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I NT. ZOEY 101 PRODUCTI ON OFFI CES - DAY

A group of people are standing outside the office. Yellow
police tape is everywhere. Apparently soneone has broken
into the production offices and stolen a bunch of stuff.

Of to the side, nenbers of CSI: Mlibu (aka Wardrobe) are on
the scene exam ning clues. They have their Fisher Price “My
First Detective” Set busted open and are going to work.
TRICIA is examning stuff with a magni fying glass while JILL
and KRI' S dust for finger prints.

Standing in front of the door is SUPER-DUPER SET PA WATTS.
You can tell by his designer rip-off sunglasses and hiker’s
backpack that he neans busi ness.

Fromthe crowd energes SPOD. He's in a hurry. SUPER WATTS
puts out his hand as if to say: “Stop! Don’t you know |I’'m a
freakin’ SET-PA now?!”.

SUPER- DUPER SET PA WATTS

(yel 1'i ng)
Sorry! This set is | ocked down!

SPOD
Look, I"'mthe DP. | need to get in
t here.

SUPER- DUPER SET PA WATTS
Sorry. We're |ocked down.

He puts his hand to his ear to listen to the nessage com ng
t hrough the wal ki e tal kie.

SUPER- DUPER SET PA WATTS
(re: Wl ki e nessage)
ROLLI NG LOCKED DOMN!  COPY THAT!
GO NG TO TWO QU ET ON THE SET!
HOLD THE WORK, PEOPLE

SPCOD
You have to let ne inl! It’s
i nportant!

SUPER- DUPER SET PA WATTS
Wiy? |Is there a |ighting problem
or camera probl enf?

SPOD
Shit no! | need to see if those
thieves stole ny diff Bars!
(to soneone el se)
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Have you sggﬁxgﬁfQﬁ}qk Bar s?

They' re delicious and nutritious!
Suddenly, KRI'S (out of view) yells out:
KRI S
|"ve found a cluel It’'s alittle
cowboy hat! It |ooks |ike about
the size...hold on
KRI' S whi ps out her cell phone and dials furiously.

CUT TO

I NT. THE OTHER PRODUCTI ON OFFI CE - DAY

In a bubbling hot tub sits two gorgeous bl onde super-nodels
in bikinis. In between them sits a dashing young | ad,
rem ni scent of a young Warren Beatty, who is sipping on
chanmpagne and having the tinme of his life.

This is BEN.

Candl es Iight the roomand awesone nusic plays in the
backgr ound.

He answers the phone.

BEN
This is Production Secretary Ben.
If you can Produce it, | can
Secretary it. How can | help you?
KRI S
(filtered)

Honey, this is Kris. Wat size hat
woul d a nonkey wear.

BEN
(uber-snmoothly, after a
si p of chanpagne)
Wiy Kris, it would depend on the
type of nonkey and its country of
origin, but in your case | would
say that it would be 3 and 3/8’s.

KRI S
Thanks, Honey. You know
everyt hi ng.

Ben nods slowy.
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BEN
Well, | love ny job.

He hangs up and | ooks at one of the super hot nodels who are
constantly sitting in a hot tub with him

BEN
Now, where were we?

CUT TO

I NT. ZOEY 101 PRODUCTI ON OFFI CES - DAY

KRI S
| have figured it out! It’'s
definitely a nonkey’ s hat!

Everyone ‘ Gooh’s’ and ‘ Ahhh’s’ at her amazi ng detective work.

TRI Cl A
W' ll call it EXHBIT Al

Jill quickly begins dusting it for nonkey prints.

SPOD
(shouting)
That’'s great and all, but DD THEY
STEAL My CLIFF BARS!!

SUPER- DUPER SET PA WATTS
Hold the talk, people. 1'ma Set
Producti on Assistant!!

TO BE CONTI NUED
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I NT. CAFETERI A - N GHT

Once again, it's getting dark outside and the crew of Zoey
101 are in the mddle of another gruelling day.

The crew sit around the various tables in the cafeteria. On
their plates sit piles of Gits with sliced hot dogs and raw
carrots m xed in. CSI Malibu nenbers each have a gall on of
melted frozen yogurt in front of them

Spod sits alone at the end of one of the tables with his face
buried in his hands, weeping.

SPCD
CGone...all gone...WHY GOD, WHY?
VWHY My CLIF BARS?! ?1?17?

CSI Malibu are at the other end of the table sorting through
nore clues fromthe crine scene. They' re examn ning
fingerprints, and the tiny nonkey's hat.

KRI' S
(to the group)
Honeys, this is an inside job, I
just know it. But who's head on
our crew is small enough to fit
inside this nonkey’s hat? Hmm. . .

She spi es Super-Duper Set PA Timin the lunch |ine.

KRI S
Honey, definitely not him Ever
since he becane Set PA, his head
has only grown, baby.

Jill | ooks down and sees Spod.

JILL
Ww, Spod’'s really upset about
those dif bars, isn't he?

TRICI A
I would be too. Those little
bastards are tasty. Don't get ne
wrong...they' re nowhere near as
good as this...

She shovel s sone crusty Oregano and Cheese and Peanut Butter
casserole into her nouth.

TRICI A
Tasty. Who needs catering when you
got Pepperdine Cafeteria food.
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Suddenly, out of nowhere, a dif bar drops from above and
| ands next to Spod. He grabs it, and tears of joy start to
pour from his eyes.

SPCOD
It’s true! God does exist! He
lives in the Pepperdine Cafeterial
This canpus is a veritable stairway
to heaven!
(pause)
Wait a sec...

He hesitantly | ooks up, only to see-

WH PLASH THE MONKEY, sitting in the rafters with dozens of
Aif bars cradled in his little nonkey arns.

Spod |l eaps to his feet and points.

SPCD
I KNEWIT! YOU LI TTLE MONKEY SON
OF A BITCH !

VWH PLASH

Eeek! Eeek! EEEEK!

VWi pl ash junps up and down a couple tines and then chucks
another Cdif bar at Spod’ s face. It barely msses him and
instead hits HOT GOTH A.D. TER PENSKY in the back of the
head.

TERI
(stunned and dazed)
All | wanted was a P-T-P. D 1-D.
I’ m Peeeeeeeeeeeeeeing ....

...as she passes into unconsci ousness.

Al ways prepared for any situation, Spod whips out his special
Colt .45 (Monkey Taser Edition), and starts blasting away at
Wi pl ash.  But the agile Whiplash | eaps over each shot easily
wi t hout dropping a single dif bar.

The nonkey | eaps down onto to the fuse box and starts ripping
it apart. Wthin seconds, all the lights are out and it’s-

Pl TCH BLACK
No one can see a thing and people start freaking out.

VWHI PLASH
EEEEEK! EEEEEEEK ! ! |

SPCD
(to hinself)
I’'mno match for his skills.
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Wi pl ash suddenly starts sniping people with his aif Bar
Bazooka! The crew is screamng and dropping like flies.

SPCD
(to hinself)
| have to do sonething.
(beat)
I need help. | know just the guy.

Spod flips open his cell phone and dials.

CUT TO

I NT. THE OTHER PRODCTI ON OFFI CE - N GHT

For sone reason two king sized beds have been noved into the
production office and on top of them 4 amazingly hot (I
mean, we’'re talking mnd Dblow ngly gorgeous) bikini nodels
are junping up and down, having a pillow fight with
Production Secretary Ben.

He hears his phone ringing. He notions themto stop.

BEN
Ladi es! Ladies! Be cool.
HOT CHI C #1
A Don’t be too |ong, stud
muf fin.
HOT CHI C #2
O DO be!
HOT CHI CS
TEE HEE HEE!

Ben answers the phone.

BEN
Speak to ne.
SPOD (O S.)
Ben. | need your help. You' re ny

only hope!
Ben takes a sip of his martini and slips on his silk robe.

BEN
Spod. ..the answer lies within you.

Ben hangs up.

CUT TO
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INT. CAFETERI A - N GHT
Spod cl oses his phone. He is awestruck.

SPCD
That man is the human incarnation
of everything that is awesone.

Spod knows what he has to do!

SPOD
(on his wal kie talkie)
Bob! Get ne power in here!
Robbie! | want one 12k Frezzie, a
21 inch China ball, one 8 Double
Bank Kino!! GO GO GO!!

There is some scuffling in the darkness, and within seconds
the guys have lit up the entire room

But Wi plash is nowhere to be seen

Spod rel oads his pistol, and snears sone canoufl age face
pai nt onto his head and cheeks.

SPCD
Alright let’s--

He stops when he sees CSI Malibu step into the light, dressed
in full Army gear, wielding AK-47s.

SPCD

Where'd you get all that?
JILL

W' re the goddammed wardrobe

department .
They push the ammo clips into their guns with a | oud * SNAP*.

JILL (CONT' D)
We get it done.

SPCD
(i npressed)
Alright. Let’'s go to work.
They all cock their weapons as we-

FADE OUT.
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EXT. PEPPERDI NE CAMPUS - NI GHT

A golf cart, tricked out with Dubs and NoS, goes flying down
a tree-lined path on the Pepperdine Canmpus as they chase
after Whiplash. [It’'s pitch black out and the headlights on
the cart don’t illum nate nuch at all

Spod, Jill, and Kris hold on for dear life while Tricia runs
into curbs, rocks, squirrels, and trees. But she doesn’t
sl ow down until we hear a | oud THUMP and a SCREAM.

Everyone is freaked out. But Tricia doesn't stop

KRI' S
(to Tricia)
Honey, jesus christ, what was that

baby?!
Everyone turns around to see-

TI M BRENNER rol ling around on the ground with pieces of paper
falling all around him

He starts scranbling to pick up the paper. W hear himin
t he di stance.

BRENNER
(in a massive amount of
pai n)
My sides!!! | just copied these!!

(beat as he gets up
det er m ned)
Forget ny broken ribs and fractured

pelvis! 1’1l sacrifice my body for

Ni ckel odeon! My blood is useless
tone, sol wll let it spill onto
the filthy ground if it neans |

will conmplete ny task! | would run
to the deepest pit of hell and back
for this conpany! | nust press
onwar d! !

Spod is inpressed.

SPCOD
That’'s one dedi cated PA.

They keep speeding until Tricia, who wasn’t paying that nuch
attention to where she was driving in the first place, runs
headl ong into a very naked RI CHARD HATCH fromthe Battl e of
the Network Reality Stars!

Ri chard screans-
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RI CHARD
Oh god! M naked ass!!

Everyone goes flying fromthe cart and skidding to the
ground. Jill slanms into a Battle of the Network Reality
Stars brand hay-bail and Spod rolls into the ditch.

JILL
(totally stunned)
...what was that?

TRICI A
(rmoani ng i n pain)
...why do naked nen al ways i nsi st
on junping in front of my car...

SPCD (O S.)
HEY! | found somet hi ng.

They all | ook over and see Spod in the bushes hol ding
somet hi ng.

SPCD
It’s a dif Bar wapper!
(he licks the w apper)
W' re cl ose.

KRI S
But honey, our cart is broken,
there’s a naked gay nman stuck under
the wheel, and it’'s too dark to see
anyt hing, honey. How are we
supposed to find that nonkey, baby?

Spod points.

SPCD
Hey! Look over there.

In the distance, there’'s nusic playing and a small fire
burning in a small wooded area.

SPOD ( CONT’ D)
Maybe they can help us. Let’s go.

They head toward the fire.
RI CHARD
Un ..can soneone hel p nme untangle
my balls fromthe axel ?

CUT TO



Shooti ng Scri pt Chartreuse Revisions (or sonething
pretty damn cl ose...) 10.

EXT. WOODED AREA - N GHT
Spod, Tricia, Jill, and Kris walk into the clearing. There’'s

il
in
t he

a fire burning ihe m ddl e, and around it sit three nen,
shirtless with ir bodies are caked in nud and | eaves.

All three of themare dancing in front of white i Book

| aptops, which have been synced up to all play the sane Wl co
song.

These are the WRI TERS: FRI EDS, DEL BROCS, and HOLLAND- BABY.
They are all singing and junping up and down in unison.

VRI TERS

(singi ng)
“...shot in the arm Mybe all
need is a shot in the arm..”

Qur heros | ook on, bew |l dered. Finally, Spod speaks up.

SPCD
Un .. excuse ne... hi ppies?

They don’t notice him

VRl TERS
(still singing)
“...bloodier than bl ood, Sonething
innmy veins...”

SPCD
(yel l'i ng)
HEY, YOU GODDAWMN HI PPI ES

The witers all stop dancing, and finally take noti ce.

DEL BROCS
(scared)
What are they?
HOLLAND- BABY
I think they're fromthe outside
wor | d.
TRICI A

Who are you guys?
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FRI EDS
VWho el se would be living in
isolation, listening to WIco

nonst op, stoned out of our m nds,
while we struggle to conme to terns
with the i nner denpns of nmankind
and then transl ate those dark and
twisted feelings into a breezy
thirty minute children’ s tel evision
sitconf

(beat)
We're the witers of course.

JILL
Witer’'s, eh? 1Is this part of your-
(makes a quotes synbol
wi th her fingers)
-"process”?

DEL BROCS
Yeah. W start off the day with
Starbucks and a cross-word, grab a
bagel and Redbull around 1lam,
lunch is at 12:30. W cone back
play a little Xbox until it’s tine
for SportsCenter , grab a
cheesesteak sandw ch for dinner,
and then when the sun sets, cone
out here to dance to the god of
indie/alt-rock, Jeff Tweedy. After
that, we all go home and get drunk
by oursel ves.

JILL
Wl |, when do you actually wite?

Del Brocs |ooks utterly confused.

DEL BROCCS
Huh?

JILL
You know...scripts?

Del Brocs looks to the other guys. Frieds and Hol | and- Baby
shrug as if they have no i dea what she is tal king about.

SPOD
Enough of this hogwash. W’'re
| ooki ng for a nonkey. Have you
seen one cone this way recently?

The witers break into song, for no reason at all.

HOLLAND- BABY
“I"M A WHEEL!”
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DEL BROCS & FRI EDS
“I WLL TURN - ON - You!”

KRI S
Honey, what the hell is going on
her e?

FRI EDS

Yes, we saw a nonkey run through
here a little while ago.

SPCD
Can you tell us which way he went.

FRI EDS
Yes. But you need to do sonething
for us first. W are out of
Redbul | . We have had our bl ood
replaced with this energy drink and
we cannot |ive without a constant
repl eni shnent .

(beat)
Get us our Redbull , and we'll tell
you which way your little nonkey
went .
SPCD

Where the hell are we supposed to
get Redbul|?

VRl TERS
(singing)
“CASI NO QUEEEEEEEEEEEEN . ...~

out his cell phone and dial s.

SPCOD
(into the phone)
Ben...it’'s Spod. W need Redbull
Can you help us out?

(pause)
What? Yea, it's a canera phone
(pause)
No! No way!
(pause)
I won't ask her to do that!
and then whispers sonmething into Jill’s ear. Spod
t he phone and she rolls her eyes. She sticks the

r her shirt and snaps a photo. The light fromthe
ts from under neat h.

JILL
Her e.

t he phone back and hits ‘send’.
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SPOD
Did you get it?
(pause)
Ckay.

He hangs up and i nmedi ately they hear sonething in the
di stance. They | ook over and see KLUTZ PA TYLER riding on a
Jet-X scooter and carrying a case of Redbul |

TYLER
(yel I'i ng)
Everybody! Make way! |’ m com ng

int!l

Tyl er comes flying in at warp speed. He hits a rock and
flies off of the Jet-X, which goes crashing into a huge
boul der, totally destroying the Jet-X

SPCD
Egads!!! That's the hero bike.

TYLER
(getting up)
Un ..wah. Sorry. But here’s your
j ui ce.

He hands it to Frieds who imediately starts injecting it
i ntravenously.

FRI EDS
(his body starts shaki ng)
Ch, mama...that’s good ‘ Bull

Del Brocs and Hol | and- Baby start shooting up as well. Del
Brocs falls to the ground in a daze.

HOLLAND- BABY
North. He went North.

Spod narrows his eyes and cracks his knuckl es.

SPCD
Let’'s roll.

FADE OUT:
TO BE CONTI NUED
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EXT. PEPPERDI NE CAMPUS - MORNI NG

As the sun begins it’s ascent into the sky, the group slowy
begins to wake up. Tricia is the first one up. And she
qui ckly notices that sonmething is very w ong.

TRICI A
(squeel i ng)
Ye gads!!! Everything...everything
i s gone!

Jill and Kris quickly awake.

KRI S
Honey, baby, darling, what’'s wong,
sugar ????

JILL
Did soneone break into our totally
accessi bl e and unl ocked trailer
where we | eave val uabl e itens,
especially digital photography
equi pment, sitting right out in the
open even after other people have
previously broken in and stol en our
stuff!11??? Sheesh.

Spod and the witers (Frieds, Holland Baby, and Del Brocs)
are awake at this point and all of their stuff has been
stolen too. Al of their equipnent, guns, supplies,
everyt hi ng.

Spod junps to his feet, not realizing that the cool breeze is
blowng a little cooler on himthis norning.

SPOD
(full of gusto)
Al right, people. \Whiplash couldn’'t
have gone far what we need
to...do...

Everyone is staring at him
SPOD

(conf used)
What’' s wrong?
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TRI Cl A
Umn .. Spod?
(pause)
Your pants.

Spod doesn’t get it.

SPOD
You must mean ny favorite $200 True
Religion jeans? | love them Love
‘em love ‘em love ‘em

TRICI A
Yeah...well...they're mssing. |

t hi nk Wi pl ash stol e those too.

SPOD
(trying to maintain
conposure)
Well that’s okay...l can repl ace-

TRICI A
(interrupting)
And you’ re goi ng commando.

There’s a |l ong awkward sil ence as everyone keeps staring.
Spod | ooks down and sees that he’'s nude fromthe wai st down.

SPOD
(yel 1'i ng)
Ceez, people. Take a photo! It
will last |onger!!

Del Brocs pulls out his canera and takes a qui ck photo.
Hol | and Baby and Frieds turn to | ook at him

DEL BROCS
(i nnocently)
What ?

Bef ore anyone can answer bullets go whizzing by. They strike
trees and rocks with | oud pops and ricochets.

Sonet hi ng | ands next to Spod and he notices that they aren’t
actually bullets that are being fired, but are indeed little
pi eces of Cif Bar.

JILL
H T THE DECK!

Everyone dives to the ground! But not quickly enough--
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A Cif Bar bullet strikes Holland Baby in the throat and he
falls to the ground-

Dead.

For a nonent, everything goes silent and a bright |ight
begins to shine. And fromthis |ight energes--

ANDY DI CK

He wal ks over and kneels next to Holland Baby, putting his
arms around the fallen man.

ANDY DI CK
Be still my sweet child, for I am
taking you to a better place.

And, as if Holland Baby is weightless or Andy is just

i nsanely buff, Andy picks himup, and cradles Holland Baby in
his arns |ike a young child. He turns and begins to wal k
back toward the |ight.

FRI EDS
But...where are you taking hinf

Andy doesn’t respond, but sinply kisses Holland gently on the
forehead, turns, and nods know ngly back at Fri eds.

He vani shes.

FRI EDS
The fuck was that?

Once again, everything is quiet. Spod sees sonething in the
di st ance.

It’s a huge, black tent that’'s, for sone dunb reason, sitting
directly in the sunlight. A huge air conditioner is hooked
up, but apparently no one knows how to operate it properly.

SPCOD
Ther e. He's in there.

Kri s hands sonething to Spod.
KRI S
Jesus, please, honey, would you
wear this, baby?

Spod realizes it's a pair of shorts nade out of |eaves and
twgs. He puts it on.
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SPOD
Damm. You’re quick

KRI S
Baby, no shit.

INT. BIG ASS, HOT BLACK TENT - DAY

The group make their way into the tent, but it’'s pitch black
and they can’'t see anything. There are noises from above.

SPOD
Shhh! Everyone be quiet.

There is a crinkling of a wapper. Spod recogni zes the sound
i mredi ately.

SPOD
(whi speri ng)
He’'s in here!

But before Spod can act, Wi plash throws a switch and |lights
the place up. Wth the group tenporarily blinded, he |eaps
down from above onto Spod and knocks himto the ground.

Spod sees that Wi plash, now decked out |ike Ranbo, has nade
a headband out of Spod’'s True Religion jeans! A single tear
falls from Spod’ s eye.

SPOD
You heartl ess...unfeeling..
fashi on di srespecti ng-

Wi pl ash doesn’t have tinme for Spod s incessant whining and
starts nonkey-punching Spod in the face. Spod struggles, but
he is hel pl ess agai nst the all powerful Wi plash.

Thi ngs are | ooking bad for Spod. Until-

A song. Sweet and gentle. Calmng and beautiful. |It’'s Del
Brocs and Fri eds.

DEL BRCCS & FRI EDS
(si ngi ng)
And TTTTTITITITTIT" ve got
reservaaaaaaaati ons. About so nmany
t hi ngs, but not about
yoooooouuuuuu. . .
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As the song continues, Wiplash is overcome with enotion and
stops repeatedly punching Spod in the eye. |It’'s alnpost as if
they are singing to him

Spod sees his chance and whacks Wi pl ash over the head with
his light nmeter. Spot stands over the unconsci ous nonkey,
taunting him

SPOD
You mah bitch, Whiplash

TRICI A
Wait a sec...Spod if everything was
stolen, and you weren’'t wearing any
pants, where the heck were you
hi di ng your light neter?

Spod grins at Tricia.

SPOD
Do you reeeaaally want to know?

Weird sil ence.

TRI Cl A
No.
(beat)
Wait! What’'s that on the back of
hi s neck?!

She kneel s down next to Wi plash, who is starting to wake up.

TRICI A
s a conputer chip! Wth a wire
t leads to a cell phone!

It’
t ha

JILL
Sonmeone has been controlling
Wi pl ash by renptely sending
commands via a cell phone!!

Spod pulls the conputer chip off and hands it to Kris.
Wi pl ash suddenly | eaps into Spod’s arns and gi ves hima hug.

KRI S
Wiy, he’s just a nornmal nonkey
after all, babies.

Wi pl ash I eans in and gives Spod a big nonkey kiss on the
cheek with a | oud SMOOOOCH
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EVERYONE
OCooohhh / Awwww/ How sweet . . .

Qut of nowhere, Brenner pops his head in.

BRENNER
CGod. . . when' s the weddi ng?

Everyone | ooks at him
Brenner turns to Del Brocs.
BRENNER
Am | right?
(holds his hand up for a
hi gh-five)
Ht me up top. The right hand' s
getting lonely.

Del Brocs doesn’t respond. Brenner drops his head and wal ks
away, dejected.

RING RING RING!!
The cell phone is blowing up in Kris’s hand.
Wi pl ash recogni zes the ring and clutches tightly to Spod.

Kris | ooks at the phone’s caller |ID display.

KRI S
Honey, wait a sec...|l know this
nunber, baby.
Everyone qui ets down.
KRI S
But darling...why would he be

cal li ng!?!
Tangi bl e suspense as she takes a | ong pause.

JILL
Coddammt , Kris! W is it?!

Kris takes a deep breath. Everyone |ooks at her intensely.

KRI S
Baby, honey, darlings. 1t’'s none
ot her than -

SMASH CUT TO
BLACK:



