
VIDEO FOOTAGE

An epic battle unfolds in a large city. Dramatic music 
accompanies the chaos. Civilians and soldiers alike are quite 
literally blown to bits and brought down with gunfire. A 
child cries in the street at the side of his dead stuffed 
bear. Its stuffing is spewing onto the concrete. A deep VOICE 
narrates as the scene unfolds.

VOICE (V.O.)
It seems in every generation, 
mankind is confronted with an evil 
that is so great, it threatens the 
very essence of human life. It 
strangles the freedoms of humanity 
and rapes the liberties of 
democracy with its metaphorical 
phallus of injustice, leaving a 
bleeding, soiled corpse of semony
political destruction to decompose 
in the sweaty crotch of terrorism. 
This force rises today.

Various Middle Eastern flags are seen engulfed in fire.

VOICE (V.O.)
A coup has occurred in the Middle 
East, and extremely extreme 
extremists have seized control of 
every camel in the region, 
rendering each government bankrupt 
and leaving a new regime in charge. 
This regime has created a new, 
unified nation known as The Towel 
Republic. Their leader, General 
Osama Muhammed Kareem Abdul Jabar
Nancy Reagan Bin Omelette has 
declared all Western influence 
illegal, and was quoted as 
referring to America as “a very bad 
place.” America quickly responded 
by saying, “Fuck that guy.” and
“Queermo.” Now the war of words has 
escalated, and a war of bangs and 
kabooms seems imminent. With this 
in mind, the United States has 
brought forth an effort to end the 
spread of terrorist rule as quickly 
as possible. A war is brewing, and 
it has but one hope: red hot 
American politics. If left 
untreated, it will be only a matter 
of time before mankind meets its 
end.



OPENING CREDITS

INT. AUDITORIUM - NIGHT

PATTON PARODY

A stage sits in front of a giant red flag. The symbol on the 
flag is a silhouette of a camel sitting on a toilet.

Soldiers are heard but not seen. They murmur random things to 
each other as the theme from “The Golden Girls” plays dimly 
in the background.

CAPTION: FADE IN

General Omelette - Like...two years from now.

CAPTION: FADE OUT

There are soldiers standing guard on either side of the 
stage. OMELETTE, 30’s and about as sane as a Scientologist on 
cocaine, enters with confidence.

Just before speaking, a soldier (O.S.) begins coughing 
uncontrollably. Omelette glares at the unseen soldier until 
the coughing subsides and attempts to begin again. Just 
before speaking, the soldier begins to cough again. Omelette 
motions and his on stage guards move into the audience. A 
gunshot interrupts the coughing. The soldiers return, covered 
in a ridiculous amount of blood.

OMELETTE
At ease, children. I want you to 
remember that the Christ-loving 
pigs of America have been fondling 
the testicles of Islam for far too 
long. After years of this 
metaphorical molestation, you have 
become used to turning your head to 
cough. This is to happen no more. I 
no longer want to feel the cold 
hands of America upon my body. We 
can either live with their constant 
undressing of our ways with their 
eyes, or we can take matters into 
our own hands. No bastard ever won 
a war by dying for his country. He 
won it making the other poor 
bastard die for his country. 
Sure...we have a tradition of 
blowing ourselves up in battle, and 
tradition is important. 
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Knowing when to blow yourself up is 
as important as knowing where the 
goat fork goes at the dinner table. 
Now I don’t want to hear that we of 
The Towel Republic hate the sting 
of battle. We do not shrink in the 
groin at the thought of a fight. We 
know that a fight is like a good 
bowel movement. We know that if we 
do not stop the spread of the 
American ideology, it will consume 
us all in some odd pregnant 
craving. Now, I have come up with a 
plan to destroy our enemies and 
take our place as the only power in 
the world. We are not just going to 
shoot the bastards. We are going to 
infiltrate their homes, destroy 
their stuffed animals, clog their 
toilets, and vomit in their doggie 
bowls. We are going to murder those 
American bastards by the bushel. In 
the end, all that will remain is 
The Towel Republic. Many of you 
will have left us for your 
afterlife virgins, and I think that 
is a pretty good deal! How many do 
you get these days? 72? 70? I’m 
amazed there are still virgins 
left. Eventually, they’ll have to 
give out almost virgins. I just 
hope I get a black girl. Anyway, 
when this is all over, you will be 
able to tell little Muhammad and 
young Osama, since you will all 
have grandchildren with these 
names, that you did not shovel shit 
in Baghdad during the great Jihad. 
It is only a matter of time before 
we strike, so you must be ready to 
hit them where it hurts them 
most...in the no no zone. All 
right. Now you dust bunnies know 
how I feel. I will be proud to lead 
you disgusting men to your glorious 
demise, any time, anywhere. Praise 
Allah, our God, and praise Allah 
Mode, the God of ice cream.

He scratches his crotch and judges the crowd.

OMELETTE (CONT’D)
That is all.
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Omelette exits. The theme from Patton plays with a Middle 
Eastern twist. Chairs scrape and jumbled voices and animal 
sounds rise as the audience departs. 

EXT. A SWELTERING DESERT - AFTERNOON

A dead landscape fills the horizon.

A large complex sits in the distance, almost lost in the size 
of the setting sun.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - AFTERNOON

The room is suddenly filled with light. A group of aliens are 
startled at the sudden interruption and scatter, probes in 
hand, revealing a man in a fish costume strapped to a table.

EXT. COURTYARD - AFTERNOON

Scientists watch as two people in experimental wheelchairs 
joust each other. They make notes on clipboards.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - AFTERNOON

OFFICIALS are in the middle of a meeting, seated around a 
rectangular table. Large books are open in front of each man. 
Name tags which say, “Hello, my name is...” identify each 
official. 

CAPTION: FADE IN

Area 73 1/10...somewhere in the butt hole of                                    
America.

CAPTION: FADE OUT

Conversation becomes heated in the room. General COUGHUP, a 
30-something stereotypical redneck military officer, enters 
and the room goes silent. 

OFFICIAL 4
All rise for General Coughup!

They stand. Official 4 blows a party favor and a poorly drawn 
banner that reads, “Welcome, General Coughup” unfolds behind 
the general. He uses the table to put out his cigar. The 
Officials take their seats.
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COUGHUP
Gentlemen, it seems you are all on 
different pages.

The Officials look at each other’s books and turn to the same 
page.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
This...Osama 
Muhammed...Kalamentstein Footjob 
Omelette...whatever the fuck his 
stupid name is...he’s dangerous, 
and I don’t like his beard. It 
looks like a habitat for lesbian 
parrot hybrids or something. Anyone 
done any workup on him?

OFFICIAL 1 stands up.

OFFICIAL 1
I have sir. Turns out he started in 
the late 80’s when he joined a 
terrorist group known as Al Menudo. 
Basically, they would pose as a 
young Hispanic boy band and commit 
acts of terrorism. Then they would 
blend back in to the top 40. They 
made world headlines in 1989 when 
they claimed responsibility for the 
assassination of Teddy Ruxpin. 
Since then he has been trying to 
find a place in government. Closest 
he got before now was as head of 
the “No Homers” club, Kuwait 
chapter. Since then, his activities 
have been kept completely secret. 
It’s like he came back from the 
dead.

COUGHUP
A zombie, eh!? Make note of this, 
gentlemen. Do not set him on fire. 
We don’t want a fire zombie on our 
hands.

They make notes in their books.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Let me tell you what I know, 
gentlemen. Poonjab or whatever his 
name is held a meeting this morning 
in some cave in the mountains of 
Afghanistan. 
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This is obviously against UN 
resolution 302 which prohibits 
meetings by towel heads in caves. 
Question is, what do we do about 
it?

OFFICIAL 3
Call a bigger meeting, sir! In a 
giant cave! And we can get some of 
those little cocktail wieners with 
the sword toothpicks!

COUGHUP
Thank you, Admiral Dickface, for 
your wonderfully shitty suggestion. 
Does anyone have any better ideas?

OFFICIAL 2
General Coughup, sir! First strike! 
We cannot afford to hesitate. He 
who hesitates masturbates, sir!

COUGHUP
Yes, yes I’ve heard that as well. 
However, it’s simply not an option. 
What would the Germans think? It 
always looks good on paper until 
the damn Liberals remember that 
they would rather breast feed 
assholes than kill them. Before 
long they’d be rubbing his nuts on 
The View and talking about how 
brave he is.

OFFICIAL 4
What about President Lankey, sir? 
Shouldn’t we discuss the situation 
with him?

COUGHUP
Yes, and while we wait for him, 
those sandy bastards in The Towel 
Republic will slowly creep into our 
lives, taking away the fruits and 
vegetables that are so dear to us, 
turning the world upside down so 
that Chinese children spend their 
time trying to dig holes through 
the center of the Earth to reach 
us! We will fall victim to the 
greatest catastrophe the world has 
ever seen! 
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Society will crumble into 
nothingness and we will be forced 
to wear rolled up sheets in weird 
colors and listen to cats yodel for 
musical entertainment! Great idea, 
cock ass! Wait for the president!

OFFICIAL 4
...Please...?

Coughup sighs.

COUGHUP
Fine...but you know how he feels 
about being bothered.

He removes President Lankey, a puppet, from a box under the 
table. He begins a conversation with himself.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Good morning, Mr. President.

COUGHUP (PUPPET VOICE) (CONT’D)
Oh, hello General. So good to see 
you. Why did you wake me up? I was 
dreaming of being fisted by 
Scarlett Johansson.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Oh, I’m sorry sir. Let me get you 
back into the Cardboard Office 
then.

He starts to put the puppet away.

OFFICIAL 4
Mr. President, wait! We have 
questions about The Towel Republic!

The puppet glares at him.

COUGHUP (PUPPET VOICE)
Go shit yourself, hippie! I leave 
General Coughup in charge for this 
very reason. So that Scarlett and I 
can have our quiet time. Now if you 
need me for something a little bit 
more important than national 
security, I will be in my office.

Coughup puts the puppet away and pauses for a moment.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Well, there it is then. 
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The Officials sit in silent surprise.

OFFICIAL 2
He seemed different.

OFFICIAL 3
He lost weight, I think.

OFFICIAL 4
He’s got a new hairdo going on.

COUGHUP
Focus, gentlemen. The question 
remains. What are we going to do?

OFFICIAL 1
Oh, I don’t know. Ice cream sounds 
good right now.

OFFICIAL 3
Yes. Or something deep fried. Like 
a cantaloupe.

COUGHUP
You people are useless. I have a 
surprise for you, gentlemen.

He speaks into an intercom on the table.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Send him in.

He addresses the officials once more.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
I have secured the CIA’s top 
operative, Agent Davis, and he will 
be working with us to infiltrate 
the Towel Republic in a highly 
classified capacity. As far as the 
rest of the world is concerned, 
Agent Davis does not exist, so 
don’t go writing about him to your 
odd smelling grandmother.

OFFICIAL 4
Dammit...

They wait a moment.

COUGHUP
Where the hell is he?

He speaks into the intercom.
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COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Send the damn agent in, please.

They hear a noise and turn towards the wall. AGENT DAVIS, an 
over-confident 25 year old with a British accent, is slowly 
shuffling towards them. He is facing the wall and his back is 
painted to match the background. There is an awkward silence 
as he continues to shuffle until he is next to Coughup. He 
turns around to reveal his unpainted front half.

AGENT DAVIS
Davis, at your service, sir.

Coughup gestures triumphantly at Agent Davis and the group 
applauds in approval.

COUGHUP
A fine display, Agent Davis. Where 
did you learn such a trick?

AGENT DAVIS
I once spent three months in the 
Andes living amongst a commune of 
lactating gypsy vacuum salesmen. 
During that stay, I studied the 
walls. Their habits and everyday 
practices. There came a point when 
I was no longer sure if I was a man 
or a wall, or some type of man-wall 
hybrid. I’m also certified to go 
undercover as a couch, a portable 
toilet, and Donald Trump’s 
hairpiece.

COUGHUP
Brilliant! You’re just the man we 
need to defeat The Towel Republic.

AGENT DAVIS
Yes, The Towel Republic. There 
isn’t a place on this God forsaken 
Earth that gives me more of both 
heebies and jeebies. The terrain is 
desolate and relentless, and the 
air is thick and sandy like an 
eighty five year old woman’s farts 
after gnawing an entire box of 
wafers. That place can kill a weak 
man. Fortunately, I know the area. 
I’ve slept on the sand. I’ve tasted 
the air.
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COUGHUP
Agent Davis is being sent on a 
mission deep within enemy crevices 
where he will help us learn how to 
destroy General Omelette’s regime.

AGENT DAVIS
I will be calling weekly with 
updates via a secret and secure 
phone hidden in my prison locker. 
You will obtain all of the 
information I have gathered then. 
General, I will send word when I 
have completed my mission. You will 
know when it comes.

COUGHUP
Very well, Agent Davis. But the 
question remains, what are we to do 
on our end?

AGENT DAVIS
Perhaps you should consult The 
Magic Eight Ball, sir.

COUGHUP (STANDING)
Brilliant! God damn it, son. You 
are a fucking genius! If I were any 
less of a man, I’d put on a leotard 
and give you a lap dance!

AGENT DAVIS
I’d appreciate that, sir.

OFFICIAL 1
Will you join us, Agent?

A helicopter is heard as it approaches and hovers overhead.

AGENT DAVIS
I’m afraid I can’t, gentlemen. My 
ride is here.

He removes a pen from his pocket and aims it at the ceiling. 
When nothing happens, he shakes it and hits it several times. 
A rocket shoots from the tip and blows a hole into the 
ceiling. A rope drops down from the helicopter above and he 
grabs it. He gives Coughup and the Officials a nod before he 
ascends out of the room. The helicopter flies away.

They sit in silence.

COUGHUP
Well, he seemed nice.
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OFFICIAL 2
I don’t trust British people.

COUGHUP
Good. You shouldn’t.

OFFICIAL 1
What about Agent Davis?

COUGHUP
He’s from Oregon. My grandmother 
said, “Always trust people from 
Oregon.” Now, to the Magic Eight 
Ball!

They sit in silence. Coughup looks around in confusion.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Meeting adjourned.

The group yells various garbled things as they exit in a bolt 
of action.

reach an intersection with another hallway, a street light 
turns red, and they stop as several individuals cross through 
the adjacent hallway. They wait impatiently for the light to 
turn green. When it does, the group continues running.

INT. STAIRCASE - AFTERNOON

The group runs down floor after floor of stairs. 

CAPTION: FADE IN

Seventeen minutes later

CAPTION: FADE OUT

The group reaches the bottom floor.

INT. BASEMENT - AFTERNOON

WIZARD OF OZ PARODY

A giant metal door sits in a cave-like area. A smaller round 
door is in the upper part of the larger one. Coughup tries to 
find a way in.

SIGN READS: DOORBELL
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Coughup presses the button. A DOORMAN, dressed in the garb of 
his Wizard Of Oz counterpart, emerges slightly from the 
smaller door.

DOORMAN (SEARCHING)
Who rang that bell?

ALL
We did.

DOORMAN
Can’t you read?

ALL
Read what?

DOORMAN
The notice!

ALL
What notice?

DOORMAN
It’s on the door as plain as the 
nose on my face! It-Oh!

Disappears momentarily.

COUGHUP
Listen. My name is General Coughup 
of the United States Army. Now, it 
is of great importance that you 
allow us to enter this room. 

The Doorman returns with the notice.

DOORMAN
No! You’re not doing it right. 
You’re supposed to say-

COUGHUP
Listen, you little twinkle toed, 
pillow-biting crotch poodle! We’re 
gonna enter this room, and you’re 
gonna like it, for it is a matter 
of national security, and god damn 
it, it’s what Reagan would want! 
Now open this door before I cram my 
foot so far up your ass, you start 
shitting shoe laces for the rest of 
your pathetic little life!

The Doorman seems frozen in fear for a moment, but returns to 
his obliviousness.
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DOORMAN
Couldn’t you just play along for a 
little longer? It’s so rare to get 
visitors. Now, state your business.

The Officials seem content with giving in.

OFFICIALS
We want to see the Magic Eight 
Ball!

Coughup has had it. He produces a phone and begins to make a 
call.

DOORMAN
Oh! The Magic Eight Ball! But 
nobody can see the ball. Nobody has 
ever seen the ball. Even I’ve never 
seen it!

OFFICIALS
Well, how do you know there is one?

DOORMAN
Well, I ah...you’re wasting my 
time!

He closes the door. The Officials carry looks of 
disappointment. Coughup is still waiting on the phone.

OFFICIAL 1
Sir, what are you doing? You missed 
your lines.

COUGHUP
I’m calling in a bombing raid. I’ll 
teach that little prick to mess 
with the good ol’ U.S. of A!

There is a pause. The Officials stare at their leader.

OFFICIAL 1
Sir-

COUGHUP
Quiet! I’m on hold. God damn war 
room operators.

Coughup starts tapping his foot and singing “Eye of the 
Tiger”. After a moment, he realizes what he is doing and gets 
fed up.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Fuck it!
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He throws the phone and rings the doorbell again. The Doorman 
emerges from the smaller door.

DOORMAN (SEARCHING)
Who rang that bell?

OFFICIALS
We did.

Coughup takes out a gun and fires in the general vicinity of 
the Doorman, who ducks in terror. He pokes his head back out 
and puts his hands up.

DOORMAN
All right! All right! You can see 
the ball! Just put the piece away!

Coughup does not comply.

DOORMAN (CONT’D)
Oh, fine! Cock sucker...

The Doorman ducks behind his hole and the door opens slowly.

INT. REALM OF THE MAGIC EIGHT BALL - AFTERNOON

The group enters a shroud of darkness. The Magic Eight Ball 
is inside a glass case, roped off like a museum display.

SIGN READS: KEEP YOUR FUCKING HANDS OFF! SIGNED, THE U.S. 
GOVERNMENT

The group gathers like a bunch of school boys over a dirty 
magazine. Coughup removes the ball and holds it high.

COUGHUP (TO THE BALL)
Oh, Magic Eight Ball! May your 
infinite wisdom guide this country 
as it has so many times before!

OFFICIAL 1
Hurry and ask it a question!

OFFICIAL 2
Yes! Don’t make it angry!

COUGHUP
Right. Give me some room. You’re 
making me claustrophobic.

The group widens slightly, but it is barely noticeable.
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COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Excellent. Now, let us get down to 
business. Oh, Magic Eight Ball! We 
humbly ask for your guidance in 
this time of political strife. 
Should we commit to a first strike 
against The Towel Republic?

He shakes the ball. “No” appears in the window. He holds the 
ball high.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
“No” is the answer!

OFFICIAL 1
Amazing!

OFFICIAL 2
Poop!

COUGHUP
Oh, Magic Eight Ball! Should we 
remove General Omelette from power?

He shakes the ball. “No” appears in the window.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Again the ball says “No”!

OFFICIAL 1
Then what are we supposed to do?

COUGHUP
I’m asking the questions here, ass 
sock! Just let me build a 
relationship. Oh, Magic Eight Ball! 
What should we do?

He shakes the ball. “Ask Again Later” appears in the window.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
“Ask Again Later”? What the fuck 
does that mean?

OFFICIAL 2
Oh! You shouldn’t swear while 
you’re holding the ball, sir. You 
shouldn’t even swear in the same 
state. It makes it ornery.

OFFICIAL 4
Yes, I heard it once strangled a 
man for burping in its presence.
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OFFICIAL 2
Perhaps it is tired. It looks a 
little tired to me.

COUGHUP
Plastic balls don’t get tired, you 
moron. They just get fatigued.

OFFICIAL 3
What do we do now, sir?

COUGHUP
We play the ball’s game. We wait, 
and ask again later. For all I 
know, the ball could be 
menstruating right now. It seems a 
little bitchy to me. Either way, we 
do nothing until the ball says 
otherwise.

He replaces the ball carefully.

COUGHUP (CONT’D)
Oh, Magic Eight Ball! Once again 
you have proven your great wisdom 
and loyalty to this country! We 
thank you!

OFFICIALS
Yes! Thank you!

COUGHUP
To the bar!

The group runs away.
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