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FADE IN:
INT. ZIM'S HOUSE - FRONT LAWN.

ZIM is in his front yard working on a mechanical monstrosity
that looks very much like a huge cannon. NEIGHBORS gawk.

ZIM (SHOUTING INTO THE HOUSE)
Hurry up, GIR. I need those hydro-
spanners so that I can prepare the new...
(notices the gawking neighbors)
bird feeder.

A camera flashes. ZIM whirls to find Dib standing in the
middle of the sidewalk with his camera.

ZIM (CONT'D)
DIB! I see through your disguise!

DIB
I'm not in disguise. And if this...
thing is supposed to be secret, you’'re
doing a real bad job keeping it that way.

ZIM
SILENCE!

ZIM chases after Dib. Dib holds his camera away.
INT. ZIM'S LIVING ROOM - MINUTES LATER.

ZIM storms in carrying Dib’s broken camera. GIR, in his dog
suit, sits motionless against the couch. -

ZIM
That little spying weasel Doesn’t he
have anything better to do than to try to
save his planet from me?
(GIR hasn’'t moved)
You know GIR, you’re supposed to be
guarding the base against him!

ZIM pokes GIR to finish his point, but GIR just wobbles
there. After a beat, the suit collapses, revealing it is
filled with ground beef.

ZIM (CONT'D)

AAAGH!! GIR!? GIIIR!! They’ve turned
you into ground beef! HOWW!? WHYY?!

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

The real GIR pops his head up from behind the couch.

GIR
Fooooled you! Now there’s two GIR’s!
That’'s BEEF GIR! LET’'S EAT'IM!

ZIM (THINKING)
Why would you...WAITAMINIUTE! A decoy.
Your insane idea has given me a brilliant
one. If Dib thinks there is another
IRKEN on Earth, he won’'t have as much
time to interfere in the creation of my
SUPER WEAPON. But WHO will be my decoy?

GIR
I WISH I KNEW!

A screen appears. Gretchen’'s face appears on it.

ZIM

No. Too normal looking.

(the shot changes to Zootch)
Hmmm... I DO like his hair...

(now it's Morla, ZIM just

WRETCHES. It changes to

Poonchy: Drinker of Hate.)
Poonchy... Yesss.... -

' INT. SKOOL HALLWAY - OUTSIDE CLASS.

The SKOOL BELL rings. The door to Ms. Bitters’ class opens
and students pour out. ZIM stealthily zips out and presses
himself against the wall. When Poonchy walks out of the
room, ZIM lurches forward and BUMPS into him, dropping a
notebook as he does so. On the cover of the notebook is an
IRKEN insignia and the word “Poorichy”. Dib walks out of the
class and steps over the notebook. ZIM picks it up.

ZIM (CLEARLY ACTING)
Oh, INVADER P-... uhhh... I mean, just
regular skool child Poonchy, you have
dropped your notebook.

Dib looks back, irritated. Poonchy ignores ZIM and simply
walks away. ZIM flips through the book, exposing IRKEN text
and schematics. ZIM suddenly turns on Dib.

ZIM (CONT'D)
Poonchy? An alien? Dib, that’s crazy!

DIB
What are you talking about, ZIM?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

, ZIM
How dare you accuse that innocent non-
alien child of being an IRKEN spy?

DIB
I'm not in the mood for jokes, ZIM.

ZIM
Heh?

Dib turns and walks away. ZIM looks frustrated.
INT. SKOOL CAFETERIA.

The cafeteria bustles with kids eating. Dib sits by himself
eating a bag lunch. Across the cafeteria sits Poonchy with
several of his friends. ZIM stands in the door, surveying
the situation. ZIM walks behind Poonchy and slaps an IRKEN
backpack on him. The backpack fastens itself INTO Poonchy,
who writhes and struggles. He sits back up, dazed.

ZIM
Hello there, my Poonchy friend.

ZIM sits next to Poonchy. All Poonchy’s friends see Poonchy
sitting next to ZIM and they walk away in social horror.

FRIENDS (WALLA)
Ew, I didn't know Poonchy and ZIM were
friends. They even wear the same
backpack! Let’s go guuuuys.

Dib looks up at the commotion and runs over to investigate.

DIB (TO ZIM)
What’'re you doing to Poonchy, ZIM? -

ZIM
What do you mean? What’s wrong with his
alien-style backpack?

DIB
I didn’t say anything about backpacks. ..

Poonchy rubs his back and kind of stumbles away.

POONCHY
...My back hurts...

Dib turns to follow Poonchy, but ZIM grabs him.

(CONTINUED)
























