)

            You asked Logan for a selfie?

            BRIDGET

            Yeah? I said congrats on the big deal. I was really friendly.

            tom

            Uh-huh, I bet, and what did he say?

            They look over at Logan. 

            BRIDGET

            He – growled at me.

            GREG

            Sorry he growled at you?

            BRIDGET

            Yeah he kind of growled.

            TOM

            He bit Karl once. Right, Karl?

            Karl and Frank are nearby in merry mood. 

            Karl

            It was a nuzzle really. He was horsing around.

            As Frank and Karl return to their private chat (excluding Bridget and Greg and Tom), Gerri approaches them—

            Gerri

            Howdy! So, how are the cowboys?! Looking forward to riding off into the sunset?

            karl

            When you’ve eaten your share of meat from the floor, there comes a time for living high off the hog!

            Frank

            Just comparing the size of our accelerated vested benefits. Cash severance payments!

            KARL

            That’s right, Frank baby, talk dirty to me.

            GERRI

            You two old bastards. The cats who got the cream?

            FRANK

            Board all good to wave it through?

            Gerri

            Oh I think so, it’s in the bag. What you gonna do with the windfall?

            frank

            Well I think I’ve got at least one really nasty divorce left in me.

            karl

            Boards, Gerri, boards. I’m gonna be all over the Middle East, taking an extremely relaxed view of accounting practices and being the trustworthy face of cluster bombs. Can’t tempt you?

            Gerri

            Oh I think I might have one more campaign. Cyd, you planning on sticking or getting out?

            Cyd is talking to a friend.

            Cyd

            Me? Oh I’m needed. I need to support Tom.

            The others look, like: Yeah?

            Yeah. Great asset. But not well liked. Nasty piece of work they say. ‘Little handsy.’ It’s baseless scuttlebutt. I don’t buy it.

            INT. roman’S la HOUSE – day

            Tellis returns, ending a call. He has a headline and some subtext to report.

            tellis

            I’m in touch with their bankers. Nan thinks she is honor-bound to another buyer.

            Shiv

            Did she say no?

            tellis

            No. But they’re close to agreeing the outlines of a deal. There’s not a ton of interest and managing the family is a nightmare so they’re looking for a preferred bidder to run a bilateral.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh?

            TELLIS

            She wants to lock in her preferred bidder tonight. So she didn’t think it could work, but she did say perhaps she could speak to you, Shiv?

            Shiv and Kendall raise eyebrows. 

            Shiv

            Should I call? Should I at least check in at Grey Gardens. Mano-a-Nano. See if there’s anything at all there?

            INT. Logan’S APARTMENT – late afternoon

            On Kerry and Logan, Logan looking around the party. He looks unhappy. Kerry clocks it. 

            Kerry

            You good? Nice ah?

            Logan

            Uh-huh. Little piggies. Stuffing their faces. Why is everyone so fucking happy?

            KERRY

            Logan, are you okay?

            LOGAN

            I’ve got done a huge fucking deal at exactly the right time. I’ve got ATN plus Pierce, I’ve got the election. I’ve got plenty on my plate.

            KERRY

            Sure.

            LOGAN

            (looks around)

            I thought there might be a churchman?

            KERRY

            I’m sorry?

            LOGAN

            I thought a cardinal was mentioned. Bit of fucking class. What about Jeryd?

            KERRY

            Mencken? I think, he hopes to but – realistically. But he hopes to. Gillian’s here though?

            LOGAN

            Whoop-de-doop.

            KERRY

            You want me to get Gillian, hear their numbers?

            He shrugs.

            Want me to be in touch with the kids?

            LOGAN

            When’s she calling?

            KERRY

            Nan? I think she just wants to talk to her whole gang.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Well listen I’m fucked if I’m going to wait like a cunt for that old crone.

            He wanders off around the party. Dissatisfied. 

            Looks at people. He’s lost in a reverie. Disappointed. No kids. No Mencken. No wife. He sees Colin, and gives him a nod. 

            INT. roman’s la house – day

            Shiv returns from the phone.

            Shiv

            So. Um, yeah. It is Dad.

            That lands.

            Complicated woman. Um, it was like: ‘No, no, my mind is made up, I’ve given my word, I’m honor-bound.’ But also, how soon can we be there?

            Roman

            Oh, fuck her.

            KendALL

            What do you think?

            SHIV

            I think she hates Dad, but she – maybe wonders if we’re, fake fruit, display only. I don’t know?

            Roman

            Listen, should we just tell her to fuck off? Not go back to the mat with Dad and just – you know, back into that fucking room?

            Kendall and Shiv look at one another. 

            Kendall

            Shall we cards on the table? Because I do like Pierce.

            Shiv

            Agreed.

            Roman

            Oh for fuck’s sake.

            SHIV

            It makes sense, Rome. We want to do something together. We know news, entertainment. It’s off the shelf, it’s got progressive roots, it’s— Yeah. Tom Wambsgans’ ATN versus our PGN?

            KenDALL

            Fucking ‘Battle Hymn of the Republic’. It’s weighty. There’s a wealthy audience in the alienated center.

            SHIV

            Chance to make amends. And get rich … er.

            ROMAN

            And so until now you were just stringing us along?

            Roman looks at Kendall for support. 

            SHIV

            No. The other shit felt good. But yeah I like this. Besides, everything might fall apart—

            (re Kendall)

            he might kill a guy and get high, you might get your dick stuck in an AI jerk machine. I have to look after myself because no one else fucking will, okay?

            ROMAN

            Alright, Molto Agitato, you wanna fly there? Like Nan Pierce’s little Windsor Dog Show bitch?

            KENDALL

            It’s just a check-out?

            Roman looks at them.

            ROMAN

            Well we’re not getting on a plane without an NDA so we can see everything under that cronky old fucking hood.

            (then)

            Look. I’m worried. I am.

            (to Kendall)

            You wanna fuck Dad.

            (to Shiv)

            You wanna fuck Tom.

            (then)

            I’m the only one who wants to set up a business as a business, that doesn’t wanna fuck anyone.

            KENDALL

            This acquisition would be nothing to do with Dad, that’s completely unrelated.

            Roman looks at Kendall. 

            ROMAN

            Yeah. I don’t believe you.

            Shiv

            Honestly, I wouldn’t be doing this to get back at Dad … but it doesn’t bother me if it hurts him.

            (to Roman)

            I think you’re scared of this because you don’t want the conflict.

            Roman thinks – anything to that? Kendall looks serious.

            KenDALL

            Being rational, Rome, try to put out of your mind the personal concerns, the tittle-tattle, and instead focus on how fucking funny it will be if we screw Dad over his decades-long obsession?

            Roman smiles, Shiv smiles. 

            ROMAN

            Please. Guys. Really?

            SHIV

            Seriously, Rome, we’re not raising a banner saying ‘Fuck you Dad’, it’s a banner saying: ‘We’re doing our own thing, we’re happy.’

            roman

            But can’t we do that, but, like, without a banner for Dad?

            Kendall considers.

            KENDALL

            Uh-huh. Sure.

            (then, dry as a bone)

            But then how would Dad know that we’re happy?

            They all smile. Lots of layers. Roman is tempted. 

            Ext. Central park – dusk

            Logan walks. Another security guy ahead. Colin ten or so paces back. 

            INT. Diner – night

            Logan is seated opposite Colin. Other guys discreetly outside. Looks at the menu. 

            Logan

            Can’t eat a fucking thing here. What you having?

            ColiN

            Tuna melt.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            (as he studies the menu)

            You’re a good guy.

            Colin

            Thank you, sir.

            Logan looks at his phone. Nothing. 

            LOGAN

            You’re my pal.

            COLIN

            Thank you.

            LOGAN

            You’re my best pal.

            COLIN

            Thank you.

            LOGAN

            I mean what are people?

            COLIN

            Right.

            He seems to be really asking—

            LOGAN

            What are people?

            COLIN

            Um … like—?

            LOGAN

            They’re economic units. I’m a hundred feet tall. These people are pygmies. But together they form a market.

            COLIN

            Okay. Right.

            LOGAN

            What is a person? It has values and aims. But it operates in a market. The marriage market, the job market, the market of ideas, et cetera.

            COLIN

            (so your point is …?)

            Uh-huh? So, everything is a market?

            LOGAN

            Everything I try, people turn against me.

            (tries to get things straight)

            A person is a person, but what is—

            (then)

            Is this the place where the cheesecake is good?

            COLIN

            I don’t know.

            LOGAN

            Nothing tastes like it used to, does it? Nothing’s the same as it was, is it?

            Colin nods.

            Do you think they put something in things?

            COLIN

            Yeah, I think so.

            LOGAN

            I had a burger the other day that tasted so—

            COLIN

            It was good?

            LOGAN

            It was fine. I dunno.

            (then)

            Do you think there’s anything after all this? Afterwards?

            COLIN

            I don’t know.

            LoGAN

            I don’t think so. I think this is it, right?

            COLIN

            Maybe. My dad is very religious but I don’t know. I hope so.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh. Being realistic though?

            COLIN

            I don’t know.

            LOGAN

            That’s right. We don’t know. We can’t know.

            (then)

            But I’ve got my suspicions. I’ve got my fucking suspicions.

            Ext. south california – private airport terminal – day

            The gang waits for their private plane. Jess has been negotiating for them, tough gig, emerges.

            Jess

            Okay. I think I’ve done it. I’ve got you ahead of the line and we’ve got you a plane.

            Roman

            Uh-huh, well it took long enough. What is it, a fucking goose with a saddle?

            Jess bites her lip. Assholes. 

            JESS

            It was quite short notice so.

            KENDALL

            Thanks, J.

            Roman is given a cappuccino, it has a laser-printed version of his face on it.

            Roman

            What the— Sorry, is this me?

            Jess

            Um, it’s a selficcino?

            ROMAN

            Well it’s weird. Where did they get the photo?

            SERvEr

            It’s a service we offer. The selficcino. No one else offers it. Some of our clients like to Instagram it?

            ROMAN

            Yeah well it makes me want to join ISIS, okay? Stop it. Jess?

            Jess explains, smooths over the assholery and directs the kids out. 

            Incoming call. Shiv looks at her phone.

            Shiv

            New mom calling.

            Roman

            You gonna?

            SHIV

            Oh yeah. Be great to catch up.

            She cancels. Roman’s phone goes.

            Intercut with:

            INT. Logan’s APARTMENT – night

            Kerry in a quiet spot in the party and apartment.

            ROMAN

            Well hello, Kerry. And how are you doing?

            KERRY

            Can you hear me? The, line is—

            ROMAN

            Yeah we’re – in transit and—

            Shiv

            Tell her you’d be able to hear her better if she took Dad’s cock out of her mouth.

            KerrY

            What’s that?

            Roman

            Um, that was my sister saying that I’d hear you better if you took Dad’s cock out of your mouth?

            kerry

            So my question was, would you consider giving him a call?

            ROMAN

            (for the group)

            Would we consider at least a call?

            Shiv

            Is he apologizing?

            KENDALL

            Did he ask?

            ROMAN

            Did Dad ask?

            kerry

            Um, he – he— I know he would love to hear from you.

            Shiv

            Maybe, maybe a hello, if he was to apologize. Maybe.

            ROMAN

            Look if he was to call, we could see.

            Shiv mocks: Kissy-kissy.

            KERRY

            I think it’s going to be a lot to get him to call? Just knowing him—

            ROMAN

            (interrupting)

            Oh we actually know him quite well, Kerry. I mean we’ve never licked his big omelette nipples but—

            KERRY

            I could ask him to text the request for a call?

            ROMAN

            I am going to need to hear that voice I’m afraid, Kerry?

            Karl comes over to Kerry—

            Karl

            Problem. He’s not picking up for me, will he pick up from you?

            Ext. southern california airport – day

            The kids’ plane takes off. 

            INT. Diner – night

            Logan gets a call. 

            Logan

            Hey.

            (listens, then)

            Okay, let’s go.

            Ext. NORTHern california Airport – day

            The kids land in their private jet. 

            Exit to car. 

            INT. Logan’S APARTMENT – night

            Connor approaches Willa. 

            CoNNOR

            So listen, you know the wedding? I’ve been thinking.

            WILLA

            Oh, okay, like?

            CONNOR

            Don’t worry! No wobbles! ‘Keen as mustard’!

            WILLA

            Oh, good. Right?

            CONNOR

            No, just a question. We’re only going to do this once. So, are we thinking big enough? Should we actually – get shot out of a freakin’ cannon or something?!

            She looks at him. 

            WILLA

            Um, I think I’d rather not get shot out of a cannon on my wedding day.

            CONNOR

            Sure but is the boat special enough? Like, brainstorming, what if we got married under the Statue of Liberty with a brass band? Get a rapper or Major League ball player to lure out the paparazzi? Woody Allen playing the old licorice stick?

            She makes a face. 

            I don’t know. Jet packs. Confetti guns, razor wire. Man fights. Goodie bags, hoopla and razzmatazz!

            WILLA

            ‘Man fights’, Con, you sound unhinged. What is this?

            CONNOR

            (leveling)

            It’s just something that was floated. Weaponizing the wedding.

            WILLA

            Turning my wedding into – a weapon?

            CONNOR

            See if I can get myself inserted into the news cycle, that’s a huge saving. Instead of paid media.

            WILLA

            Wow. Right. It’s just. The wedding. I mean, I have always, it’s dumb, but quite wanted a – nice – wedding. And Woody Allen and goodie bags and – what – journalists?

            CONNOR

            A hundred mil is a lot of cheese, Willa.

            Willa

            Sure, but I’d have this weird corndog wedding.

            CONNOR

            No sure. Sure.

            WILLA

            Yeah? Con?

            CONNOR

            I’m scared, Will. I’ve spent so much fucking money and it’s a little bit scary.

            WILLA

            Con. It’s okay?

            CONNOR

            I’ve spent so much. And if I got under one percent I feel like I’ll be a laughing stock. Would you consider it. Just a bit of hoopla. For the final push?

            WILLA

            Well. I guess. If I loved you – I should say yes. And if I didn’t love you, I shouldn’t be getting married to you – so.

            CONNOR

            Thank you, Wilton. Thank you so much.

            Willa

            Can we just not have jugglers. Or the – the hippies with the sticks and strings?

            Greg and Bridget are returning from upstairs. Tom is looking at his phone.

            Greg

            Hey hey hey!!

            Bridget heads off to grab a drink. Tom thinks— 

            Tom

            Kerry says she knows where he is and he’s coming back.

            (looks at Greg)

            What are you smiling for?

            Greg

            (with a twinkle)

            Oh, nothing!

            Greg is smiling. Tom stares: Tell me. 

            (sing-song)

            Disgusting Brothers! On motherfucking tour!

            Tom looks nonplussed.

            We did it.

            TOM

            What do you mean you ‘did it’?

            GREG

            She’s a firecracker, man, she’s crunchy peanut butter.

            TOM

            You did it. Are you serious? Where?

            GREG

            We were looking for the armory slash cigar humidor. But we ended up in a guest room and – bingo bango hit that bongo!

            TOM

            You did it? Oh, Greg.

            GREG

            Disgustibus Maximus!

            He goes for a high five. But Tom doesn’t reciprocate.

            Don’t leave me hanging, brother.

            TOM

            Greg, you are fucked.

            Greg looks at him: What?

            Logan – he’s camera-ed up the wazoo. CCTV. He’s bristling.

            greg

            Which room?

            Tom

            Every room. You know that.

            GREG

            Well no, I evidently did not know that.

            Logan and Colin are arriving back. 

            Greg and Tom look over at a house manager whispering in Logan’s ear. 

            Are you serious?

            TOM

            Of course I’m serious. He watches back every night with a Scotch. Seeing if anyone’s stolen a butter knife. He’s gonna gut you like a fucking rainbow trout!

            GREG

            Oh, man. Fuck. Really?

            TOM

            What did you do? Were the lights on? Did you actually do it?

            Greg looks like: Kind of.

            Precisely what did you do?

            GREG

            (after a beat)

            Well, I guess we put our hands down each other’s pants and had a bit of a – rummage.

            TOM

            And did you rummage to fruition?

            GREG

            Is it important?

            TOM

            It could be.

            GREG

            Um, can I not say?

            (then)

            I mean it will look bad. It will.

            TOM

            You’ve accidentally made him a sex tape, Greg. You need to tell him.

            GREG

            Uh. Well, no. No.

            TOM

            Well you either tell him or wait for him to watch it by a crackling fire, drinking an old fashioned, watching your little white bottom do its revolting business like a nodding donkey in the California desert.

            Then from Logan—

            Logan

            Okay! C’mon, party’s over. Rival bid. Gerri. Tom. Frank. Karl. Study! Let’s flush it out!

            They all start to head up. Greg starts to apologize to Bridget – he’ll be back. Tom thinks. Rival bidders. Hm?

            Ext./Int. car – PIERCE VINEYARD – day

            Their car arrives on the property. 

            roman

            How’s your vineyard, Shiv?

            Shiv

            Yeah great. I guess.

            She looks at them. Prickled.

            What? I’m busy, sure I’d like to fly over on weekends to float around wearing a straw hat surrounded by the toddlers they keep for me in cold storage, but you know, been busy.

            They look at her.

            The Hundred. And – saving democracy. Hosting fundraisers.

            As they pull up outside the house, Naomi is there to collect them. 

            Roman

            Uh-huh. Brave. Fighting through all the chiffon, eating all that chicken breast. Fucking Che Guevara.

            As they get out, Shiv and Roman watch Kendall, who, with a look for their assent, walks ahead for first contact. 

            Naomi

            Hey.

            They regard one another. A lot passes between their eyes.

            KENDALL

            Hey.

            Quite a lot to say, are they going to get into it? But there is a pressing matter.

            NAOMI

            So, um, she’s having a little wobble.

            Kendall

            Nan. Like what?

            NAOMI

            She’s not sure it feels right to meet you guys. She feels terrible.

            KENDALL

            So – what do we do?

            NAOMI

            Yeah she might be getting a headache. She wondered if you could give her five to see how it develops?

            KENDALL

            Okay well great. Let’s see how the headache develops?

            INT. Logan’s APARTMENT – stairs – night

            Logan is ahead, heading up with Kerry. Followed by Karl, Frank, Gerri. Tom and Greg grab a word. Kerry takes a call.

            Greg

            Okay. I’m going to tell him. I’ll tell him. I will.

            Tom

            You should.

            GREG

            I will.

            INT. Logan’s apartment – library – night

            As they make it into the room, Greg watches Logan settle, braces. 

            Kerry gives the phone to Logan. He’s talking to his banker.

            Logan

            Who’s crawling out of the woodwork? Ah? Who is it?

            As they arrive, Frank gets a text. Karl can sense it’s not good, he knows Frank’s face so well. 

            Karl

            What?

            FRANk

            (quietly)

            It’s the kids. The kids are with the Pierces.

            KARL

            They’re the rival bidders? Oh flibbertigibbet. How did they pick up the scent?

            Tom thinks he knows. 

            Tom

            (defensive)

            A million ways. Everyone knows they’re looking for suitors.

            Gerri joins, keeping an eye on a distracted Logan settling.

            gerri

            Could they put the money together? Could Logan not stop them?

            KARL

            If Waystar is sold, they have the right to liquidate their five percents.

            FRANK

            You should probably tell him?

            KARL

            (doesn’t want to)

            I’m very focussed on the GoJo deal. This is really a side issue.

            gerri

            You’re such a trusted advisor—

            KARL

            I’m getting out though, Ger?

            GERRI

            (no fucking way)

            I don’t know what the news is and it’s beyond my purview and I am walking away.

            She goes for a drink. Karl sighs, gets up. As he goes—

            Frank

            (quietly)

            Beware the blood sugar!

            Greg has finally plucked up courage and is ready to talk to Logan.

            Greg

            Um, sir?

            But then Karl approaches with a bowl of nuts.

            LoGAN

            What?

            karl

            Cashew?

            Logan eyes him, knows what this nut offer heralds—

            LOGAN

            What? What’s the issue?

            karl

            The rival bidder. It’s probably the kids.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            karl

            I don’t think you have anything to concern you. You’re the solid option.

            Logan gets up.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh?

            (then)

            Call your wife, Tom. Call your fucking wife and tell them they need to get their own fucking idea. It’s pathetic. Tell her she’s never had a single fucking idea in her whole fucking life!

            Greg is still there. 

            What?!

            Greg

            It can wait.

            Logan

            What? What else now? Ah?

            greg

            Can I – can I at least do it privately?

            Logan looks at him. Greg shuffles away, pleading eyes. 

            Ext. PIERCE VINEYARD – day

            The kids wait outside, looking at one another. Naomi gets a text message. 

            NaOMI

            Um, she’s feeling a little better. If you like, she’ll see you?

            Roman

            Oh, we get to talk to an old lady about newspapers now? Amazing! Thank you so much.

            Naomi leads off, Kendall by her side.*

            KENDALL

            And are we gonna talk or just fuck it?

            naoMI

            Um? Yeah. ‘Sorry.’

            Kendall nods.

            I tried to explain I guess?

            KENDALL

            Sure, thanks for all the voicenotes.

            NAOMI

            Hey c’mon. What about the letter?

            KENDALL

            It felt like a legal disclaimer, Nay.

            (kinda joking)

            Jess boiled down the headlines. ‘Tough time’. ‘Out of control’. ‘Emotional black hole’, et cetera.

            NAOMI

            I just found – things – a bit much.

            KENDALL

            ‘Things’? Things like, me and my personality – my very essence?

            It’s on the edge of being intimate or just rude. But he smiles, walks the line. 

            NAOMI

            Kendall, I liked you – a very great deal. I – very – like you. But it was quite— It didn’t feel very safe. But I’ve been doing a lot of work. I’ve made a few breakthroughs.

            KENDALL

            Sure. Me too.

            NAOMI

            But I have!

            KENDALL

            Me too.

            (then)

            In fact, the good thing about me now is that I’m a fully realized individual.

            naOMI

            Yeah. Well, me too.

            They smile, at one another. He actually is better – cleaner than in a long while. Her too and they can smell that off each other. They arrive. 

            A main dining room, where the cousins are gathered, and some anterooms and sitting rooms. They go to greet Nan. 

            INT. Logan’s APARTMENT – library – night

            Greg returning to Tom. Colin is with Logan. Logan giving instructions. Tom is busy. Greg wants to speak, Tom makes him wait while he finishes a text. 

            Tom

            How’d it go?

            Greg

            Yeah, he says he finds me disgusting and despicable. But he kind of smiled?

            TOM

            Yeah? What did you say?

            GREG

            I— Yeah, I said— She was, a bit ‘wild’ and quite, eager and – maybe she’d had a bit of the old, wacky-tobaccy or worse, and, yeah, I’d gone along with it against my better judgment, sorry – and maybe she’s a bit of – a bit of a—

            TOM

            A drug-addled cock-mangler? You blamed it all on her? How gallant.

            Colin approaches.

            COLIN

            So, she’s gonna have to leave, okay?

            Greg

            Um, that seems a little— Really?

            Colin

            Do you have an issue with that?

            Greg

            Well, no, look. I am fond of her. But. Colin, in the end, we must each of us do as we see fit.

            COLIN

            She posted to social media so I’m gonna have to ask to go through her phone. You wanna come explain?

            Greg thinks. 

            GREG

            You know what? I think it is best if you just do what you have to do.

            Colin looks at him.

            I don’t wanna know what happens in Guantanamo. You go, do your ways, and God be willing!

            Colin looks at Greg, not impressed. Then, as Colin heads out, Greg has some final words of wisdom, keeping his voice down— 

            Be gentle if you can, be forceful if you must!

            INT. PIERCE VINEYARD – day

            Nan is there with the cousins, advisors. The kids walk in with Naomi. 

            NAN

            Hello, welcome. Apologies for the kerfuffle. I have an appalling migraine but I can manage. How are you all, more importantly?

            Shiv

            Great. Good to see you. Lovely place.

            NAN

            Hmm. It would seem they shred hundred-dollar notes for fertilizer. Now. How are you faring in terms of your father?

            Roman

            We’re fine. It’s a complicated private situation.

            SHIV

            Whereby we all hate him.

            Roman shifts. Nan laughs. 

            NAN

            Well, look, as you probably know, we’re talking with our bankers. And we have a whole number of very interesting proposals to consider.

            Everyone knows this isn’t the case. 

            And I think it’s all wrapped up. So I wanted to say thank you for coming, but I think it’s just a little bit too late. We have a preferred bidder. So, I hope I haven’t inconvenienced you?

            Roman

            Okay, well, lovely trip, great to see you guys!

            Nan

            I am sorry. Can I offer you some bottles?

            Some of the very good, expensively packaged red wine from the vineyard is around.

            It might as well be jars of jam to me. But the connoisseurs seem to like it. I fear I have peasant tastes.

            Kendall

            You don’t want to just hear the offer?

            NAN

            I got a taste for hypermarché vin ordinaire when I was nineteen and I’ve never been able to shake it. I like my wine thin and vinegary.

            Naomi

            Like your men.

            Nan

            Ha! No, but I really fear it’s a trip made in vain. The other offer is just too—

            kendall

            Listen long story short – Nan, you called this right before – Logan wants to take your company and fuck it. He loathes you and he wants to take your properties and roll them in the dirt. We wouldn’t do that.

            Little shiver at the curse. How will it play?

            Nan

            Well. Naomi and I have received certain undertakings, and put in place various measures, so.

            shiv

            He’s lying.

            kendaLL

            He only looks forward. He’s a machine for the completion of aims.

            Shiv

            After this election we all, the country, could be in a bad place, I could, we would, maintain your values.

            Now the nub of things—

            Nan

            Well that’s all good and well. But obviously, with one thing and another, we have a responsibility to get the best deal possible for my family and other shareholders.

            SHIV

            We’re confident we could be competitive.

            nan

            Just because. Jamie’s divorce. Anne’s disaster in Maine. This place. How’s your financing? Not that I understand it all.

            Roman really can’t stomach the bullshit. But his siblings won’t meet his eye-rolls. 

            KENDALL

            It’s robust. Tellis and our team can talk to your people.

            Nan

            And in terms of your futures—?

            SHIV

            We have our resignation letters written. The GoJo deal signs in forty-eight hours.

            NAN

            Nevertheless, you’d still be married to the head of ATN. That’s a bit messy?

            SHIV

            Well, I’m going to be getting a divorce. So.

            NAN

            Okay. I’m sorry to hear that.

            Maybe this is news to the bros. But Roman covers. 

            Roman

            Don’t worry, she doesn’t care, she isn’t really a human being.

            Nan

            Listen, this is all very confusing.

            (then)

            And I don’t want to talk numbers.

            (she does)

            It’s not about the numbers.

            Roman contains a sigh. It now very much is. 

            KeNDALL

            Totally. Shall we just say our number though? See if you understand that?

            Nan acts a little flustered. 

            Nan

            Oh! I don’t like this, it makes me feel like I’m in the middle of a bidding war! It’s horrible, people saying different numbers—

            (very carefully chosen figures)

            eight, nine. What’s next?

            Roman

            Sure, confusing. What comes after nine? There must be some planet brain out there who can figure it out. Whither Hawking?

            Nan smiles. She and Roman have one another’s numbers. 

            NAN

            Listen, would you mind if we all just had a brief chat? Thank you.

            The kids start to withdraw.

            INT. Logan’s APARTMENT – library – night

            Greg smiles at Logan. Logan smiles sarcastically back. Tom approaches Logan, off the phone. 

            tom

            Um, Nan’s apparently ‘thinking’ and she wondered if she could just ask for your indulgence?

            Logan

            Is it the kids? What does she want?

            tom

            They say it’s not a money question. Is that okay? Just to hold on one minute before she talks to you?

            LOGAN

            Well, what can I fucking say?

            Tom goes off to talk to Nan.

            Logan in a bad mood, looks around. Karl, Frank, Gerri huddled.

            Uh-huh. No one makes jokes anymore do they? Karl, you got any jokes?

            karl

            What’s that?

            LOGAN

            (slowly and menacingly)

            I was saying: this is a bit dry, Karl, have you got any jokes?

            KARL

            Um. Let me think. Let me think.

            LOGAN

            Fucking dry as dust. Do an Englishman, an Irishman and a Scotsman.

            KARL

            I think you know them all.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            (then)

            Come on. Let’s have some fun?

            (then)

            Why don’t you roast me? Ah? Give me a fucking drubbing.

            No one is keen.

            Frank. Start. Be funny.

            Frank

            Not really my thing, chief.

            LOGAN

            You don’t think I can take it?

            FRANK

            It’s not my style.

            (then)

            I mean I can— The thing about Logan Roy is, the thing about Logan is – he’s a tough old nut. He’s a toughie.

            LOGAN

            Uh-huh.

            FRANK

            You can be a mean guy, you can be mean. Usually you have your reasons, but nevertheless.

            LOGAN

            Fucking Sid Caesar here. Karl?

            Karl

            You’re careful with the old pocketbook. Few moths flew out last time you picked up a check, ah?

            Logan nods – that’s the kind of thing. 

            LOGAN

            Tom?

            He’s on hold in a corner.

            Tom

            Roast you, sir?

            LOGAN

            Greg?

            Greg has been thinking. 

            Greg

            You’re mean. You’re a mean old man.

            Logan looks at him.

            You’re a mean old bastard. And you scare the life out of folks, and this is scary right here now, so I can’t even think of anything to say …

            LOGAN

            Who wants to smell Greg’s finger? Ah? Guess the scent and win a buck. Come on, roast me!

            Greg flashes. 

            GREG

            Where are your kids? Where’s all your kids, Uncle Logan?

            LOGAN

            Where’s your dad, ah? Sucking cock at the county fair?

            Greg looks injured, but smiles. 

            Frank

            ‘A hit. A very palpable hit.’

            LOGAN

            Come on, Karl. Call me a dumb old queer.

            Karl

            I don’t want to.

            LOGAN

            Why you so fat, Karl? Ah?

            Karl has been hit enough and also, golden parachute is coming, so, if the old bastard really wants it, then—

            KARL

            Because every time I fuck your wife she gives me a cookie?

            LOGAN

            Hehehe. Exactly. Gerri?

            (he hasn’t forgotten)

            Got sent anything funny lately, Gerri? Ah?

            Gerri

            All a bit horrible for me thanks, Logan.

            LOGAN

            I’m not being horrible, I’m being fun! Fucking Munsters. At least I’m not being boring.

            Karl and Frank smile politely. 

            I don’t know why you’re smiling, fucking golden parachutes.

            (then)

            Where’s your wife, Tom?

            TOM

            Not here right now, Loge.

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            Someone comes on the line with Tom. 

            Tom

            Okay.

            (listens, then reports)

            She’d like to get it figured out, in theory at least tonight, the uncertainty isn’t good. She’d like to get our best foot forward on an indicative price tonight?

            INT. PIERCE VINEYARD – anteroom – day

            Shiv and Roman and Kendall in a private but connected anteroom. They speak into Shiv’s speakerphone—

            Shiv

            Hey, Tellis?

            (on phone)

            Nan is looking to get an indicative offer tonight?

            INT. LogaN’S APARTMENT – library – night

            Tom to Logan— 

            Tom

            No reason to play nice, should I tell her to fuck off?

            Logan

            Uh-huh.

            Tom

            Loge …?

            LOGAN

            I’m thinking.

            Long beat. Logan gets up. 

            Is she talking to them?

            TOM

            I think so.

            LOGAN

            Okay. Okay. Hold on.

            (then)

            Kerry. I might need input.

            Karl and Gerri and Frank huddle with Logan. 

            Karl

            It doesn’t mean anything, you can adjust. Loge?

            INT. PIERCE VINEYARD – anteroom – day

            Shiv with the boys. 

            Shiv

            Tellis, are you there?

            TeLLIS

            (on speakerphone)

            Hey.

            Shiv

            We’re starting at eight? We’re going to go in and say eight, yeah?

            Roman

            But if we’re going for this, let’s not be hard-asses, let her know we can see upside if she can help us prove it out.

            Shiv and Kendall look at him – so he is interested?

            INT. logan’s apartment – library – night

            Tom

            (to Logan)

            What number do you want me in at? You wanna talk direct?

            LOGAN

            She doesn’t like me. They like you. Tell her, what?

            Banker is on speakerphone.

            We anchor at seven?

            banker

            (on speakerphone)

            Not a problem.

            LOGAN

            Yeah?

            (to Kerry)

            Not too insulting?

            KERRY

            It’s fine. It’s insulting. But it’s not like you’re wasting relationship capital. She hates you.

            LOGAN

            (to Tom)

            Let’s do six – but like you’re kidding around.

            Tom

            But seven is what we soft-floated?

            LOGAN

            Six. Find something we lost conviction on. Just to fucking let her know we’re not Terry Turnip Truck over here.

            TOM

            Okay?

            (then, off mute)

            Hi. Hi, Nan?!

            INT. PIERCE VINEYARD – day

            Shiv heads in. Nan is listening to the phone. 

            Nan

            (into phone)

            Thank you.

            She hands the phone off, muted. 

            Shiv

            Hi, yeah we’re looking at, I think we’re very relaxed about the eight billion landing spot.

            NAN

            This is disgusting. But thank you.

            INT. logan’s apartment – library – night

            Tom and Logan et al. 

            Tom

            Yeah, they didn’t love it.

            Logan

            What are they up to, you think?

            TOM

            I don’t know.

            LOGAN

            I don’t want to lose this, Tommy.

            TOM

            Okay, you wanna just jump right up, what to?

            INT. PIERCE VINEYARD – anteroom – day

            Shiv with her brothers, assessing. Looking through to the family in the other room.

            ShIV

            They like eight.

            Naomi comes in.

            Naomi

            She appreciates eight.

            Roman

            Oh she appreciates?

            Naomi

            But she wonders if there’s a little more upside?

            The kids smile, Naomi smiles as she withdraws.

            Tellis on the phone.

            KenDALL

            Can we go there, T? Eight-five?

            Tellis

            (on speakerphone)

            Well I don’t have the precise composition of our consortium and obviously DD but we know the asset and I think we can get there.

            Roman

            (into phone)

            You fucking jerking off to your yacht catalogue there, T?

            The brothers nod to Shiv who goes out to Naomi.

            TeLLIS

            This is exciting.

            kendall

            Thanks, T, good insight.

            Roman

            He’s going to bill us two hundred mil for that strategy advice. Thanks, T.

            There’s a call to Shiv’s phone. She answers.

            Shiv

            Hello? Tom?

            (to brothers)

            He wants a discussion?

            RomaN

            Fucking Tom’s on this for Dad?

            Tom

            (on speakerphone)

            Hi, Shiv?

            KenDALL

            (shouting)

            Hey, Tom!

            Roman

            (shouting)

            Fuck you, man mountain!

            Intercut with:

            INT. logan’s apartment – library – night

            Tom

            Hi. Yeah, look, we are just wondering if, we’re getting played a little here, and since this is all indicative—

            Shiv

            What did he go up to, Tom?

            TOM

            Well I can’t tell you that.

            SHIV

            Oh come on. You can tell me. Did he go to nine? He didn’t go to nine did he?

            TOM

            We were just wondering if all things being equal, the asset has a price and it would be crazy for us to add an emotional premium here so – should we open a back door on this?

            SHIV

            What’s Dad’s ceiling?

            Beat.

            TOM

            Well, what’s your ceiling?

            roman

            Go first, Tommy. Build the trust, bro.

            TOM

            His ceiling is— I don’t know, I mean this is what he told me, Shiv, so I can’t— Shiv, can we talk?

            SHIV

            Our ceiling is twelve.

            TOM

            Fuck off.

            SHIV

            Yup.

            TOM

            Okay. Well, fine. Ours too.

            End of call. Shiv looks at her brothers.

            SHIV

            I think he’ll go to nine, nine-five. So I think we need to be at nine-five. I think, Tellis, right?

            KENDALL

            I wonder if we don’t nickel-and-dime it and we just go to ten?

            INT. logan’s apartment – library – night

            Tom

            (reporting)

            Hi. I think nine is good. I think we’re good on nine – they’re scared and bluffing. I think you’re good?

            INT. PIERCE VINEYARD – anteroom – day

            Shiv with brothers and Tellis on speakerphone.

            Roman

            So we think Dad’s around eight-five, nine, so we’re nine-five to top them out? But ten to show we’re really serious? So, the half-bil extra is just – that’s just an extra half-bil?

            KENDALL

            It ends the conversation.

            ROMAN

            That’s a pretty penny for a conversation-ender? Can’t we just fart?

            Shiv

            It rounds it out.

            ROMAN

            Oh it rounds it out, it does that, it makes it extremely divisible. You do know what half a billion dollars is? Five hundred million dollars?

            KenDALL

            Tellis?

            ROMAN

            A million is a thousand thousands. You do know that. So this is five hundred times one thousand, thousand dollars of actual money you could spend on fucking – snowmobiles and sushi.

            Tellis

            (on speakerphone)

            It’s getting toppy but be great to be the preferred bidder here.

            Roman

            Sure but is it worth it?

            Beat. Then—

            TELLIS

            It’s worth what the top bidder will pay, I guess?

            ROMAN

            Man, I wish I went to Harvard Business School like you, T. Did they crochet that onto your ballsack?

            Shiv

            Ten?

            Kendall

            Ten.

            They look at him.

            ROMAN

            Ten. Fuck you. Ten.

            (then)

            But I get to run granny porn on PGN, midnight to two.

            INT. PIERCE VINEYARD – day

            They all go in.

            ShiV

            Hi. Nan? Yeah, look, we love the company and the heritage and we’d love to make an indicative bid we think values the company and ends the conversation and closes this out. On an indicative handshake, we’d like to take Pierce into the next stage of its evolution with a bid of ten billion dollars.

            INT. logan’s apartment – library – night

            Tom ends call. With trepidation, reports. 

            Tom

            They’re not accepting another bid.

            Logan

            Excuse me?

            TOM

            They say they’ve received a conversation-ending offer.

            LOGAN

            Tell them I’m willing to go up.

            TOM

            She says they’re content.

            LOGAN

            That’s bullshit.

            TOM

            I get the impression it’s upwards of nine-five.

            LOGAN

            Fucking geniuses. Ten?

            TOM

            I got a ten feeling.

            LOGAN

            Fucking morons.

            Ext. Car – PIERCE VINEYARD – dusk

            Shiv and Kendall and Roman. 

            KENDALL

            Want to open some champagne?

            Roman

            I am going to fly to LA, retire to my bedroom and pull myself off quite painfully hard.

            Shiv’s phone goes. 

            Intercut with: 

            INT. Logan’s apartment – library – night

            Logan watches Tom.

            Tom

            Hi. I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Shiv. Can you speakerphone me, Shiv?

            She does.

            ShiV

            Hello?

            TOM

            Hi. Sorry. I have your dad? He has a message?

            The kids look at one another – should they end the call?

            Logan

            Congratulations on saying the biggest number, you fucking morons.

            The kids look at one another. Painful, but a bit funny. Will they respond? They make faces but Shiv puts her finger to her lips and they all stay silent through a bit of static. Then they hear Tom end the call and Kendall and Shiv giggle and laugh until Roman does too and they might even play-fight a little.

            EXT. new york – shiv and tom’s apartment – night

            Shiv returns to her apartment.

            INT. Shiv and tom’s apartment – night

            Shiv comes into the apartment. She gets a glass of water. Mondale barks.

            After a while, Tom comes through.

            Tom

            Hey.

            Shiv

            Sorry, did I wake you?

            TOM

            I thought, you were hoteling?

            SHIV

            Yeah, I need wardrobe access actually. Sorry.

            Probably not true. 

            Tom

            Oh, okay, I thought you took your favorites?

            SHIV

            Uh-huh, I don’t want to be restricted to my favorites.

            TOM

            Do you want to talk?

            Long beat.

            SHIV

            I hear you and Greg call yourselves the Disgusting Brothers now?

            Tom

            Right.

            SHIV

            That’s pretty cool?

            Tom looks at her: I’m not getting into this. 

            Do you have a logo?

            (waits)

            Do you do ‘The Rules’, is Greg your ‘wingman’?

            TOM

            We sometimes grab a drink, Shiv.

            INT. Shiv and tom’s apartment – bedroom – night

            Shiv goes through to their bedroom. 

            SHIV

            That’s so cool. And I hear you date models now?

            Tom follows.

            TOM

            Right. Well, we both agreed we could – have a look around while we had a think and—

            SHIV

            You look good. Ripped.

            TOM

            Right. Thank you.

            SHIV

            Did you get ‘buff’ for the models, Tom?

            He’s not about to answer that.

            Do you get them back here and do positions? Do you do all the positions with models now, Tom?

            But Tom isn’t going to get shamed without a fight— 

            TOM

            Do you really want to get into a full accounting of all the pain in our marriage? Because if you do, I can do that.

            That hits a bit. She changes tone.

            SHIV

            How’s Mondale?

            TOM

            Mondale’s fine. Don’t worry about Mondale.

            (re the barking)

            I guess he doesn’t recognize your scent any longer.

            SHIV

            Uh-huh. Well, I think – things have become quite complicated. I wonder if there’s even a way through this?

            TOM

            Right.

            SHIV

            I wonder if we’ve run out of road?

            TOM

            I mean, we haven’t— We were going to have a big talk.

            About Italy, his betrayal. 

            SHIV

            I wonder if we might want to make it official?

            TOM

            But do you want to talk?

            She shrugs. Doesn’t want to say no, but can’t hear it all.

            There’s some things I wouldn’t mind saying and explaining?

            SHIV

            I don’t want to rake up a lot of bullshit for no profit.

            TOM

            Because I feel I …

            SHIV

            No, Tom. Okay? I don’t know if it’s good for me to hear all – that.

            She looks at him. 

            I think it might be – I think it might be time for me and you to move on.

            TOM

            Uh-huh.

            They look at one another. The end?

            That makes me sad.

            Shiv

            Sure.

            TOM

            And you don’t want to talk about what – happened?

            SHIV

            Tom, I think we can talk things to death but actually, we both just made some mistakes and I don’t think a lot of crying and bullshit is going to help, so if you’re good I think we can just make quite an adult split here and walk away with our heads held high and say, good luck. Yeah?

            He could dive in, but it won’t be much fun …

            TOM

            Well. Okay.

            Beat. She sits on the bed. 

            He sits next to her. No more words.

            We could see if I can make love to you?

            Shiv

            Would you like to?

            He shrugs – he’d give it a shot? But the atmosphere is not that.

            I don’t think so, Tom.

            TOM

            Should I go? Are you going to go?

            SHIV

            I’m tired. But you can stay there if you like.

            TOM

            Okay.

            She lies looking at the ceiling. Beat. 

            This is it, huh?

            He holds her hand. She lets him. 

            SHIV

            I guess. We gave it a go.

            INT. Roman’S la HOUSE – night

            Roman is walking the house recording birthday messages for his dad. 

            Hits record on a voice message. 

            Roman

            (robot voice)

            Happ-y birth-day. Fuck, you. From Ro-man.

            Delete.

            Hey Dad. This is not me and it’s not a message but fuck you and happy birthday. I love you. Fuck you. You’re the best. Kissy kiss.

            Delete. Can’t get it right. 

            INT. LogaN’S APARTMENT – study – night

            Logan can’t sleep. He has a glass of water and some salted almonds that he eats one by one as he watches ATN. Middle-of-the-night programming. He’s in open shirt and loosened pants, not made it to bed. 

            He makes a call. It rings quite a few times.

            Cyd

            (waking; on speakerphone)

            Hello. Logan?

            Big gap. Is he going to speak?

            Hi, Logan?

            Logan

            I just watched the top of the hour and it’s bullshit. Jiménez got a sound bite that ran fifteen fucking seconds. And who the fuck is this lunk? People watch at night, you know? I watch at night.†

            CYD

            Okay. Sure. I get it. What’s the issue?

            Logan

            Are you losing it, Cyd, ah? Are you fucking losing it?

            Long gap.

         

         
            * We had to cut this glimpse of how Naomi and Kendall’s relationship developed for time.

            † By the time we shot this scene we had written the piece of news Logan was watching so were able to tailor his lines specifically to the images.
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