THE PHANTOM MENACE  - Christopher McElroy  - Chapter Four


CHAPTER FOUR: 

“THE INTERRUPTED ESCAPE” 

CAST: (in chronological order)


SOUND/FX ROLES:

Governor Sio Bibble
                
                                     Artoo Detoo

Sabe                               



            Other R2 Droids


Viceroy Nute Gunray 

Battle Droid OOM-9

Battle Droid Captain

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala

Captain Gordon Panaka

Battle Droid

Qui-Gon Jinn

Jar-Jar Binks

Naboo Guard

Obi-Wan Kenobi

Guard Droid

Ric Olie

Naboo Pilot

Captain Daultay Dofine

Tey How

Lieutenant Rune Haako

Darth Sidious

Elderly Naboo Man

Eirtae

Jawa

Junkyard Owner

Bib Fortuna

Watto 

Anakin Skywalker

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars – The Phantom Menace. Based on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Four – “The Interrupted Escape.” 

Music: Opening Theme.
NARRATOR: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away, there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was attacked by enemies from within. On the excuse of protesting an unfair tax law, the greedy Trade Federation blockaded – and then invaded – the small world of Naboo, a planet on the edge of the Republic’s territory. Two Jedi Knights, Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi, have been swept up in the Federation’s brutal attack on this peaceful world. With the aid of the Gungan Jar-Jar Binks, they journeyed to the underwater city of Otoh Gunga, home to thousands of Gungans, then endured a harrowing journey through monster-filled underwater caverns in a desperate attempt to reach the Queen of Naboo, Amidala, before the Federation’s battle droid army did…
SCENE 4-1   INTERIOR THEED - PALACE STAIRWAY - DAY 

Sound: The marching of several footsteps (some human, some droid, and some other) up a stairway. 

NARRATOR: But they are too late. The droids have already overrun the capitol city of Theed, and taken the Queen prisoner inside the royal palace…

Sound: Another set of footsteps come up at the top of the stairs. 
BIBBLE: Your Highness!! Oh, I’m so relieved to see you’re all right. When they hauled me out of my home and to the palace, I feared the worst. 

AMIDALA: (really Sabe, so the voice is slightly different) I refused to leave my chambers when the Neimoidians first arrived. They probably thought they would need you to ask me to come out.   

NUTE: Stop wasting our time. We brought you out of your chambers for a purpose, your Highness.                     

Sound: The combined group of people start to walk down the stairway. 

AMIDALA: I was not brought. This is my palace. I do not recognize your authority.

NUTE: It is our palace now. And our planet.             

BIBBLE: It is bad enough that you cut off our communications. Bad enough that you pretend this blockade of our world is legal. But landing an army and occupying our cities?!? How will you explain this invasion to the Senate? 

NUTE: The Queen and I will sign a treaty that will legitimize our occupation here. The treaty is sitting in my shuttle outside the palace, and you, Governor, shall serve as witness. I have assurances that the treaty, when produced, will be quickly ratified by the Senate. 

BIBBLE: A treaty?!? In the face of this blatant act of war?!? Are you insane?!? 

NUTE: (ignoring him) Naboo will renounce all ties to the Galactic Republic and become a protectorate of the Trade Federation. All trade and travel to and from Naboo will be done exclusively through us. You may keep your throne, provided your government remains loyal to us. In return, we shall set up mining, shipbuilding and energy processors to stimulate your economy tenfold --
AMIDALA: I will not cooperate. What you are suggesting goes against our every principle, our every belief. We have strived to always balance nature and industry. And you would destroy that balance in one blow. Transform our world into a poisonous wasteland -- 
NUTE: Now, now, Your Highness. It will happen whether you sign the treaty or not. If you cooperate, your people will share in the profits and have their freedom restored to them. 

Sound: The group reaches the bottom of the stairs. 

BIBBLE: Toiling away on an over-industrialized planet for a chance to return to the outer galaxy? You call that freedom?!? 

NUTE: (growing irritated with Bibble) It is more than they shall have if you refuse, your Highness. I think a demonstration is in order. Our droids have been constructing work camps similar to what we have in mind. We shall set the population to work, hunting for mineral deposits. In time, the suffering of your people will persuade you to see our point of view. 

BIBBLE: You dare to threaten our people?!? You cold-blooded, craven -- 

NUTE: Shut up, old man, or I shall find another witness!! (calmer) Queen Amidala, I hear you are compassionate, as well as wise. You do not like to see suffering. And our mining facilities, while efficient, are not exactly the safest in the galaxy. If you sign quickly, I could arrange for better safety measures… 

AMIDALA: (icy) You ask me to betray the trust my people placed in me. Do what you will. I will never surrender this world. 

BIBBLE: Well said, Your Highness.

NUTE: So be it. Just remember…the blood of your people will be on your hands alone. Commander? 

OOM-9: Yes, sir?                                                                                                                         

NUTE: (smug) Process them. Take them to Camp Four with the rest of the captured government leaders. Make certain the Queen is well guarded at all times. If she wishes to speak to me again, contact me at once.  

OOM-9: Yes, sir! (turns to his captain) Captain, take them to Camp Four.                           

CAPTAIN: Roger roger.
Sound: The group is marched out of the room. 

NUTE: (calling after them) Remember – their blood will be on your hands! Not mine – yours!! 
SCENE 4-2 EXTERIOR ROYAL PALACE - PLAZA - DAY 

Sound: The chirping of birds. The marching of battle droids and their human captives. The distant drone of the hover tanks. Otherwise, silence. 

PADME: (whisper) Look at this. The city’s quiet as a tomb. All our people being herded off like nerfs…

PANAKA: (whisper) It’s awful.

PADME: What do you think will happen to us? 

PANAKA: If we’re lucky, we wait in a cell with a laser gate while waiting for the Senate to send troops to free us. 

PADME: And if we’re unlucky? 

PANAKA: Then they’ll resort to torture, to force the Queen to sign their treaty. 

PADME: Sa…Her Highness won’t be able to withstand that for long. 

PANAKA: I know. Unfortunately, I’m out of ideas. 

PADME: There must be something we can do. We just can’t wait for help to come down out of the sky --  

Sound: A grunt, and two loud crashes in front, followed by a yelp (Jar-Jar) and a third crashing noise. 

BATTLE DROID: Open fi –

Sound: Lightsabers, screaming droids, chopping noises, sparks. 

PADME: What the…?!? Who are those two?!? They leapt right down from that overpass. And what’s that… thing with them…? 

PANAKA: It’s a Gungan! And those others…only Jedi Knights use weapons like that! 

PADME: Thank the gods, our rescue’s already at hand! 

Sound: The lightsabers extinguish as the last of the droids clatters to the ground. 

OBI-WAN: That’s all of them. 

BIBBLE: You don’t know how happy we are to see you, Jedi!  

QUI-GON: We should leave the streets, Your Highness. There’s an alley over here where we can talk. 

BIBBLE: A good idea. Come on, your Highness. 

PANAKA: Guards, grab the droids’ weapons. Hurry!  

GUARD: Sir! 

Sound: The guards pick up the weapons. 

JAR-JAR: Whoa…Mesa takin’ back what mesa said! Yousa guys bombad!

Sound: A rush of footsteps. The dialogue becomes more focused, indicating the alley. 
QUI-GON: Your Highness, I am Qui-Gon Jinn and my companion is Obi-Wan Kenobi. We are Jedi Knights and Ambassadors for the Supreme Chancellor. 

BIBBLE: (sour) Ohh. So you’re the ones to blame for all this. Your negotiations seem to have failed, Ambassador. 

QUI-GON: The negotiations never took place. The Federation destroyed our ship and nearly killed us. 

BIBBLE: The Federation attack a diplomatic envoy? A Jedi envoy?? Are we supposed to believe that?!? 

QUI-GON: It is the truth, Governor. The proof is all around you. Your Highness, it’s urgent that we make contact with the Republic at once. 
PANAKA: They've knocked out all our communications. Even our comlinks are useless.  

QUI-GON: I know. Do you have transports? 

PANAKA: In the main starfighter hangar, on the other side of the city. This way…Guards, cover the Queen!

GUARDS: WILD LINES, INDICATING “YES SIR!!” 

QUI-GON: Lead the way, Captain…

Sound: Another rush of footsteps, then fade for transition. 
SCENE 4-3   INTERIOR CENTRAL HANGAR - HALLWAY - DAY 

Sound: Very muted hangar noises from beyond a door. 

PANAKA: Here we are. Hangar’s just past this door. Let me have a quick look inside. 

BIBBLE: Not a sound, anyone. For all our lives. 

Sound: The hangar door cracks open slightly. The roar of the hangar beyond, and the occasional marching droid. 

QUI-GON: I take it that large chromium-plated craft there is our way out? 
PANAKA: Mm-hmm. The Queen’s personal transport. Before the attack, I had the chief pilot fuel and prep it. It’s fast and well shielded.                   

QUI-GON: That one will do.                                                                                                        

PANAKA: They left the hangar doors open, so we’ll be clear once we lift off. But how are we going to past those droids? There are too many of them. 

QUI-GON: That won't be a problem. Your Highness, under the circumstances, I suggest you come to Coruscant with us. 

AMIDALA: Thank you, Ambassador, but my place is here with my people. I would be a coward to abandon them to the mercies of the Federation.  
QUI-GON: They will kill you if you stay. 

BIBBLE: (shocked) Kill the Queen?!? They wouldn't dare!! 

PANAKA: They need her to sign a treaty to make this invasion of theirs legal. They can't afford to kill her!! 

OBI-WAN: Master, even the Federation would think twice about something like that. 

QUI-GON: The situation here is not what it seems. There are patterns in the Force here that I have never felt before. There is something else behind all this, Your Highness – otherwise there is no logic in the Federation's move here. I don’t know who is behind this, or why, but my feelings tell me they will destroy you. With or without your signature. 

BIBBLE: Your Highness… perhaps he’s right. The Federation certainly hasn’t been reasonable so far. Our only hope is for the Senate to side with us... Senator Palpatine will need your help. 

PANAKA: Getting past their blockade is impossible, even if we make it off the planet. Any attempt to escape will be dangerous. 

BIBBLE: Your Highness, I will stay here and do what I can...They will have to retain the Council of Governors to maintain even a semblance of law and order. But you must leave... 

QUI-GON: We’re running out of time. What is your decision? 

AMIDALA: I have heard all of your advice. But I wish the advice of my handmaidens before I decide. Padme? 

PADME: Yes, Your Highness? 

AMIDALA: Of all the handmaidens, I trust your judgment most of all. What should we do here – Go or stay?  Either choice presents a great risk...to us all...                                         
PADME: We are brave, Your Highness. I say we go.  

QUI-GON: We have tarried here too long. Soon the droids will start searching the city for us. If you are to leave, Your Highness, it must be now. 

AMIDALA: Then I will plead our case to the Senate. Be careful, Governor. 

BIBBLE: I will. 

AMIDALA: Yane, Sache, stay with the governor and protect him. Captain Panaka, guards, with me. Lead the way, Master Qui-Gon. 

SCENE 4-4 INTERIOR CENTRAL HANGAR - DAY 

Sound: The door opens the rest of the way, and the hangar noises grow louder. The group walks across the hangar. 
PANAKA: We’ll need to free those pilots over there from those droids. 

OBI-WAN: I'll deal with that. Don’t stop for anything. 

Sound: Obi-Wan’s footsteps fade off, while the others continue for a moment, then stop. 
GUARD DROID: Halt! Who are you, and where are you taking these people? 
QUI-GON: I'm the Ambassador for the Supreme Chancellor, and I'm taking these people with me to Coruscant.                                                                                                                                                                      

GUARD DROID: Where are you taking them?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              

QUI-GON: To Coruscant.                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

GUARD DROID: Coruscant?? Um, that doesn’t compute…contacting central computer…

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: (slightly far off) I’m in position! 

GUARD DROID: Uh, wait, uh… 

QUI-GON: The rest of you, run to the ship! NOW!!

GUARD DROID: Receiving instructions -- You're under arrest! 

Sound: Lightsaber noises, droid screams, cutting noises, the rushing of footsteps. A couple of blaster shots. All this occurs under the next lines of dialogue. 

OBI-WAN: Pilots, get up and get into the ship!! GO!!

RIC OLIE: Got it!! Come on, men!! You and you, join the governor over there!! 

PILOT: We’ll protect him! 

Sound: The footsteps pound up a rampway and fade out. The lightsabers extinguish, and all other noises stop. 

QUI-GON: They’re aboard! Come on, Obi-Wan! 

OBI-WAN: Right behind you! 

Sound: The ship begins to warm up its’ engines as the two Jedi rush up the ramp. The ramp hums shut as the engines build. Finally the engines roar, and the ship blasts out of the hangar.  

SCENE 4-5   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – MAIN CORRIDOR

Sound: Spacecraft interior, as the engines roar. Wild lines from guards and pilots. 

QUI-GON: I’m heading to the cockpit. Get these men situated, then join me.  

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master! 

Sound: the hissing of a door as Qui-Gon runs out.  

PILOT: Men, to your stations! Activate the R2 droids, we may need ‘em! 

JAR-JAR: Wow! Mesa never seen nuttin like dis…Disn so shiny…

PILOT: You. Jedi. Get that…creature…out of our way! 

JAR-JAR: (groan) Why ebrybody always orderin’ my away? 

OBI-WAN: All right. Come on, Jar-Jar, over here. We don’t need to be in these people’s way. 

Sound: Another door hisses open. 
OBI-WAN: Looks like a storage room for droids. It ought to do. Now stay here, and keep out of trouble. I’ve got to help the others. 
JAR-JAR: Oh…okeyday…

Sound: The door closes. Beeping from a couple of R2 units. 

JAR-JAR: Hello, boyos. Disa gonna be a longo trip, hey? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ANSWER. 

SCENE 4-6   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – BRIDGE

Sound: Battleship bridge sounds. A wailing alarm can be heard in the background. The crackling of a holographic image coming to life. 

DOFINE: Put shields to full power!! Oh – yes, Viceroy? 

NUTE: (filtered) What is going on?!? There are sirens going off all over the city! 

DOFINE: A vessel has taken off from Theed, heading into orbit as we speak. The central computer reports the droids guarding the Queen have been disabled or destroyed. 

NUTE: The Queen is trying to escape?!? How could – 

DOFINE: The Jedi were spotted with her. 

NUTE: The Jedi. Ohhh no…recapture that vessel, Captain!! At once!! 

DOFINE: We’re working on that right now. Tey How, is the Naboo vessel’s course calculated?                                                                     

TEY HOW: Yes, Captain. Course is consistent with a hyperspace vector to Coruscant.         

DOFINE: Bring us up to power. Put us between the ship and the projected jump point. Deploy the other battleships in a screen formation.                                                                                       

NUTE: Reduce turbolasers to half-power. If the Queen is aboard that ship, we want her alive.  

DOFINE: (stiffly) Do as he says. Have the tractor beams standing by. As soon as the ship is disabled, we shall haul it aboard our ship.                                                                                      

TEY HOW: As you command.  

SCENE 4-7   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - COCKPIT 

Sound: Cockpit noises. The door hisses open, and Qui-Gon walks in. 

QUI-GON: What’s our situation? 

PANAKA: We’re breaking orbit -- shields are up. The Federation battleships have moved right in front of our hyperspace vector. I’ve got the navicomputer calculating a course to Coruscant now. 

QUI-GON: Good. Pilot, you think you can get us past those ships?  

RIC OLIE: I’ll sure try. Oh -- the name’s Ric Olie. Thanks for helping out down there, Jedi.         

QUI-GON: You’re welcome. But better save your thanks until we deal with what’s up there.       

RIC OLIE: Heh, I heard that. Our communications are still jammed. What do we do about those big boys?                                                                                 

QUI-GON: The time for talking is over. Just keep the ship full throttle and on course.
RIC OLIE: All right. There’s the blockade up ahead! Hang on! 

Sound: Alarm noises. The door hisses open as Obi-Wan enters. The first turbolaser shots from the Federation battleship. 

OBI-WAN: The pilots are all at battle stations, Master. 

QUI-GON: Good. They’re opening fire – grab on to something!!

Sound: The rumble of the turbolaser batteries. The ship shakes and groans with each hit. 

RIC OLIE: Those guys are packing a wallop. Evasive maneuvers…

QUI-GON: Count your blessings, Ric. Only the one ship’s firing. 

RIC OLIE: Yeah, and it might be all they’ll need! Shields down to 60 percent…(hit) 45 percent…(hit) We should abort, sir! Our deflector shields can’t withstand this!

QUI-GON: We’re not giving up! Shift all power to forward shields -- 

Sound: An especially loud hit. Another alarm begins. 

RIC OLIE: DAMN!! Shield generator’s been hit! Power’s down…

OBI-WAN: Can you get the shields back up? 

RIC OLIE: Not from here. I’ll have to send repair droids outside to the hull breach. Hopefully they can fix it. 

QUI-GON: Do it. 

Sound: A beeping noise from the console. 

RIC OLIE: There they go. I’ve got a visual on ‘em for you. 

QUI-GON: Careful, Ric. They’ll certainly target the droids next. 

RIC OLIE: I know. I’m trying my best, there’s just too much fire out there. If I get too fancy, I may knock the droids off – (without the fire.) 

Sound: On the screen, a filtered death scream from one droid as it’s hit by turbolaser fire. 
RIC OLIE: There goes a droid…
PANAKA: Stay on course!                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               

QUI-GON: We’re still a couple of minutes away from safety. Captain, does this ship have a cloaking device?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               

PANAKA: What?!? No! This is not a warship, Jedi! We have no weapons. We’re a peaceful, non-violent people… that’s why the Federation was brave enough to attack us in the first place!                                          

QUI-GON: No weapons… (sighs)                   

Sound: Another death scream from a droid.                                                                                

OBI-WAN: We’re losing droids fast! There’s only two left! 

RIC OLIE: I thought we had one more…                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        

PANAKA: If they can’t get the shield generator fixed in time, we’ll be sitting ducks!

Sound: Another droid death scream. 

OBI-WAN: Only one left!! 

QUI-GON: Captain, we may have to prepare to be boarded…                                                                                                                                                                                                

RIC OLIE: We’re not gonna make it! The shields are gone!

SCENE 4-8   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – BRIDGE

TEY HOW: Captain, the Naboo vessel’s shields are out. 

DOFINE: Inform the Viceroy’s shuttle they are clear to launch. The Queen shall be back in our custody momentarily. 

SCENE 4-9 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - COCKPIT
RIC OLIE: There’s just too much firepower out here!! I can’t avoid them all…

Sound: A growing hum from the console. 

RIC OLIE: Wh -- Power’s back! That little R2 droid did it. He bypassed the main power drive. Deflector shields up at maximum!    

PANAKA: We’re coming up on that lead battleship!                                                                                                               

QUI-GON: Move in closer. Hug the hull of the battleship. That way they won’t be able to hit us without damaging themselves. 

RIC OLIE: Doing it! That droid’s back in the ship now. Hang on!! 

Sound: Music up as the vessel roars past the Federation battleship. Cheers from the people on the bridge as the Naboo vessel gets clear.

SCENE 4-10    INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – BRIDGE

DOFINE: No!! That vessel’s getting away!! Can’t these pilot droids hit one ship?!? 

TEY HOW: The Naboo spacecraft has gotten clear. Shall I launch droid starfighters?                               

DOFINE: No! Their weapons are locked on full. They would only destroy the ship. (shaky sigh)  

TEY HOW: The Viceroy’s shuttle shall dock in five minutes. What shall I tell them? (beat) Captain? (fading out) Captain…

SCENE 4-11    INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - COCKPIT 

QUI-GON: How soon to lightspeed? 

RIC OLIE: (sigh) I’m afraid we can’t go to lightspeed. 

OBI-WAN: What?!?
RIC OLIE: Those Federation bullies knew exactly where to hit us. There's not enough power to get us to Coruscant...the hyperdrive is leaking. We can manage maybe a point one jump for about eight hours, and that’s it.  

QUI-GON: We'll have to land somewhere to refuel and repair the ship. Obi-Wan, check the star charts. Are there any planets in the area that’s reachable in eight hours?  

OBI-WAN: Hang on…

Sound: The whirring and beeping of the console. 
OBI-WAN: Here, Master. Tatooine... It's small, out of the way, poor... The Trade Federation has no presence there. 

PANAKA: How can you be sure? 

QUI-GON: It's controlled by the Hutts.
PANAKA: The Hutts?? 

OBI-WAN: It's risky...but there's no alternative. 

PANAKA: You can't take Her Royal Highness there! I’ve dealt with those monsters before in my days as a Republic scout. The Hutts are gangsters and slavers!! Life – other than their own -- means nothing to them! If they discovered her... 

QUI-GON: It would be no different than if we landed on a system controlled by the Federation. Except the Hutts aren't looking for her, which gives us the advantage. All we have to do is land near a populated city, get the parts we need, and be back on our way before anyone is the wiser. 

PANAKA: (frustrated sigh) I hope you know what you’re doing. 
QUI-GON: I do. Ric…set course for Tatooine.  

SCENE 4-12    INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP - CONFERENCE ROOM 

NUTE: How could you be so incompetent, Captain Dofine!! It was one small ship, unarmed, against you and forty-nine other battleships!! 

DOFINE: We knocked out their shield generator, but they managed to repair it before we could land a disabling shot – 

NUTE: And it never once occurred to you to go ahead and use the tractor beam?!? It can be used on unshielded spaceships, you know! 

DOFINE: Er…I…

NUTE: I don’t want to hear any more of your excuses! All our lives may be forfeit now, thanks to your bungling!! Get out of here!! 

DOFINE: (moans in terror) 

Sound: A door opens and closes as Dofine runs out. 

RUNE: I knew we should have gotten another captain for this. Daultay Dofine is fine for standard cargo-running, but major combat is simply too much for him. (beat) Just remember, it was you who appointed him. 

NUTE: (sigh) How could things have gone so wrong, Rune? We followed Lord Sidious’s plan down to the letter. And now…

RUNE: I’ve already got the central computer extrapolating possible destinations from their last-known heading. They’re out there…we just have to find them. 

Sound: A beep as the intercom activates. 

TEY HOW: Sir, we are receiving a coded message for you. 

NUTE: (louder) Route it in here, Tey How. 

Sound: The holographic image buzzes into existence. 

NUTE: Greetings, Lord Sidious. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy. What are you two doing sitting here in the conference room? 

NUTE: Er…nothing, my Lord. Just discussing how the day’s events have gone. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Is that so? “Nothing?” I want a status report now. 
NUTE: The concentration camps have all been completed. The capitol of Theed is fully under our control. We control all the cities in the North and are searching for any other settlements... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Yes, yes. Have you begun sending the other battleships back to their trade routes yet? 

NUTE: Yes, my Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Good. Now then -- destroy all high-ranking officials, Viceroy...slowly...quietly. But be thorough. I want the planetary government completely dismantled. 

NUTE: Er…is that wise, My Lord? If the Senate does decide to contest the occupation – 

DARTH SIDIOUS: They will not. And Queen Amidala, has she signed the treaty? (pause) Well??

NUTE: Er…

DARTH SIDIOUS: Spit it out, Viceroy! What have you done wrong now?!?  

NUTE: She has disappeared, My Lord. Despite our best efforts, one Naboo cruiser got past the blockade…                  

DARTH SIDIOUS: You…let… her…escape?!?

NUTE: (hysterical) I am sorry, my Lord!! It was Captain Dofine’s fault – the idiot let their ship get away!!
DARTH SIDIOUS: I’ll be sure to devise a slow and agonizing death for him when all of this is over. And how, pray tell, did the Queen manage to get to a ship if she was securely in your custody?!? 

NUTE: (reluctantly) The Jedi, My Lord. They found their way to her, overpowered her guards… 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Your lives depend on this next answer. Did they manage to go into hyperspace?

NUTE: (relieved) Yes…but we did detect a large fuel leak on their ship just before they jumped. We estimate at top speed, their hyperdrive cut out within minutes. They are adrift in space, my Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: (heart-stopping beat) Right answer, Viceroy. Find and recapture her. 

NUTE: Well…that may not be necessary, my Lord. I have one of my best officers working on a forgery of the Queen’s signature, as well as a faked holomessage of the Queen surrendering -- 
DARTH SIDIOUS: That won’t be good enough! For my plans, I need the Queen herself, not some fakery! Viceroy, find her! I want that treaty signed!!
NUTE: My Lord, it's impossible to locate the ship. It's out of our range. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Not for a Sith…  

Sound: A second holoimage buzzes into existence. 

RUNE: (strangled scream) 

NUTE: Wh…what is that horrid thing, My Lord?!? It looks like what humanoids would call a “devil”! 
DARTH SIDIOUS: He, Viceroy, not it. This is my apprentice. Lord Maul. He will find your lost ship. Once we have the Queen back, and the treaty is signed…then I shall decide what to do with you.   

Sound: The hologram fades off. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                NUTE: This is getting out of hand. Now there are two of them.

RUNE: We should not have made this bargain. What will happen when the Jedi become aware we are doing business with the Sith? 

NUTE: At this point, I would almost rather take my chances with the Jedi. 

RUNE: What do we do now? 

NUTE: What else can we do? We send the other ships home, we set the prisoners to work…and we wait.

Music: Transition.  

SCENE 4-13   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – DROID HOLD

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Periodic electric “zapping” noises. 

JAR-JAR: YII!!! Stop pleez!! Hep!! Hep me!! Mad droid! Mad droid! 

ARTOO: AN ANGRY FLURRY OF BEEPS. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa sorry! Mesa was only needen help to fix da utter droid – YEOOWWW!! 

Sound: A door hisses open. 

OBI-WAN: What’s going on here? 

JAR-JAR: Obi-one, save me! Dis droid is loony! It keeps zappin’ me! 

PANAKA: R2 unit, what’s going on? 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A LONG, ANGRY STATEMENT. 

OBI-WAN: I’m afraid I’m not quite fluent in electronic language. Droid, can you plug up to a computer terminal? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AFFIRMATIVE. 

Sound: Artoo rolls up to a computer and plugs in. 

ARTOO: LETS OUT A LONG STRING OF ELECTRONIC WORDS. 

OBI-WAN: It says the funny looking one was poking around the room during the battle and broke a fellow droid. 

PANAKA: Here’s the droid it’s talking about. Its dome has been pried open – (angry) Gungan, I hope you’ve got a good explanation for this.  

JAR-JAR: M-mesa was just looking around. Mesa tap da droid on da dome, and da dome popped up. I was like “Oooh, disn opens?” and my pulled it up a bit more. Den all kindsa springs and tings come flying out. I was just joken – I put da dome back down!

PANAKA: You stupid fool! If that droid had been topside, our hyperdrive might not have been hit!! We would have been safely on our way to Coruscant now, if it wasn’t for you!! 

JAR-JAR: GROAN. 

PANAKA: Jedi, give me one good reason why I shouldn’t throw this worthless creature out the airlock! 

OBI-WAN: I’m sure there is one. But at the moment, I’m having trouble thinking of it. 

JAR-JAR: Ohhh nooo… mesa sorry…. (about to sob) Mesa fix it, mesa fix it…

PANAKA: Get away from that droid! You’ve already done enough damage! 

Sound: Tinkering noises. 

JAR-JAR: No, no! Disn was my mistake, disn my job to repa—

Sound: Huge electrical zap. 

JAR-JAR: YYYEEEOOOWWW!!! 

OBI-WAN: (sigh) Jar-Jar…

PANAKA: Wait a minute. That droid’s not activated now. How could it have a charge like that…? 

OBI-WAN: Don’t touch it then. Artoo, can you check it out? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AFFIRMATIVE. 

Sound: Tinkering noises. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ALARM. 

PANAKA: What’s that? Use the terminal again. 

Sound: Artoo plugs in. 

ARTOO: BEEPS AGAIN. 

PANAKA: There was a wild power surge going in the droid. Apparently, it wasn’t made all that well. Hmm. If it had made it topside, and started working on the shield generator…

OBI-WAN: The charge would have carried into the generator. Wrecked it beyond repair, if not exploded it. Jar-Jar, the Force is truly with you! You’ve saved us! 

JAR-JAR: Uh…. mesa did?!? 

PANAKA: Well, you and this Artoo unit, at least. Once we’ve landed, we’ll see about repairing this red droid and getting him put to rights. Come on, Artoo unit, you’ve got a date with the Queen. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES.  

OBI-WAN: Jar-Jar, I may have been wrong about you. Maybe you’ll serve a purpose after all. 

JAR-JAR: Wow. Mesa never woulda tought it. 

Music: Transition. 
SCENE 4-14   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – QUEEN’S CHAMBERS 

Sound: Ambient chamber sounds. 
PANAKA: (fading in) …an extremely well put together little droid. Without a doubt, it saved the ship, as well as our lives. 

AMIDALA: It is to be commended...what is its’ number? 

ARTOO: LETS OUT SOME BEEPS. 

Sound: Panaka wipes some dirt off of Artoo. 
PANAKA: Let me get the dirt off this dome panel…ah. R2-D2, Your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Thank you, Artoo Detoo. You have proven to be very loyal.

ARTOO: WHISTLES, “IT WEREN’T NOTHING.” 

AMIDALA: Padme! 

PADME: Yes, Your Highness? 

AMIDALA: Clean this droid up as best you can. It deserves our gratitude.

PADME: I will. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES APPRECIATIVELY. 

AMIDALA: (to Panaka) Continue, Captain. 

PANAKA: Your Highness, our hyperdrive was damaged. We’re going to have to divert to another world for a while. Qui-Gon? 

QUI-GON: Your Highness, with your permission, we are heading for a remote planet called Tatooine. It is a system far beyond the reach of the Trade Federation. We shall be there by early tomorrow morning. There we will be able to make needed repairs, and then travel on to Coruscant. 

PANAKA: Your Highness, Tatooine is very dangerous. It's controlled by an alliance of gangs called the Hutts. I do not agree with the Jedi on this. 

QUI-GON: You must trust my judgment, Your Highness.

AMIDALA: Must I? What do you think, Padme? 

PADME: I…I think we can trust these Jedi, Your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Then we are in your hands, Master Jedi.  

QUI-GON: Hmm… Thank you, your Highness. Once the ship’s repaired and we’re on our way to Coruscant, our troubles should be almost over. 

Sound: The door opens and Padme and Artoo walk out. 

PADME: (moving out of the room) The droid shall be ready by tomorrow. 

AMIDALA: Thank you, Padme. 

Sound: The door closes. 

QUI-GON: Well, it is getting late, your Highness, we shall leave you to your rest. 

AMIDALA: I am in no hurry to sleep, Jedi. I wish an exhibition of your abilities. 

QUI-GON: (thrown) Excuse me? 

AMIDALA: (airy) I have heard of the legendary powers of the Jedi. Their ability to lift items using their mind. Their skill with the lightsaber. I command that the two of you stage a demonstration for me. 

QUI-GON: (beat) Well. Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: (he doesn’t like it, but) There’s little else we can do at the moment. 

QUI-GON: (forced politeness) Very well, your Highness. For your entertainment. 

Sound: Fade out on Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan igniting their lightsabers.
SCENE 4-15 EXTERIOR NABOO – PRISON MINE

Sound: The chirping of birds is drowned out by the clamor of mining machinery – drills, picks and shovels, the occasional explosive blast. Battle droids are marching everywhere, shouting out electronic orders. The occasional moans and sobs of Naboo prisoners. 
BATTLE DROID: You there, take the hovercart over to Pit Twelve and have it fully loaded up! 

BATTLE DROID #2: You have a quota. You must extract 200 tons of crystals and minerals before the day is up. Work quicker. Work harder. 

ELDERLY MAN: (weak, shaky) Please, sir…I need some water…

BATTLE DROID: What do you need it for? 

ELDERLY MAN: I feel faint…my mouth is dry…I can’t work without water…

BATTLE DROID: You cannot work? 

ELDERLY MAN: No. Please…water…

Sound: A blaster shot. The elderly man slumps to the ground. 

BATTLE DROID: Remove this body for incineration. Get another prisoner over here to work. 

BATTLE DROID #3: Roger roger. 

Sound: Crossfade to indicate another part of the work yard. The zapping noise of a laser drill. A battle droid marches up. 

BATTLE DROID: Prisoner Bibble. 

BIBBLE: (tired) That is…Governor Bibble…you bucket of bolts. 

BATTLE DROID: Prisoner Bibble. The Viceroy has ordered us to bring you to him. (cocks rifle) Drop your laser drill and come with us, or we will break your legs and carry you. 

BIBBLE: Well, since you put it that way, I think I’ll come willingly…

Sound: The laser drill stops, and Bibble drops it onto the gravel. 

BATTLE DROID: Follow us. 

Sound: Footsteps on the gravel. 

BIBBLE: Tell me. What kind of efficient operation do you expect to run when your workers are dropping dead on the job? 

BATTLE DROID: That is none of my concern. 

BIBBLE: It should be. You and your fellow droids will likely be replacing us once we’re all gone. Which won’t be very long in the future, as hard as you’re pushing us. Four hours of sleep, little food or water, people of all ages being driven like…like they’re droids! 

BATTLE DROID: That is none of my concern. (stops walking) Into this speeder. We will take you to the Viceroy’s palace. 

BIBBLE: Oh. It’s the Viceroy’s palace now, is it? We’ll see for how long, once the Senate takes action. 

BATTLE DROID: Get in. 

Sound: Bibble gets aboard. The speeder hums and roars off. 

SCENE 4-16   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - COCKPIT 

Sound: Cockpit noises. A beeping noise from the console. 
RIC OLIE: That's it up ahead. Tatooine. (reading from the console) Third planet of a binary star system. Population about 200,000. Average temperature…whew…about 95 degrees. It’s gonna be mighty warm. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, check the sensors and find us a suitable place to land.   

OBI-WAN: Working on it, Master…There's a settlement...a spaceport, looks like. Computer lists it as ‘Mos Espa.’ 
QUI-GON: (amused) Any particular reason why that one, Padawan? 

OBI-WAN:  Er…no, not really. It just seems like the right one to go to.                                                  

QUI-GON: I had the same feeling myself, Obi-Wan. You may learn to trust the living Force yet. Ric, land the ship near the outskirts of town, about…there. Five miles away.

PANAKA: It’s gonna be a long walk. 

QUI-GON: It’ll be worth it. We don't want to attract any attention. Obi-Wan, go in the back and uncouple the hyperdrive – see how bad it is. Captain Panaka, inform the Queen that we’re landing. 

PANAKA: All right. 

Sound: The hissing of the door and footsteps as Obi-Wan and Panaka leave. 

QUI-GON: What parts and tools will I need to find, Ric? 

RIC OLIE: I couldn’t really tell you. I’m not a mechanic. It’s probably a pretty long list, though. You’re gonna go out there by yourself? 

QUI-GON: It depends. Who on this ship is knowledgeable with this vessel’s technology? 

RIC OLIE: The pilots are, but… Actually, a good idea would be to take that droid, Artoo Detoo, along with you. It’d know what the ship needed. And we frankly haven’t got any use for it around here until we have the parts anyway. 

QUI-GON: A good idea, Ric. I have a small holoprojector – I’ll program it with a holo of the ship, in case the dealers in town need to know the specific make and model of the craft. 

RIC OLIE: I’ll get to work on plotting the shortest possible route from here to Coruscant, so that we can make up for lost time once we’re flying again. 

QUI-GON: Thank you, Ric. I’ll be back as soon as I can.

Sound: The door opens, and closes again after Qui-Gon leaves. 
SCENE 4-16   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – CORRIDOR

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Qui-Gon’s footsteps, and the opening of a panel. 

OBI-WAN: I’ll have the hyperdrive out of the floor in a few minutes, Master. 

QUI-GON: Good. We’re entering the atmosphere now; I’ll set out once we land.  

PANAKA: (coming up) Oh, there you are. The Queen’s been informed, Qui-Gon. You’re heading out? 

QUI-GON: Yes. I’m taking the R2 unit with me. 

PANAKA: All right. Just up ahead and to the right. The handmaiden cleaned up the droid last night, so it should be powered up and fit to travel. 

QUI-GON: Good. 

PANAKA: Your Gungan friend’s with them as well. Take him too. The other pilots and guards are grumbling about him...he’s been wandering around, stumbling and knocking over stuff. I don’t want any fights on the ship.  

QUI-GON: A wise precaution, Captain. I’ll take him along. 

Sound: More footsteps, and a door opens. 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Hello. 

ARTOO: BEEPS A GREETING. 

QUI-GON: What have you been up to? 

JAR-JAR: Oh, mesa just lookin’ around. Mesa find dis handmaiden here, Padme, cleaning up da droid. So mesa hep her. 

PADME: First time I’ve ever seen a Gungan before. 

QUI-GON: I hope he hasn’t been too much trouble. 

PADME: Oh no, he’s been fine. We’ve been talking. Seems we have a lot in common. 

QUI-GON: There may be hope for Naboo-Gungan relations yet. Jar-Jar, get ready. I’m heading out to a nearby town, and you’re going with me. The droid as well. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES AN ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 

JAR-JAR: What?!? B-b-but --

QUI-GON: Artoo, hook up to the ship’s computer before joining me. I’ll need a complete list of required replacement parts and repair tools. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 

QUI-GON: Oh, handmaiden…I’d like a disguise for when I go outside. 

PADME: You’re going outside? To where? 

QUI-GON: A large settlement. I think I’d fit in best as a peasant, or a farmer. Does the Queen have anything in her wardrobe that might help? 

PADME: No…but I do. I was raised by farmers in the mountain areas. You’ll find a pancho up ahead in the Queen’s quarters, near Her Highness’s makeup cases. 

QUI-GON: Thank you, handmaiden.  

Sound: Qui-Gon walks off. 

JAR-JAR: But…my no want to go outside! 

PADME: Excuse me, Jar-Jar. I have to…take care of something. 

Sound: Padme runs out. 

SCENE 4-17    EXTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - MAIN AREA 

Sound: A screeching and ratcheting of chains. Padme runs by.  

PADME: Excuse me, Jedi…
OBI-WAN: No problem. Hmm. Wonder what she was in such a hurry about? (the chain noises stop) There…that’s got it. Let’s have a look at you. Hmm…

Sound: Jar-Jar runs up. 
JAR-JAR: Obi-Wan, sire, pleeese, no mesa go! 

OBI-WAN: What? What are you talking about? 

JAR-JAR: Quiggon wantsa mesa to go with him to da city. It’s too hot outta dere! Mesa fry! 

OBI-WAN: Sorry, but Qui-Gon's right. You'll only be in the way on board. Where he’s going there will be tons of non-humans. By being with him, you’ll help him blend in, and make things less obvious. (muttering to himself) I hope. 

JAR-JAR: (walking off) Ohhh, itsen no fair…

QUI-GON: (coming up) Obi-Wan. How bad is the hyperdrive? 
OBI-WAN: The hyperdrive generator is gone, Master. See – shot went right through the main fuel line. The rest of the hyperdrive’s repairable, but the generator isn’t. We will need a new one.            

QUI-GON: That’ll complicate things. Generators are the most expensive part of a hyperdrive. 

OBI-WAN: The other repairs are minor. We have most of the parts; all we need are the tools and a few minor pieces. 

QUI-GON: Good. Are you familiar with the Nubian’s design? 

OBI-WAN: Enough that I can get by. A couple of pilots are working on the red-domed Artoo unit. Hopefully it’ll be able to help. 
QUI-GON: All right, I’m off then. (closer, whisper) Be wary...I sense a disturbance in the Force. 

OBI-WAN: I feel it also, Master. I can’t tell if it’s good or bad, though. 

QUI-GON: Neither can I. But we’d best not take chances. I’ll try and be as fast with this as I can.  

OBI-WAN: I’ll keep a close watch over the Queen.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         

QUI-GON: Good. Don’t let them send any transmissions. 
OBI-WAN: I won’t. 

ARTOO: (rolling up) BEEPS OUT A GREETING. 

QUI-GON: Artoo. Did you download the information I need? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN THE AFFIRMATIVE. 

QUI-GON: Good. Come on, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh nooo…

Sound: The group marches (and rolls) down the exit ramp. 

SCENE 4-18  INTERIOR ROYAL STARSHIP – QUEEN’S AUDIENCE CHAMBER

Sound: Ambient spacecraft sounds. A door opens. In the background, the handmaidens whisper excitedly about “those handsome Jedi.”  

PADME: Why didn’t you warn me that Jedi was leaving? 

PANAKA: I didn’t see a point. There won’t be anything you can do to help him –

PADME: I’m going with him. Eirtae, help me get this robe off. 

PANAKA: What?!? Your Highness – 

PADME: (indicates removing robe) Don’t worry, I’m wearing clothes under this. I wanted to be ready at a moment’s notice, just in case you decided to be overprotective. Here, Eirtae. 

EIRTAE: I have it, your Highness. 

PANAKA: You know that’s not what I was going to say! Your Highness, this planet is highly dangerous. To go out there, even with a Jedi escort, is foolhardy! You don’t know what these natives are like – 

PADME: I can’t just stand around here like a statue all day, hoping things will turn out all right. Look, you trained me well, I’ll be fine. Now come on, let’s get after that Jedi before he gets too far out! And look after the ship while I’m gone. 

PANAKA: Your Highness…

PADME: Do I have to make it an order? 

PANAKA: (sigh) No. You don’t. Come on…
SCENE 4-19   EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT - SPACESHIP - DAY 

Sound: The blowing of the desert wind. The far-off growls of the banthas. The crunching of feet upon sand, and the rolling of Artoo’s treads.  

JAR-JAR: Awww….dissa bombad sun. So hot…
QUI-GON: (sounding a bit distracted) You’ll be all right… 

JAR-JAR: Quiggon? Hey, Quiggon? Yousa all right? 

QUI-GON: What? Oh, Jar-Jar. I’m fine. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa know itsen hot, boot…my didn’t tink it’d make you shaky dis quick.

QUI-GON: No, no, it’s not that. I’ve never been here before, but…this place seems familiar. Yes…I’ve seen this place in a dream.  

JAR-JAR: A dream? 

QUI-GON: (uncertain) Yes. I was…looking for somebody. Or someone was looking for me. Maybe… both?  

JAR-JAR: Yousa needen to do back to da ship? 

QUI-GON: No, I don’t. Please, forgive the ramblings of an old man, Jar-Jar. Let’s get going. 
JAR-JAR: Okeyday. (they start walking again) Ohhh…Da sun doen murder to mesa skin…

QUI-GON: Keep up with me, Jar-Jar. We’re in a hurry.  

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 

Sound: From the distance, two sets of footsteps run up. 
PANAKA: (coming up) Wait! WAIT!!
Sound: The footsteps stop. 

QUI-GON: What is this?? 

PANAKA: Uh, well…

PADME: (pointedly) Go on, Captain. 

PANAKA: Her Highness commands you to take her handmaiden with you. She wishes for her to observe the local... 

QUI-GON: No more commands from Her Highness today, Captain. This spaceport is not going to be pleasant. 

PANAKA: (emphatic) The Queen wishes it. She is curious about the planet. 

PADME: I've been trained in self-defense. I speak a number of languages. I can take care of myself. 

QUI-GON: You again – the farmer’s daughter. Well, you’re certainly in the right clothing for it now. Tell me, have you ever spent any time in a major city? On any world other than your own? 

PADME: Well…there’s a first time for everything. 

QUI-GON: Wrong answer. Captain, this is not a pleasure cruise, and I am not a tour guide. Take her back and tell the Queen -- 

PANAKA: If it’s any consolation, I don’t agree with this either. But the Queen has commanded it, and what the Queen says goes. 

QUI-GON: Captain – 

PANAKA: Please, Qui-Gon. Please don't make me go back and tell her you refused. 

QUI-GON: (sighs) Fine. Fine. I don't have time to argue. But this is not a good idea, and I want you to tell the Queen that for me. 

PANAKA: I will.

QUI-GON: So, handmaiden…

PADME: Padme. 

QUI-GON: Padme?? (starts to say something, then thinks better of it) All right – Padme. We are going into this city for parts and nothing else. Stay close to me at all times. Do not speak to other beings unless I say you can. At the first sign of trouble, get behind me. Is that clear? 

PADME: Crystal clear, Jedi. 

PANAKA: (walking off) Thank you, Qui-Gon. I’ll see you later…   

Sound: The group sets off again. 

SCENE 4-20   EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - DAY 

Sound: A cacophony of noises – the chatter of various beings (of all types), the snorts of banthas and rontos, the whine of landspeeders zooming by, the distant roar of launching and landing spaceships. And again, the footsteps and rolling. 
PADME: This town seems like a terrible place to live. Hot, dingy…what kind of people would want to live here? 

QUI-GON: Pirates, smugglers, drug runners…for most, this is their home away from home. 
PADME: Criminals live here? I remember Captain Panaka saying something about the Hutts…

QUI-GON: Tatooine is home to Jabba the Hutt, who controls most of the smuggling, piracy, and slavery that funds this world. He controls the spaceports and settlements, all the populated areas. The deserts belong to the Jawas, who scavenge whatever they can to sell or trade, and to the Tuskens, who live as nomads and feel free to steal from everyone. There are a number of small moisture farms as well, operated by off-worlders not directly connected to the Hutts. Most avoid places like this. The few spaceports like this one are havens for those who do not wish to be found... 

PADME: ...like us. 

QUI-GON: Exactly.  

PADME: Do you really think we can find the parts we need here? 

QUI-GON: Spaceports usually have junkyards, and most specialize in out-of-the-way parts. 

PADME: Where do we look? All these buildings look the same to me. 

JAR-JAR: And my don’t tink dey sell maps. 

QUI-GON: The Jawas would know where the best junkshops are. I’ll ask one. Excuse me…

JAWA: Ibana? 

QUI-GON: Can you tell me where the nearest salvage shop is?

JAWA: Mombay opakwa uwanna waa jol. Bom’loo pop’nloo.

QUI-GON: Thank you. Come on, Padme, Jar-Jar. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN CONFUSION. 

PADME: How did you understand what he said? 

QUI-GON: (amused) You don’t think Jedi training is all meditation and lightsaber drills, do you? I can only speak a couple of languages, but I understand many more. Ah, here we are. A very large junkyard in the back…hopefully this place will have what we need. 

SCENE 4-21   INTERIOR JUNKYARD – MOS ESPA – DAY

Sound: Hissing of oil baths, whirring of machinery, sparking/sawing noises of metalworking. A cacophony of noise. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: (far off) Yes, put that binder aside – Ebe Endicott’s coming by later today to look it over. 

QUI-GON: Excuse me, sir – 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Eh? Oh, hello there. A farmer, huh? I’m afraid we’re fresh out of farm equipment. You want some vaporators, the Jawas got a great deal going down the street. 

QUI-GON: Er, no, sir, I don’t need farm equipment. I’m looking for a T-14 – 

Sound: A distant shout from the other side of the shop. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Hold that thought. (loudly) What was that??

Sound: The distant voice repeats itself. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Yeah. Yeah, I see. All right, I’ll see what I can do. (quieter) Sorry about that. What did you want? 

QUI-GON: I’m looking for a T-14 hyperdrive generator. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: T-14? Nope, afraid we’re out of those. Can get you a T-10, though. Take some jury-rigging, but you might be able to make it work. 

QUI-GON: I’m afraid that’s not an option. You see, my ship – 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Tell you what, tell you what. Where were you wanting to go? 

QUI-GON: To Coruscant. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Well, it just so happens I have a ship available for a quick trip. Nice point three hyperdrive, get you there in a couple of days. Question is, how bad are you wanting to get there? 

QUI-GON: How much would it take? 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Oh, say…the girl here. 

PADME: What?!? 

QUI-GON: Excuse me? 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Looks a little on the plain side, but with some makeup – she’s got an okay body, near as I can tell – 

PADME: Sorry, but I’m not for sale! 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Can we talk privately, farmer? 

QUI-GON: Excuse me, sir – 

JUNKYARD OWNER: (whisper) Now see, my employer is very well connected. To some powerful beings, if you get my drift. And they are usually very generous to someone who is willing to share, shall we say…more than the usual. We are prepared to offer you a very generous sum. More than your farm could make in several years –

QUI-GON: Not interested. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: That your final answer? 

QUI-GON: That’s my only answer. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: (sigh) Hang on. (walks across the room, speaks in a whisper) Sorry, but it looks like they’re not interested. 

BIB: (whispers something to the owner) 
JUNKYARD OWNER: How did I know you’d say that? All right, go get the guys, and I’ll explain it to them. 

QUI-GON: (whisper) Padme, get behind me and head for the door. Jar-Jar, Artoo, you follow her. 

ARTOO: MOANS. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Oh no, wesa in trubble again…

Sound: Several beings rush in the door. 

PADME: Hey, get away from me! Don’t touch me, you beasts! 

QUI-GON: What is this?
JUNKYARD OWNER: (coming up) I’m sorry, but I’m afraid my employer insists. The beings he’s associated with have a…predilection, shall we say…for human females. Now, you could walk away with a great cash reward, or you can walk away with nothing. 

THUG #3: (alien sentence) 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Or you can not walk away at all. Your choice.  

QUI-GON: Tell that Twi’lek that under no circumstances will I sell the girl. And if he insists on making an issue of it, he will soon be short several henchmen. 

BIB: (Huttese sentence) 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Now, we can do this the easy way, or we can do this the hard way. The easy way is, my pals take this girl to the palace of -- 

Sound: A hitting noise. 

RODIAN: (yelps in pain) 

PADME: I said GET AWAY!! 

QUI-GON: Padme, Jar-Jar, RUN!! 

JUNKYARD OWNER: The hard way it is! Rush him, boys! 

Sound: The sound of a furious fistfight. The shouts and yelps of the henchmen. 

THUG #1: Hey, this farmer knows how to fight! 

THUG #2: The girl ain’t too bad either! 

JAR-JAR: HEP!! HEP!! Wesa getting crunched!! 

ARTOO: BEEPING NOISES. 

Sound: An electric zapping, and a thug screaming. 

THUG #3: Hey!! Since when did droids carry electric guns in their innards?!?

JAR-JAR: Tank you, Artoo! 

QUI-GON: Get out of here!! I’ll cover you! 

SCENE 4-22  EXTERIOR MOS ESPA – STREETS – DAY

Sound: Transition to outside the junkshop. 

THUG #3: Come on, after ‘em! 

THUG #1: They’re gonna be sorry they ever walked in h--
Sound: A door slams down with a “whoosh”. 

THUG #1: (from behind the door) OWWW!!

THUG #2: (in agony) My feet!! It crushed my feet!! 
PADME: What? How did that door slam down like that?!? Nobody touched the door controls… 
QUI-GON: I suggest we get some distance, Padme, before I try to explain it…
PADME: This way, Jar-Jar! 

BIB: (from behind the door) You fools! After them!! 

Sound: Running noises. 
JAR-JAR: (moving off) Ohh, how do my always get in dese tings…

Sound: A growing roar of wind. The door opens. 

THUG #1: (coughing) What the? I thought the sandstorm (koff) was later (koff)…

THUG #2: Man, (koff) this is (koff) awful…can’t see a (koff) thing…

BIB: (sigh) Forget it! That fool can choke to death in the sand. Come back in, men. 

Sound: The door closes, and the wind abates. 

QUI-GON: (sigh) That ought to solve that problem… 
SCENE 4-23   EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - JUNK DEALER PLAZA - DAY 

Sound: Transition to another street. A distant local tune is playing. 

QUI-GON: Are you all right? 

PADME: Not really. I felt sick having to hurt those men. They were only following their boss’s orders. 

QUI-GON: There is a difference between fighting to hurt someone and fighting to defend yourself, handmaiden. There is nothing wrong with fighting to defend. 
PADME: (reluctant) If you say so. (beat) So how powerful are you? In your…”Force.”  
QUI-GON: It’s hard to say. There have been tales of Jedi who have manifested almost unimaginable powers, but it comes at a great price to themselves. Especially those who used the Dark Side of the Force. 

ARTOO: “WOO.” 

PADME: What kind of powers? 

QUI-GON: Padme, I think it best to leave this subject for another time and place. The streets have ears, if you take my meaning.   

PADME: Oh. All right. Well, now what do we do? 
QUI-GON: Hmm. There seems to be a few small junk shops here in this plaza. We'll try one of the smaller dealers. They won’t be as likely to be dealing with slavers. 

JAR-JAR: My certainly hope not! 

QUI-GON: Come on. In here… 

SCENE 4-23   INTERIOR WATTO'S JUNK SHOP - DAY 

Sound: Junkshop noises, the flapping of Watto’s wings, and the ringing of a doorbell. 
WATTO: Goota da nollia. Hi chuba da nallia? 
QUI-GON: My ship was damaged en route to this world. I need parts for a J-type 327 Nubian. 

WATTO: Ah yes, Nubian. A beautiful ship. We have lotsa parts for that. (loudly) Peedunkel! Caba dee unko! 
QUI-GON: My droid has a complete readout of what I need. 

Sound: Anakin runs in from outside, running down the steps. 
WATTO: What took you so long?
ANAKIN:  I was cleaning the fan switches...
WATTO: Never mind the switches now! Watch the store -- I've got some selling to do here. Soooo, let me takea thee and your droid out back, huh? You'll find what you need. Thee has found the best junkyard in all of the Outer Rim…
Sound: Watto flaps away, followed by Qui-Gon’s footprints. Qui-Gon grabs something from Jar-Jar’s hand. 
QUI-GON: Don't touch anything. 

JAR-JAR: (far off) Hmph! 

Sound: Jar-Jar sticks his tongue out at Qui-Gon from a distance.
SCENE 4-24   EXTERIOR WATTO'S JUNK YARD - BEHIND SHOP - DAY 

Sound: The chattering of a pit droid, and tinkering noises around the junkyard. 
WATTO: Sooo, thee said you need Nubian parts. Any in particular? 

QUI-GON: What I need most is a T-14 hyperdrive generator. 

WATTO: A T-14 hyperdrive generator.  Thee in luck, I'm the only one hereabouts who has one...but thee might as well buy a new ship. It would be cheaper, I think, huh? (chuckles) Saying of which, how's thee going to pay for all this, huh? 

QUI-GON: I have 20,000 Republic dataries --
WATTO: Republic credits? Does this look like a planet that uses electronic money, huh? Republic credits are no good out here. I need something more real. About, uh… 25,000 truguts should do it. 
QUI-GON: I don't have anything else, especially not “truguts.” (strange tone in voice) But credits will do fine. 

WATTO: No, they won'ta. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       QUI-GON: (beat) Credits will do fine. 

WATTO: No, they won'ta!! What, you think you're some kinda Jedi waving your hand around like that? I'm a Toydarian. Mind tricks don'ta work on me-only money. No money, no parts, no deal! 

ARTOO: HOOTS AND MOANS. 

WATTO: And no one else has a T-14 hyperdrive, I promise you that. 

QUI-GON: (beat, embarrassed) I’m sorry to have wasted your time. Come on, Artoo. 

SCENE 4-25   INTERIOR WATTO'S JUNK SHOP - DAY  

Sound: Junkshop noises again. Qui-Gon walks in, followed by Artoo. 

QUI-GON: We're leaving. Jar-Jar?  

JAR-JAR: Whoa!! YOWW!! 

Sound: Pieces of junk dropping to the floor. 
PADME: (moving off) I'm glad to have met you, Anakin. 
ANAKIN: (calling after them) I was glad to meet you too! 

ARTOO: (moving off) WHISTLES. 

WATTO: (calling after them) Come back when you have some real money! 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Wha-what? Where’d dey go? Oh…

Sound: The group walks out of the shop. 
SCENE 4-26   EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - ALCOVE - DAY 

Sound: Street noises. 

PADME: No luck? 

QUI-GON: It depends. I need to talk to Obi-Wan. Let’s see…ah. There’s an alley. That’ll afford us some privacy. 

Sound: The street noises become farther off, as they enter the alley. 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar, Artoo, keep an eye out. Make sure nobody disturbs us. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AGREEMENT. 

Sound: A comlink beep. 
QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, this is Qui-Gon. Obi-Wan, do you read? 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. Everything’s normal here. 

QUI-GON: The Queen hasn’t asked you for any more demonstrations, has she? 

OBI-WAN: (amused) Not so far. Any luck with the hyperdrive? 

QUI-GON: Yes and no. There is one available in this town, but they won’t take Republic money. We need something to trade for solid money. 

OBI-WAN: How much money are they asking? 

QUI-GON: 25,000 in local currency. 
OBI-WAN: Hmm. I just finished running an inventory of the ship. Outside of the ship’s very hull, there’s nothing of any real value aboard. 

QUI-GON: This will be risky, but…do you suppose the Queen would be open to us selling her ship and renting another?  

PANAKA: (on comm) I heard that, and it’s out of the question. That ship was King Veruna’s before it was hers. It was made especially for the ruler of Naboo. 

OBI-WAN: So much for that idea, Master.  

QUI-GON: Just as well. It would call far too much attention to us to suddenly dump a shiny Nubian cruiser on the local market. And you're sure there’s nothing left on board? 

OBI-WAN: A few containers of supplies. The Queen's wardrobe, maybe. But not enough for you to barter with, not in the amount you're talking about. 

QUI-GON: All right. I’m sure another solution will present itself. I'll check back later. 

Sound: The comlink deactivates. 
QUI-GON: Come on, everyone…
JAR-JAR: No again! No again! Da beings hereabouts cawazy!! Wesa be robbed and crunched! 

QUI-GON: Not likely. We have nothing of value -- that's our problem. Come on, let’s look for another dealer… 

ARTOO: BEEPS AND WHISTLES. 

Sound: Fade out.
NARRATOR: In only a single day’s time, a whirlwind of events has carried Qui-Gon, Obi-Wan, Queen Amidala, and Jar-Jar from the clutches of the Trade Federation into an uncertain search on an unfriendly desert world. But not all is mere circumstance, and not all is within the designs of Darth Sidious. Though the worried group in Mos Espa does not yet know it, their seemingly chance meeting with a young slave boy will change each of their lives, and the future of the galaxy, forever…

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS.  
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