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FADE IN:

INT. SKOOL -- DAY
Ms. Bitters lectures to a bored classroom.

MS. BITTERS
And fire consumed the whole of the town --
all because of another careless cow.

Mr. Elliot pokes his head into the class. Bitters fumes.

MR. ELLIOT
Hi Ms. Bitters. Sorry to interrupt, but
I'm here to talk to the kids.

MS. BITTERS
Make it quick! You have one minute.

Ms. Bitters whips out a menacing electronic timer. It starts
ticking down from sixty seconds.

MR. ELLIOT

Great! Hi kids. I'm Mr. Elliot and I'm
here to talk to you about the “Bee A Good
Neighbor” program. It’s for taking care
of orphans, and we could really use some
volunteers! Whaddaya say? Huh?

(there’s no response)
You get to wear bee suits. Get it? “Bee
a good neighbor.”

(still nothing)
I'm not leaving ‘til I get a volunteer.

The clock ticks down to twenty seconds.

THE LETTER M
RUN, Mr. Elliot! RUUUN!!

MR. ELLIOT
C'mon kids, it’'s fun. Right ZIM?

PAN to ZIM sitting at his desk in a ridiculous bee suit. Dib
starts to pay attention.

DIB
Wait, how would ZIM know?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

MR. ELLIOT
Well, he’s already part of the program.
Joined up weeks ago! 1Isn’t that right?

ZIM shrugs with humility.

ZIM
I just love the smiles on their
disgusting, drool-covered faces. Oh,
those adorable little dolphins.

DIB (SUSPICIOQUS)
Orphans.

The clock is dangerously close to zero. A shadow starts to
form around Mr. Elliot, as though something large is above
him.

DIB (CONT'D)
Mr. Elliot, I'll volunteer. SOMEONE's
gotta watch ZIM.

MR. ELLIOT
Great! Thanks a lot kids.

Mr. Elliot; seemingly oblivious to the threat, leaves just
before the clock strikes zero. The class lets out a SIGH OF
RELIEF. Someone throws wadded up paper at Dib.

INT. ORPHANAGE -- DAY

Mr. Elliot walks a bee-suited Dib through a decrepit
orphanage.

MR. ELLIOT
Thanks for volunteering Dib. It’'s good
to see kids taking time to help others.

DIB (NOT REALLY LISTENING)
That’'s what I always say. Where’'s ZIM?

MR. ELLIOT
Wanna find your little friend, huh?
Well, he’s over here.

INT. ORPHANAGE GAME ROOM -- CONTINUOUS
Mr. Elliot takes Dib to ZIM’'s room. 2ZIM, in a bee suit,
teems with snot-nosed four-year olds. ZIM, initially not

noticing Dib and Mr. Elliot, screams in disgust.

MR. ELLIOT
Oh, look how the kids just love him! .

(CONTINUED)
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DIB (QUIETLY, TO ZIM)
You’'re not going to get away with
whatever you’'re up to ZIM.

ZIM
Foolish, paranoid Dib. I am here for
the children. The joy of this writhing
mass of giggling poop meat is all ZIM is

after.
MR. ELLIOT
Well put ZIM. Keep up the good work..
(to Dib)
C’'mon Dibbers. Let’s go.
DIB
But, ZIM-
MR. ELLIOT

You kids can play later.
Mr. Elliot ushers Dib from ZIM’s room. Dib protests.

DIB
I'1l1l be watching you ZIM!

ZIM
Watch all you want Dib, but...

A kid comes up and tags ZIM.

KID
You’'re it.

ZIM (HORRIFIED DISGUST)
Aaagh! MUCUS! I mean...good one.

Mr. Elliot and Dib leave the room. Once alone ZIM begins to
drop his child-loving facade.

ZIM (CONT'D)
All is going exactly as I planned...

ZIM lets loose a long, evil laugh. His laugh is muffled by
children crawling on his face. He begins to cough.

ZIM (CONT'’D)
Ack! Get off of me!
(the kids don’t respond)
Heed me! I am your game leader! Off!
(suffering under the weight)
Why do you not listen to ZIM?

(CONTINUED)
























