
DEEP IN WEIRD SPACE.

THE MASSIVE, SNACK-FILLED 
FLAGSHIP OF THE IRKEN ARMADA.

 Oh… 
oh no.



Why isn't 
anything blowing 
up? This space 

is boring.

My 
Ta�est—

There's 
nothing left 

TO blow up here. 
We blew it a� 

up.
My Ta�est, 

we're receiving a 
transmi�ion from… 

iNVADER ZiM.

iNVADER Who? 
I don't re—

The guy 
that sends us 

the space 
donuts?

No, 
no. That's 

iNVADER JiM. 
So who’s—



No doubt 
you've b�n wo�ied 

sick about where I've 
b�n a� this time.

We�, a� wi� be made clear s�n 
when my plan su��ds, and when it DOES

su��d, which it Wi�, you wi� know. 
A� sentient life iN THE GALAXY wi� know.

A�A�A�A�AH!

I HAVE TO YE� 
BECAUSE GiR iS MAKiNG 

A SM	THiE! BYE!

 Oh… 
right. 
HiM.

He’s... 
not dead?

MEANWHILE, 
SOMEWHERE 
ELSE IN SPACE.

A�ording to 
my calculations, 

I’m… lost… 
SOMEWHERE 

in space.

Computer, 
is there any way 

you can, you know, 
track ZiM's ship's 
proton signature

or something?

ZiM's "ship" is made from 
garbage and is practically 
farting its way across the 
galaxy, so yes, I can track 

it. I just don't WANT to.



Oh. 
Uh...?

Because 
I hate you.

Real mature, 
computer. You 

know what 
I hate?

Mankind being 
destroyed by insane 
alien invaders, so I'm 

trying to stop 
that.

ZiM escaped 
out here to do 

something ho�ible, 
I n�d your help to 
find him, but your 

bad a�itude 
isn't helping.

Sorry, but despite your 
tampering, this is still 
TAK's ship and I'm still 

based on her personality, 
so I'll do what you ask, 
but I don't have to like 

it, or YOU.

Come 
on. I'm 
c l.

And you are a feeble, unarmed 
human in a stolen ship that you 

have no idea how to use. When 
you catch ZiM, you are going to... 

what, exactly?

We�... 
STOP him!

<sigh> Right then. 
Tracking ZiM's garbage 

signature for the 
Earthbaby with no plan.

 

You're going after ZiM, 
an iRKEN iNVADER with 

untold decades of military 
training and a history of 

violence and mayhem. 

You don't 
know where 
he's going or 

what he plans 
to do.



G�D! Now 
let's prepare 

ourselves for whatever
unspeakable ho�ors 

we're about to find!

ONE SPACE JUMP LATER.

U	h...




