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“Nathan For You” Unsolicited Speculative Script

By Nicholas Cousar

Act I

FADE IN:

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY

NATHAN FIELDER, our titular protagonist is silently sitting

across from PETER, a lawyer. The mood is tense and awkward.

NATHAN (V.O.)

In the business world, success can often

come at a heavy price, and this show is no

exception. Greed and jealousy often bring

out the worst in humanity, and after hosting

a hit television show for an unprecedented

five seasons, it’s not surprising that I

have made a few enemies who are eager to

exploit the fruits of my hard work and

witness my demise. What is surprising

though, is just how far those enemies will

go to take advantage of you. That’s why

today I am heading out to Burbank,

California for an arbitration meeting to

settle a dispute over one of my previous

business solutions. You see, back in the

second season I helped drum up business for

a struggling car wash owner, Amir Lankarani,

by prompting birds to shit on passing cars

in the area. I then offered special

discounts on carwashes to the owners whose

cars had been shat on. It was a great

success; Amir even awarded me employee of

the month, a prestigious honor in the car

washing business. But that did not sit right

with Peter J Marx, an attorney that I once

sought for legal advice on opening the

world’s first parody coffee shop, Dumb

Starbucks. Peter had filed a class action

lawsuit for a group of customers claiming

that they had been wrongly coerced into

purchasing Amir’s car washing services. And

I had to admit, his arguments were airtight.



NATHAN

(trailing off into mumbled speech)

So, have you read any good books lately?

Maybe a news article, or a legal document?

PETER

Don’t talk to me.

In walks the MEDIATION LAWYER, a woman in her mid to late 30’s

MEDIATION LAWYER

As per the terms of this arbitration,

should you both agree, a final and binding

ruling will be made. If an agreement is not

reached, then both parties will be forced

to bring this case before a judge, in which

case you will not have the option to

settle. Mr. Fielder, do you understand what

I just said? I need to know you understand

so we can proceed.

Nathan stares straight at Peter for 15 uncomfortable seconds

before sayingNATHAN

Yes, I understand.

MEDIATION LAWYER

(reading from a document in front of her)

Good. Mr. Marx demands, on behalf of his

clients, that Mr. Fielder pay in full the

amount charged for cleaning bird feces from

the cars of his clients. Furthermore, Mr.

Fielder must offer a free car wash to each

client.

NATHAN

Before I agree to anything, I would like

for the record to show that Mr. Marx and I

have an unsavory history, and that he is

only doing this to spite me. This is

clearly a conflict of interest so I would

like to demand a mistrial.

MEDIATION LAWYER

Mr. Fielder, this is an arbitration, not a

court room. There is no record and you

cannot demand a mistrial.



NATHAN

Fine, then I demand a recess.

MEDIATION LAWYER

You can’t ask for recess either. Just

submit your statement of agreement to the

terms so we can be done here.

NATHAN

Then I don’t agree to the terms.

MEDIATION LAWYER

So let me get this straight. You would

rather go to trial than pay what amounts

to at most 600$ and an afternoon of

washing cars?

NATHAN

If that’s what it takes to fight this

case then yes, I would rather go to

trial.

MEDIATION LAWYER

Well alright then, no settlement is

reached. My job is done here. Good day,

gentlemen.

The MEDIATION LAWYER shuffles some documents into her briefcase

and exits the conference room.

PETER

(to NATHAN)

You do realize that your actions

constitute racketeering, which is a

felony offense? No judge is going to

side with you. You could face serious

jail time. You’re an idiot, you know

that?

NATHAN

I guess we’ll see who is the smarter man in

court.

NATHAN (V.O)

Even though the damages that I would have

been forced to pay were insignificant,

especially compared to the fees I would have



NATHAN (V.O) (CONT’D)

to pay to hire a trial lawyer, and even

though I actually enjoyed a good rub-a-dubdub of the ole car, I couldn’t help but feel

some resentment towards Peter. I knew he was

only doing this as retaliation for my

humiliating him on camera. If I gave in to

his demands I would be openly admitting that

my strategy to help Amir’s car wash was a

sham. If I gave in that easily, what would

that say about me as a businessman? More

importantly, what would that say about me as

a friend to Amir? I knew it would crush Amir

if I gave up so I had no choice but to fight

the lawsuit, no matter the cost. But first,

I had to look up the meaning of

Racketeering.

Act II

NATHAN (V.O)

According to Wikipedia, Racketeering is

defined as “A service that is fraudulently

offered to solve a non-existent problem.” A

good example of this would be if a

playground bully offered to not give an

atomic wedgie to a weaker child in exchange

for their juice box. Or, if a mob boss

offered a small-business owner a guarantee

to not break his kneecaps and burn down his

store in exchange for a monthly payment. In

either case, the customers did not need the

service until the seller offered it to them.

Just like the car owners did not need a car

wash until I made them stop directly under a

tree that had birds with explosive diarrhea

perched on the branches. Normally, in

situations like this, I would consult the

advice of retired California Judge, Anthony

Filosa. But as far as Wikipedia was

concerned, I was guilty as sin, and Judge

Filosa never has any helpful advice about

breaking the law and getting away with it. I

would need to find someone with experience

in racketeering if I was going to beat the

rap. Unfortunately, I didn’t know anyone

with connections to the mob. So, I posted an



ad on craigslist offering a free spaghetti

and meatball dinner to anyone in the witness

protection program that agreed to appear on

the show. To my surprise, eight people

responded, and of the three that weren’t

interested in meeting to perform a sexual

act called “Spaghetti and Meatballs”, one

had experience in running a protection

racket before he became an FBI informant.

He even agreed to be on our show under the

condition that we mask his voice and not

show his face. Obviously, we couldn’t give

out his real name without compromising his

identity, so I decided to make one up for

him. I settled on Chippy.

FADE TO BLACK:

FADE IN:

INT. OFFICE BUILDING – DAY

NATHAN is sitting across from a heavy set middle aged man,

CHIPPY, whose face is clearly visible.

NATHAN

Is it okay if I call you Chippy? I think

our interview will go more smoothly If

can refer to you as something more

humanizing than “John Doe” or “Mr.

Informant”.

CHIPPY

You can call me whatever the hell you

want so long as you black out my face

and distort my voice. You’re going to do

that, right?

NATHAN

Oh yeah, our intern Solomon will black out

your face and modulate your voice in post.

He’s a good guy, I trust him. There is no

need to worry about exposing your true

identity.

NATHAN (V.O)

Unbeknownst to me however, Solomon was

currently harboring some resentment of his



own towards me. Back In the second season

I hosted a party and intentionally sent

Solomon’s evite to his spam folder so that

he could not attend. I thought Solomon and

I were okay, but clearly his feelings were

still hurt because he ended up sabotaging

the footage of my interview with Chippy by

“forgetting” to edit out Chippy’s

recognizable features. But, I would have

to worry about that later. Right now, I

needed to focus on a strategy for my

defense or I could be facing serious jail

time.

NATHAN (V.O)

How were you able to avoid going to prison

despite racking up numerous charges for

racketeering.

CHIPPY

That’s simple really, I just blamed it on

other people. You gotta make it look like

you were only a pawn in the operation

while someone bigger and more important

was really pulling the strings. The cops

won’t mind letting you go if they know you

are giving them a bigger and better fish

to fry. Now can I have my spaghetti and

meatballs?

NATHAN

That wasn’t helpful at all.

CUT TO:

INT. CAR – LATER:

NATHAN is sitting in his car parked outside of the office

building.

NATHAN (V.O.)

Even though Chippy’s advice got me

nowhere, I did promise him a spaghetti and

meatball dinner, so I had Solomon run out

and pick us up some spaghetti and

meatballs while I thought about my next

move. The trial was only two days away and



I was running out of ideas. I would need a

miracle, an ace in the hole. And just

then, I think I found one.

We see Nathan staring down at a photo of himself

standing in the Los Feliz Car Wash owned by AMIR

LANKARANI.

FADE TO BLACK:

Act III

FADE IN:

INT. COURTROOM - DAY

NATHAN and PETER are sitting at their respective defendant and

prosecutor benches before a JUDGE. The only witness in the crowd

is AMIR LANKARANI.

JUDGE

All rise. This court is now in session.

Mr. Fielder, you stand accused of 15

counts of racketeering and one count of

animal cruelty. How do you plead?

NATHAN

Animal cruelty? What in the world are you

talking about? I’ve never harmed an animal

in my entire life. I love animals!

PETER

The peacock that you rented for your

little carwash scheme died from

overfeeding, no thanks to you.

NATHAN (V.O)

The trial was already off to a terrible

start, and with the news of the dead

peacock at my hands, I was devastated. But

If I didn’t pull myself together and state

my case, this could very well be the end

of Nathan For You, and the end of Nathan

For Me.



(CONT’D)



(CONT’D)

NATHAN

Your honor, I would like to call Amir

Lankarani to the stand for crossexamination.

JUDGE

I’ll allow it.

While Amir is heading to the witness’ stand, Nathan sets up an

easel and large poster board with a picture of his face on it.

There is a black bar on the top covering something.

NATHAN

Mr. Lankarani, are you the owner of

Los Feliz Car Wash?

AMIR

Yes I am.

NATHAN

So that would make you the boss of

the car wash and anyone who works

there, correct?

AMIR

That is correct, yes.

NATHAN

Could one of your employees give you an

order or make decisions on behalf of

the company without your approval?

AMIR

No.

NATHAN

And why is that?

AMIR

Because I am the boss and any decision

made by the company must be approved by

me. My employees do not have the

authority to make decisions for the car

wash.

(CONT’D)



(CONT’D)

NATHAN

One final question. Did you take this

photo of me in your store?

AMIR

Yes.

Nathan tears away the black bar on top of the poster board to

reveal the words “Employee of the Month”. He pauses for dramatic

effect.

NATHAN

As you can plainly see, your honor,

when I made those birds poop on those

cars, I was doing it not as Nathan

Fielder, television host, but as Nathan

Fielder, Los Feliz Car Wash Employees

of the Month. Ergo, Amir Lankarani is

liable for any and all damages, not me.

I rest my case.

NATHAN (V.O)

I had won the case and saved the show,

but at what cost? I had to throw a good

man and a good friend under the bus to

save my own ass. I told myself that It

was the right thing to do because I

could not continue to help small

businesses without continuing the show.

But, no matter how I justified my

actions, winning this case felt like a

Pyrrhic victory. An empty gesture. What

had I become? I used to be a symbol for

the working man, but now I don’t think

even my own mother would recognize me.

And to complicate things, Chippy was

after me when he found out about

Solomon’s little editing snafu. I hope

Solomon can at least forgive me.



(FADE OUT)
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