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FADE IN:

EXT. RURAL WAR ZONE - DAY

A small group of modern-day American GIs, green camouflage, 
helmets, kneel hunkered behind a dirt mound, firing their 
assault rifles at an unseen enemy. The dirt kicks as enemy 
rounds pepper the ground around them.

THWACK!

Suddenly, PRIVATE COLE, 18, baby faced, drops to the ground 
with a scream. He's been hit in the shoulder. An inordinate 
amount of blood sprays from the open wound.

PRIVATE COLE
Medic! I need a medic! God, it 
hurts so bad!

CORPORAL JAMES, medic, red cross armband, bag full of 
bandages, rushes over to the fallen Cole.

CORPORAL JAMES
Stay with me, goddammit!

James reaches inside his bag and pulls out a BANDAGE ROLL. 
He stretches some out and prepares to wrap Cole's injured, 
still bleeding arm.

CORPORAL JAMES
This might hurt, Private.

Cole, terror in his eyes, grabs a nearby twig and puts in 
his mouth. Cole takes a breath, bites down hard, and nods. 
He's ready.

James places the bandage over the shoulder and brings the 
bandage under Cole's armpit.

Immediately, Cole jerks away, laughing.

PRIVATE COLE
Oh my God! That tickles so much!

Stunned, James stares at Cole for a moment. The two stare at 
each other while blood continues to spray unabated.
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CORPORAL JAMES
Okay, well that wound still needs 
to be bandaged. Can you handle 
that?

Cole nods again, trying not to smile.

PRIVATE COLE
Do it.

Once again, James tries to wrap the bandage around Cole's 
armpit, but again Cole squirms away, giggling.

PRIVATE COLE
Your hands are so cold!

CORPORAL JAMES
Get ahold of yourself, Private!

PRIVATE COLE
It's just, it's in my head now, you 
know? Like even just thinking about 
it...

Cole instinctively tucks his arm a little and smiles.

PRIVATE COLE (CONT'D)
...It makes me squirm, you know?

James looks at Cole's wound. The blood is still spraying 
everywhere. He looks in Cole's eyes.

CORPORAL JAMES
Look, man. If we don't bandage this 
you're going to die.

PRIVATE COLE
Well, if you keep tickling me so 
much, I'll probably die of 
laughter.

CORPORAL JAMES
Jesus.

James turns to PRIVATE SMITH and PRIVATE DENNY who are still 
firing at the enemy.
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CORPORAL JAMES
Privates Smith and Denny, hold 
Private Cole down so I can bandage 
this wound.

PRIVATE SMITH/DENNY
Yes sir!

The two soldiers rush over and grab Cole's arms.

Immediately, Cole starts giggling and squirming, spraying 
blood into the other men's faces.

PRIVATE COLE
(laughing)

Agh! Stop it, stop it, you guys! I 
can't breathe!

James grits his teeth and wraps the bandage around Cole as 
he squirms. After a moment, he finishes and sits back.

CORPORAL JAMES
Alright, I got him. Let him go.

Smith and Denny let Cole go. Cole, wiping tears from his 
eyes, sits up. He wipes his nose with his injured arm and 
realizes he feels no pain.

Shocked, Cole unwinds his bandage to see that his wound his 
entirely gone. He's been totally cured.

PRIVATE COLE
Corporal, I think... I think your 
tickling cured me... no homo.

PRIVATE SMITH/DENNY
No homo, no homo! It's totally no 
homo!

CORPORAL JAMES
Of course, no homo, soldier. That's 
implied in a war zone. Let me look 
at that.

James leans in and inspects Cole's shoulder. Other than a 
bunch of smeared blood, there's no indication he was ever 
injured at all.
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CORPORAL JAMES
(muttering)

Well, I'll be a card-carrying 
Communist son of a bitch...

Smith sneezes. James whirls around.

CORPORAL JAMES
Come here for a second, Smith.

PRIVATE SMITH
Yes sir.

Smith crawls over.

CORPORAL JAMES
Do you have the sniffles, son?

PRIVATE SMITH
(snuffy nose)

Yes sir.

CORPORAL JAMES
I want to try something then.

James tackles Smith and begins tickling him. They roll 
around on the ground for a few seconds, Smith giggling the 
entire time.

After a moment, James gets up.

CORPORAL JAMES
What about now?

Smith takes a deep breath.

PRIVATE SMITH
Dear God. My sniffles... they're 
gone sir, they're just... gone!

CORPORAL JAMES
I suspected as much. Boys, I think 
we're about to win this war.

INT. HOSPITAL TENT - DAY

BEGIN MONTAGE
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- James tickles a LIMPING SOLDIER on crutches who throws 
them away and can walk perfectly.

- James comes up behind a PEEING SOLDIER struggling at a 
urinal. He tickles him and we hear the soldier peeing 
perfectly.

- James comes up to a AMPUTEE SOLDIER. He's missing a leg. 
James tickles him for a second, and we pan back down to see 
the leg has grown back.

EXT. RURAL WAR ZONE - DAY

- A BRAVE SOLDIER marches directly into enemy fire. He is 
peppered with bullets, but he's laughing uncontrollably. WE 
SEE James crouched behind him, tickling the soldier as they 
march forward. He's curing him as quickly as the bullets can 
land.

FADE TO BLACK

END MONTAGE

SUPERIMPOSE ON BLACK: Two years later.

FADE IN:

INT. WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

James stands in a White House hallway, shuffling his feet 
awkwardly. After a moment, a door bursts open, and out comes 
THE PRESIDENT, fat, sweaty, balding, flanked by several 
SECRET SERVICE AGENTS, black suits, sunglasses, and a FIVE 
STAR GENERAL, trim, good looking.

THE PRESIDENT
Captain James! It's so good to 
finally meet the man winning us the 
Cold War with his nimble fingers!

The President swallows up James hand in an enthusiastic 
handshake. They let go.

CAPTAIN JAMES
It's an honor, sir.

The General reaches out his hand as well and shakes James' 
hand.
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THE GENERAL
Damn fine tickling, son. Damn fine.

THE PRESIDENT
Now, let's say you, me, and the 
General here figure out a way to 
teach these Commies a little thing 
or two about unchecked Capitalism?

CAPTAIN JAMES
That sounds great, sir-

Before James can finish speaking, the President clutches at 
his chest and falls over. James is pushed aside as Secret 
Service Agents swarm the President.

AGENT JOHNSON checks for the President's pulse. He shakes 
his head.

AGENT JOHNSON
He's dead.

THE GENERAL
Communists! They must have poisoned 
his All-American Big Mac! The White 
House doctor just yesterday 
proclaimed the President was the 
veritable picture of health.

CAPTAIN JAMES
Wait, I can save him!

James rushes over to the President's side.

AGENT JOHNSON
I wouldn't advise it, sir. You've 
never brought anybody back to life 
before. It could create, 
complications.

THE GENERAL
Nonsense, agent. We've got to have 
our Commander back. Don't you know 
there's a war going on?
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CAPTAIN JAMES
He might be right, sir. We don't-

THE GENERAL
(interuptting)

Nonsense! Tickle him now, boy, 
before he gets too cold. Tickle him 
with all you've got!

James kneels next to the President. He wipes at his sweaty 
brow.

CAPTAIN JAMES
(muttering)

This may tickle a bit...

James begins tickling the President underneath his armpits.

Nothing.

CAPTAIN JAMES
Help me get off his shoes.

James and Johnson pull off the President's shoes. James 
tickles his bare feet.

Nothing.

CAPTAIN JAMES
Think damnit, think!

AGENT JOHNSON
He always had a ticklish pelvis, 
sir. Try that.

James pauses for a moment to give Johnson a look. Johnson 
just shrugs.

James reaches down, and begins tickling the President in his 
pelvic area.

CAPTAIN JAMES
Wake up, man, wake up. Don't let 
those Bolsheviks keep you down.

Suddenly, the President groans. James jumps back, surprised.

After a second, the President's eyes fly open. They're 
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distorted and yellow. He's a zombie!

THE GENERAL
Mr. President? Are you-

In one smooth motion, the President lurches at the General 
and bites him on the neck. Blood sprays everywhere from the 
open wound.

THE GENERAL
Jesus! You bit me, Mr. President!

The General grabs at his neck, but within seconds, he puts 
his arm down. His eyes turn yellow. He turns to look at 
James and Johnson.

Johnson books it down the hallway, leaving James behind.

James stares down at his trembling hands. He looks back up 
at the General and the President who both eye him hungrily.

CAPTAIN JAMES
I am become death, tickler of-

Before he can finish his sentence, both of the zombies jump 
him and begin eating him as he screams.

INT. MODERN CLASSROOM - DAY

The camera pulls out and we realize the scene is playing on 
a television screen in a class full students. The TEACHER 
walks up to the TV and turns it off.

TEACHER
After that, the zombies spread 
across America, feasting on the 
brains of the living. The mother 
armies were easily able to come in 
and clean up Captain James' mess.

The teacher looks directly into the camera.

TEACHER (CONT'D)
And that's how we all became 
Communists!

The teacher begins laughing as the camera pulls away to show 
a classroom full of laughing students wearing Soviet KGB fur 
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hats who've also turned to the camera. We can see the room 
filled with communist propaganda like posters of Stalin and 
a flag with the hammer and sickle.

CUT TO BLACK


