THE PHANTOM MENACE RADIO DRAMA  - Christopher McElroy  - Chapter One


CHAPTER ONE: 

“A BOY AND HIS DREAM” 

CAST: (in chronological order)


SOUND/FX ROLES:

Holo Announcer





Womp Rat

Fode







Jawa

Beed







Pit Droid

Jabba the Hutt





Artoo Detoo

Anakin Skywalker

“The Dark Man” 

Shmi Skywalker

Amee

Watto

Kitster Banai

Wald

Jira

Sebulba the Dug

Captain C.J. Thape

Pit Droid #1

Qui-Gon Jinn

Padme Naberrie

Jar-Jar Binks

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars – The Phantom Menace. Based on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter One: “A Boy and his Dream.” 

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. Greed and avarice became the order of the day among the powerful rulers in the Galactic Senate, and the noble institutions that had run the affairs of the galaxy for over 25,000 years fell into disrepair. Suspicion, fear, and strife rose steadily between the million member worlds of the Republic. Even the Jedi Knights, a band of mystical warriors 10,000 strong who had long championed the causes of peace and justice for all, seemed powerless against the tide of decay. 

Sound: The roaring of several sets of turbine-like engines in the far distance. Even louder is the roaring of a huge crowd. 

NARRATOR: In this time, a young boy named Anakin Skywalker was born -- a child with humble beginnings. He grew up on a barren desert planet called Tatooine, where powerful crime lords ruled and his only friends were fellow slave children. Every day, he watched as evil beings went about their evil work around him. Every night, he dreamed of freedom, and a new life for himself and his mother…

SCENE 1-1     EXTERIOR -- MOS ESPA PODRACE ARENA – DAY 

Sound: A brief electronic jingle plays.
HOLO ANNOUNCER: You’re listening to the Boonta Eve Classic qualifying trials, on the Galacticsports Hyperchannel!  If you want to listen to Fode and Beed in Huttese, please press A on your hypertransmitter now.  To hear Fode in Basic and Beed in Huttese, press B.  For both Fode and Beed in Basic, press C. 

Sound: A button is pressed. 

HOLO ANNOUNCER: Thank you. And now, here’s your favorite two-headed Troig announcer, Fode ‘n Beed!! 

FODE: Welcome back to the Boonta Eve Classic qualifying trials. We’re here at the sold-out Mos Espa Podrace Arena here on sunny Tatooine, about to begin a treacherous competition – a dress rehearsal for next month’s Boonta Eve Classic, which will no doubt be even more spectacular. Right, Beed? 

BEED: Indeed, Fode. Fifty entrants in this year’s qualifying heat, but only up to twenty will make it to the race itself next month. This is a great showcase for those who love destruction and bloodshed, as racers often smash into rock gorges, canyon walls, or even each other!

FODE: And with so many racers here, the odds of such calamity are through the roof! This is gonna be messy!  I hope the salvage droids have rested up! (Laughs) 

Sound: The crowd suddenly screams with delight as a brassy fanfare plays. 

FODE: That sound can only mean one thing…
BEED: Here comes our benefactor, the great Jabba the Hutt, to open the competition! 

FODE AND BEED: Ahlalalalalalalala!!!

BEED: Oh, he looks in great shape today, doesn’t he? 

FODE: Yes, he looks a full fifty pounds heavier!! When you’re five feet high and twelve feet wide, and you’ve got the body of a giant slug, every ounce counts! I love how he shaves off all his hair-- really sets off those feline-like orange eyes and those little arms…

BEED: Oh, he is the very pinnacle of physical perfection! For a Hutt, that is. 

FODE: Hush, he’s about to speak! 

JABBA: (echoing) [A long Huttese sentence that I have no idea how to write.] 

FODE: (translating) Welcome one and all to the Boonta Qualifying Race.  Today, we watch as these brave beings put body and soul on the line. Having bought or handcrafted the most powerful land-based jet engines in the galaxy, and strapping them by control cables and energy binders to small repulsorlift hoverpods, they have proven themselves to far above and beyond the average being. Now, the best of these elite must emerge as they race at lethal speeds through nearly twenty miles of the most treacherous landscapes crafted by the forces of nature. Today, they race only one lap. In one month, the survivors race three laps. In the end, only one will stand supreme as Podrace champion. Let the competition begin! 

Sound: The crowd roars. 

BEED: Jabba must not have felt like a long speech this year.

FODE: When you get to be nearly six hundred years old like Jabba, events like this start to get boring. Anyway, here we go. Engines are revved. Countdown has begun! 

Sound: Distant beeping noise. 

FODE: Four… three… two… one!! GO GO GO!!!

Sound: Several dozen engines roar into overdrive, receding into the distance. The crowd roars. Sound of distant explosions and crashing noises.  Note: Fode and Beed are talking extremely fast during the race. 

BEED: WHOA!! The bloodbath is starting early this year! Five crashed pods before they’re even past the starting line! 

FODE: Just what this crowd came to see! Let’s have a look, going into the first lap…a strong showing by Mawhonic, a Gran from the Hok colony. Following closely behind is Wan Sandage of Ord Radama, Mars Guo of Phu, and… yes!! The crowd favorite and my favorite, Sebulba the Dug from Malastare! The three - time Boonta Champion wasting little time establishing himself in this one. 

BEED: The pods are narrowing into nearly single-file as they tear into the nasty turns of Waldo Flats at speeds approaching six hundred miles an hour! 

FODE: The crowds have turned out in record numbers today. Nearly 25,000 seats are sold out for today’s event. A lot of them have showed up to cheer on a local boy, a nine-year-old child prodigy named… where’s that list again… Anakin Skywalker! This is his first major race, after winning eight minor league races over the last year and a half. 

BEED: According to the bio here, Anakin is a slave boy owned by a local junk dealer…Watto the Toydarian. Says here Watto’s a big fan of our show, Fode! 

FODE: So be sure to stop by Watto’s after the race for all your salvage needs, and tell him Fode ‘n Beed sent ya!

Sound: A distant explosion. 

FODE: Ooh, there goes another one. That one’s… Bognu, a Gamorrean runt.  Boy, who didn’t see that one coming a parsec away? 

BEED: I don’t know why the larger species send their children into these races. Don’t those parents love their kids enough to at least sell them into slavery? (Laughs) 

FODE: (whisper) Beed, shh!! You’re gonna get us in trouble again! 

BEED: Oh. Sorry. 

FODE: The racers are nearing the end of Ebe Crater Valley, going into the legendary Beggar’s Canyon, a fun spot for the adventurous. Many young people take their airspeeders into the canyon and have little mini-races, though none as exciting as what we’ve got – (sound: another explosion) Ooh!! That one took four racers with him! 

BEED: Sebulba in the lead, followed by Skywalker in second, Mawhonic and Gasgano in third and fourth – hey, what was that?!?

FODE: Some racer was crazy enough to thread the Stone Needle, a hazardous rock formation. Even airspeeders don’t try that – (explosion) and it cost him, too. This is no place for showboaters, folks. 

BEED: The racers have to slow down now, until they’re out of the canyon…and there they are, flying into the wide-open expanse of the desert plains! 

FODE: The crowds are eating this up, watching the action via floating camera droids and viewing it all on hand-held projectors given by the Hutts. Boy, that Jabba’s a generous one, isn’t he? 

BEED: Until he takes it all back from them after the race.

FODE: Beed, I warned you… Oh, now this is getting good! They’re into the Arch Canyon! Here’s where we separate the larva from the adults, folks! There are a million rock formations to smash into in the Arch Canyon! 

BEED: Do I see a Jawa Sandcrawler nearby, at the edge of the Dune Sea? 

FODE: Oh yes you do! Everybody knows that when those huge brown trawlers come around, hold on to your wallets! The local scavengers of Tatooine, hoping to find some useful junk to repair and resell.  Looks like they’re gonna get quite a windfall. 

BEED: Out of the initial fifty racers, I now count thirty - eight left. Remember, only twenty or less can get into the Boonta Eve Classic. 

FODE: Past The Whip now, heading through Jag Crag Gorge toward the treacherous Laguna Caves. Sebulba maintaining his lead, followed by Skywalker, Rimkar from Rodia, and Aba Jil from Leki VII (explosion) Oh, not anymore! Looks like one of Aba’s engines gave out on him! 

BEED: Did I see something? Flying off of Sebulba’s Pod…? 

FODE: No you didn’t, Beed. Trust me, you didn’t. We’re at the Canyon Dune turn now, approaching Birdy Bend. I have Sebulba in a comfortable lead, with Rimkar at second and Skywalker in third. 

BEED: I see the little pit droids are setting up at the arena floor now, awaiting the first arrivals. I hope the pods aren’t too banged up; they’ll need to be in top condition by Boonta Eve!

FODE: The pods have to get past Jett’s Chute and the Corkscrew, and then the long stretch across the open Hutt Flats! At this point, it’s Sebulba in first, Rimkar in second, and Skywalker – wait a minute, Rimkar’s making his move!! He’s trying to edge Sebulba out of the lead! 

BEED: The fool! This is only the practice race! There’ll be time enough for risk-taking next month!! 

FODE: Rimkar seems to disagree with you, Beed. There’s one last drop between them and the finish line, Metta Drop. Here they go –

Sound: Explosion. 

BEED: OH MY!!!

FODE: Huge explosion at Metta Drop. It’ll take a minute for the dust to clear – oh, Sebulba’s all right! Whew! He’s back in the lead! For a minute, I thought my pockets were going to be much lighter. 

BEED: Looks like Rimkar splattered himself all over Hutt Flats, Fode. 

FODE: And Skywalker with him – no, wait! The kid’s all right! He’s lost his engines, but his Pod survived the impact. 

Sound: Fode’s voice fades off.

SCENE 1-2   EXTERIOR -- HUTT FLATS – TATOOINE

Sound: The roaring of Pods as they shoot by the crash site. The crackling of burning pod parts.  Anakin grunts as he pulls himself out of the Pod. 

ANAKIN: Unn… Great. Just great. Nearly got added to the body count, thanks to that scummy Dug. Aw no… there’s nothing left of that engine! The other…well, I might be able to fix it. Wonder how Rimkar did…?

Sound: The crunch of Anakin’s boots as he walks across the sands. He kicks at a metal piece.

ANAKIN: Poor guy. Never knew what hit him. Womp rats and scurriers will clean him off his Pod before the salvage droids do. 

Sound: The last of the racers recedes into the distance. An ominous silence descends on the desert flats, as Anakin keeps walking. 

ANAKIN: Just a few more seconds. That’s all it would have took.  Would’ve loved to have seen Sebulba’s face if I’d qualified first.  But no, he had to go and fishtail Rimkar at the drop. I was just too close…would’ve gotten killed if that voice hadn’t told me to pull up. 

Music: The Force theme plays, softly. 

ANAKIN: My inner voice. Mom says all people have ‘em. I just hear mine a lot louder and more clearly than others. (Sigh)  Too bad it didn’t come a second sooner.  I’m sorry, Mom. I tried. I really tried. Only way I’ll get into the Boonta Eve Classic now is if Sebulba decides to give me a Pod. Master Watto sure won’t let me. (Pause)  Well, at least you’re alive, aren’t you Skywalker? (Chuckles)  Like Captain Thape says, any crash you can walk away from is a victory – 

DARK MAN: (far off, echoing) You young fool…  

ANAKIN: What? What was that?? 

DARK MAN: (coming closer) You truly believe walking away from this was a victory? It was a failure. 

ANAKIN: (scared) It’s you…  

DARK MAN: Once again, you fail to avoid your destiny. Every day you breathe is a day closer to me. 

ANAKIN: Go away…

DARK MAN: I will not. I will haunt your dreams every night. 

ANAKIN: Why?!? Why do you torment me?!?

DARK MAN: Because you wish me to. Because every dark impulse, every bad thought you ever think…it makes me stronger. As long as you cannot face your own fears, I exist. 

ANAKIN: I’m not afraid!! 

DARK MAN: Oh no? The reason you participate in these hazardous “Podraces” is because you fear for your mother. Because you are afraid of being a poor, terrified slave for the rest of your life…

ANAKIN: I do not!! I love Podracing! I’ll be free one day because of it! I’ll go to other worlds, I’ll have adventures, and I’ll free every last slave on this desert world! I know it!!

DARK MAN: And every step of the way, I will be there. In the shadows, over your shoulder.  Waiting for my moment. 

ANAKIN: I’m not listening to you!!! 

DARK MAN: Ignore me all you want. When the time comes, you will willingly give yourself to me. 

ANAKIN: No I won’t!! I’ll fight you! I’ll destroy you!!!

DARK MAN: You are doomed, Anakin Skywalker. Doomed. 

ANAKIN: GO AWAY!!! GO AWAYYY!!! 

SCENE 1-3      INTERIOR – ANAKIN’S BEDROOM – SLAVE QUARTERS

Sound: Abruptly, the desert noises disappear, replaced by the quiet hum of air conditioner units. The squeak of springs and the ruffling of covers indicate Anakin bolting up in bed. 

ANAKIN: (sobbing) GO AWAY!!! GO AWAY-HAY-HAY-heyyyy…

Sound: A door opens, and a single set of footsteps runs up. 

SHMI: Anakin!! Ani, are you all right??

ANAKIN: (breathing hard, shaky whisper) mom…? 

SHMI: Oh, Ani…

ANAKIN AND SHMI: INDICATE HUG. 

SHMI: It was that nightmare again? 

ANAKIN: (swallows) Yeah. Same one. 

SHMI: That horrid race. Being so close to death…oh, I’m so glad Watto agreed to never let you race again. If I had lost you…

ANAKIN: Mom… it’s not the race. That didn’t bother me. It’s what comes after it, with the dark man…

SHMI: Him again.  I thought you’d grow out of these nightmares, but…are you sure you’ve never seen a real person like what you see in your dreams? Someone in town? 

ANAKIN: No. No, I’d remember. He…it’s almost like I’m seeing two of them. Sometimes he’s wearing a mask and cape, sometimes a robe and hood. But the same voice. Deep, cold, evil….

SHMI: Well, at least the nightmare came in the morning, instead of the middle of the night. Tell you what – how about some wheatcakes for breakfast today? 

ANAKIN: You don’t have to…

SHMI: I want to. I want to see you happy. 

ANAKIN: Aw, Mom…. thanks. 

Sound: The bedsprings squeak again as Shmi gets up and walks to the door. 

SHMI: Now hurry up and get dressed. I’ll be waiting for you downstairs. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Mom? 

SHMI: Yes? 

ANAKIN: Do people’s dreams ever come true? 

SHMI: (beat) Only the ones they want to come true. 

ANAKIN: No, I mean…Are there ever people who dream of stuff that happens in the future, and then it happens? Like, I don’t know…magicians? 

SHMI: I…think I once heard that Jedi could do that. 

ANAKIN: The Jedi Knights. (getting excited) Yeah, they could probably do it. I’ve heard stories about them – they can do anything! Like move faster than lightning, or-or hypnotize people, or lift things in the air without touching them! And they get into all these great adventures --

SHMI: (chuckles) All right, Ani, all right. You can tell me some Jedi stories some other time. Hurry up and get dressed. You’ve got a long day of work ahead of you at the junkyard. (beat, then quiet) And try to put this nightmare out of your mind, all right? 

Sound: Door closes. 

ANAKIN: (whisper) I wish I could, Mom. I wish I could…

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 1-3a  INTERIOR – WATTO’S JUNKSHOP – DAY

Sound: The humming and beeping of junkshop equipment, and the fast, frenetic flapping of Watto’s wings. Footsteps as Anakin enters, followed by the ringing of a bell. 

WATTO: Ah, peedunkel. You’re on time for once. 

Sound: Anakin starts working on a mechanical part under next dialogue. 

ANAKIN: (keeping his voice carefully deferential) Hello, Master Watto. What are your orders today? 

WATTO: Ah, there’s not much to do. We’ve sold most of the Podracer parts we have, as well as what little trinkets I could fool tourists into picking up. (Chuckles again)  I actually convinced one fool he was buying a rocketpack from the time of the first Sith War! Got a thousand truguts for it, I did! 

ANAKIN: A thousand, huh? Will you bet it all at the race tomorrow? 

WATTO: You bet I will! I’ll double my money too! Anyway, enough about the race.  Have you fixed that part for that Ithorian’s hypertransmitter yet? 

ANAKIN: Finished it up last night. Wasn’t too hard. 

Sound: A clicking noise. 

ANAKIN: There, I’ve got it installed. Let’s try it out…

Sound: Electronic squealing and static from the hypertransmitter. Anakin moves the controls up and down, having various hyperstations buzz in and out. 

ANAKIN: Got it working, Master.  

WATTO: Oh, good, good. I’ll call Darhub at once; tell him to pick it up.  He’ll pay me, uh, six hundred for it. Maybe seven for fast service, eh? (Laughs) 

ANAKIN: Yes, sir. 

Sound: The holotransmitter static resolves into an alien-sounding jingle. 

HOLOREPORTER: (on the hypertransmitter) This is Galactic News Network news brief.  From Coruscant, here’s Gat Kmar. 

GAT KMAR: (on hypertransmitter) Good morning. It was a beautiful show today at the Palladia Fashion show on Alderaan, as top designers showed off the season’s new fashions. The most gossip-worthy line belongs is the new M’koni Ag “Perfect Fit” line of clothes, which uses myostim technology to actually stimulate and exercise the muscles while you wear them. Ag states the first production line models for humanoids will be shipping this winter, while designs are currently being evaluated for non-humanoid consumers. 

ANAKIN: Boring. 

GAT KMAR: In intergalactic news, the Senate entered week 6 of what is fast becoming a stalemate on the issue of the Trade Federation’s blockade of the planet Naboo. Senator Augustus Palpatine of Naboo has announced that all contact with his system has been lost, and he believes his home planet is under attack from Federation forces.  Senator Lott Dod of Neimoidia has vehemently denied the charges, stating that an ion storm has cut off contact.  When approached by GNN reporters, Senator Palpatine had this to say: 

PALPATINE: (on hypertransmitter) I think it’s a sad commentary on the state of our galaxy when a corporation actually has a military comparable to the Republic’s, let alone able to use it on Republic worlds with apparent impunity.

GAT KMAR: (on hypertransmitter) A recent poll has shown 46 percent of the Senate’s members in favor of the Federation’s actions, done in protest of Tax Resolution BR-0371. 23 percent are undecided, and 31 percent are opposed. Supreme Chancellor Valorum could not be reached for comment on the situation. In other news, the cult documentary holoprogram “Jedi Battles” has been canceled after three years on the Holonet, due to expenses and low ratings… 

ANAKIN: Oh no!! That’s my favorite show! I can’t bel--

WATTO: Eh, turn that thing off! I don’t keep you around to listen to boring news. 

Sound: Anakin turns off the holotransmitter. 

ANAKIN: But how am I ever gonna learn anything? 

WATTO: You learn enough being around me! You’ve learned about repairing parts, about how to sell, trade and buy, how to read a potential customer. That’s all you’ll need to get ahead in life. 

ANAKIN: (disappointed) As you say, Master. 

WATTO: Yeah. Now put that thing away, and get out the cleaning items – over there, by the oil bath. I want you to work on the storage bins today. 

ANAKIN: Those things are filthy! They smell bad. 

WATTO: My point exactly! I want customers to come in and see a clean shop – well, as clean as can be managed, huh? 

ANAKIN: But last night, your comm station said there was a storm coming this afternoon! Those bins are outside – why not wait until after the storm to clean ‘em? 

WATTO: Because I say so, that’s why! Because I have nothing else for you do, and I have to get my money’s worth out of you somehow! Now get going! I want those things sparkling! I’ll be up in my perch, checking over the books. 

ANAKIN: (sigh) Yes, Master…

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 1-4    EXTERIOR – WATTO’S JUNKYARD – DAY
Sound: The ratcheting of machinery and tools. The whir of a tool.  The occasional town noise from outside the shop. 

ANAKIN: (echoing) Uhnn…blehh. What does Watto put in these bins? I’m never gonna get this off my shirt.  It’s not like anyone ever looks under these things, anyway…

Sound: The chittering of a rat like creature in the distance. 

ANAKIN: Still, at least I’ve got nothing else to do. Watto’s so single-minded… thinking about the Boonta Eve, and nothing else. Which is what I should be doing, instead of cleaning these bins for the umpteenth millionth time. I know the parts I need are here. All I need is time, and time is something Watto won’t give me --  

Sound: The ‘cling’ of a wire being pulled.  The squeal of the rat and the ‘sproing’ of a metal rope being fired.  A ‘clang’ as Anakin hits his head on the underside of the bin.  

ANAKIN: OW! What the…

Sound: Anakin pulls himself out from under the bin.
ANAKIN: Oh! Hello there, little guy. Got caught snooping around where you shouldn’t, huh? 

Sound: The chittering of the rat. 

ANAKIN: That’s all right. I’m not gonna hurt you.  I just didn’t want you eating into any wiring or anything. 

AMEE: (far off) Anakin? Ani, where are you? Anakin??

ANAKIN: Amee? I’m over here, by the bins. 

AMEE: (closer) Oh, there you are.  Yikes, you’ve got a pretty bad bruise on your head. What happened? 

ANAKIN: Oh, just hit my head on the bin. And it’s dirt, not a bruise. I’ll be all right. What are you doing here? 

AMEE: Just wanted to see what you were up to. Hey – you caught a womp rat!

ANAKIN: Not really. Watto sets the snares, but he doesn’t check ‘em. Just catches the wompers and lets ‘em starve. This one is a young one. 

Sound: Chittering of the rat. 

ANAKIN: You must be hurting, huh, little guy? Okay, I’ll get you out of there. Here we go…

Sound: The clicking of machinery being unlatched. The rat chitters, and scampers off. 

AMEE: You’re letting it go? Why? 

ANAKIN: Why not? Didn’t do anything bad to me. 

AMEE: So what? It’s a womp rat. It shouldn’t be roaming around free. 

ANAKIN: Living things should live free, Amee. All living things. 

AMEE: Still a dreamer, Anakin Skywalker. When are you going to wake up to life as it is? You’re a slave. You were born a slave; you’re probably gonna to die a slave. 

ANAKIN: Don’t bet on it, Amee. Anyway, you’d better get back to the slave quarters. They’ll wonder where you went. 

AMEE: Naw, they’ll never miss me. I’m too little. 

ANAKIN: Well, do whatever you want. That bin is as clean as it’s going to get, and I’ve got nothing else to do. So, I’m gonna see about finding some parts for my pod. 

Sound: Anakin bangs around some junk, looking. 

AMEE: Your pod? You mean that piece of junk you’ve got covered up in your back yard? 

ANAKIN: I’ve been working on that “piece of junk” for over a year, Amee. What have you been up to in your spare time, huh? 

AMEE: Learning how to cook. And if you think it’s easy making a meal for a Hutt, think again! 

ANAKIN: Whatever. 

Sound: More banging noises. 

AMEE: So, is your Pod almost ready? You think you’ll finish it in time for the race tomorrow? 

ANAKIN: Maybe. If I can get my hands on an energy binder plate and a power charge unit.  Not to mention a sponsor. 

AMEE: You’ve already got a sponsor, remember? Ask Watto. 

ANAKIN: I can’t! He doesn’t know about my Pod. And if he did, he’d call some friends of his and they’d beat Mom and me to a pulp! Then he’d take the Pod and sell it to some stupid racer who’d crash it at the very next race.   

AMEE: And by then, you’d be healed up enough to work on repairing it, so Watto could sell it all over again. 

ANAKIN: Yep. That Pod may be my only chance at buying freedom for Mom and myself…if I can just figure out how. 

AMEE: You don’t know how to use it to free yourself? Why’d you build it, then? 

ANAKIN: Just as a hobby, at first. But then I got really into making it work, making it the best I could. You know that little voice I told you about, the one that sometimes tells me stuff? 

AMEE: Oh, not that story again! People who hear voices in their heads are crazy. 

ANAKIN: I’m not crazy! Anyway, that voice has been telling me to work on the Pod. So I have been. And it’s really been coming together. I can’t wait to start it up for the first time…sit in the cockpit and pull at the controls…

Sound: The snorting and trumpeting of banthas. 

AMEE: Hey, look out there! 

ANAKIN: Banthas. A lot of them.  No mistaking those horns and fur. 

AMEE: I’ve never seen so many this close to town before! 

ANAKIN: It’s dangerous – folks will be running out with blasters, trying to hunt and slaughter them for food and clothing. 

AMEE: Well why don’t you go save them then, Mr. Know-It-All, like you saved that womper? 

ANAKIN: Don’t be silly, Amee. The comm channel at Watto’s reported a sandstorm moving in later today. The banthas just want to use the walls to shield themselves from the storm. After the storm passes, they’ll leave. Y’know, I saved a bunch of banthas from some hunters once. 

AMEE: Oh? When was this? 

ANAKIN: I was only five. Me and Mom were on a trade mission to a Jawa camp, and some banthas happened by.  Next thing we know, some Sandpeople showed up with rifles. 

AMEE: And? What happened then? 

ANAKIN: I ran at the banthas, yelling at ‘em to get away. Mom was running after me, trying to get me out of the line of fire. I screamed and waved, and they all ran off just in time. 

AMEE: Wow.  

ANAKIN: Hey, how long have we been talking? Come on, I’ve got to check in with Watto before he starts yelling! 

AMEE: Okay. 

Sound: Chittering of the womp rat. 

AMEE: Hey, there’s your womp rat. Looks like he didn’t take the hint. 

ANAKIN: Hey, shoo, rat! Watto will start putting in some vibroblade traps if you don’t get away! Get off of that – wait a minute… great wizards of Tund, look at this!

AMEE: What? 

ANAKIN: That rat was sitting right on top of what I’ve been looking for – an energy binder plate! How come I didn’t know this was here…? 

AMEE: You think you should know where all of Watto’s junk is, Ani? What are you, a library droid? 

ANAKIN: No…I just know where to find things, that’s all. Huh…it’s intact. Needs a little rewiring, but nothing I can’t handle. It’s almost like that rat wanted to return the favor for me freeing it. 

AMEE: Oh, like womp rats are that smart. You’re weird, Anakin. 

WATTO: (far off) PEEDUNKEL! NABA DEE UNKO!!

ANAKIN: Oh, bantha poodoo, it’s Watto! And he’s already in a bad mood! Let’s go!

SCENE 1-5     INTERIOR – WATTO’S JUNKSHOP
Sound: The humming and beeping of junkshop equipment, and the fast, frenetic flapping of Watto’s wings. Footsteps as Anakin and Amee enter. 

WATTO: There you are! I was starting to think you’d fallen asleep under those bins, huh? What took you so long? 

ANAKIN: You told me you wanted the bins sparkling clean – 

WATTO: I know what I said, peedunkel! But they can wait. I want you to go to the plaza. Many Jawas have come into town for the Boonta Classic. And some of them might have the thermal veristat and thruster relays to fix that Pod of mine that your clumsiness smashed up last month!

ANAKIN: I wasn’t clumsy, Watto! Sebulba the Dug forced me to crash! He killed Rimkar, and he would have killed me too if I hadn’t seen it coming! 

WATTO: SILENCE, slave! You know better than to talk back to your master! YOU wrecked it, YOU will repair it! Is that clear? 

ANAKIN: I…it’s clear, master. 

WATTO: Good. Now get going! And take your friend there with you! I want those parts by noon, or I will beat you until you are blind! 

ANAKIN: If I’m blind, how will I race for you? 

WATTO: Stupid little worm! If I have no Pod, will it matter if you can see or not? Now GO! Find the Jawas from that deal at Mochot Steep, they should be there!  They owe you for fixing that water system, and they’ll probably have the parts you need! 

ANAKIN: (disgruntled) All right, I’m on my way. Come on, Amee!

Sound: The two run out of the store, ringing the doorbell as they go. Transition to street noises. 

SCENE 1-6     EXTERIOR MOS ESPA -- STREET
AMEE: I’ve got to get going, Ani. My master wants me to cook scurrier soufflé today. And isn’t that your mom coming up the road? 

ANAKIN: It sure is! Thanks, Amee. (Moving off)  MOM!!  Over here!

SHMI: (coming up) Ani, there you are. 

ANAKIN: Mom, what are you doing here? I thought you were supposed to clean Watto’s house. 

SHMI: Oh, I finished that an hour ago. I just needed to stop by and tell you – we need some fruit from Jira’s for lunch today. 

ANAKIN: Okay. I’ve got to go out to the plaza now. I’ll be back with some food, though. 

SHMI: Here’s some money, Ani. Be sure and give it to Jira. 

Sound: The clinking of coins. 

ANAKIN: Come on, over here…

Sound: The two walk off a little distance. 

SHMI: What is it, son?  

ANAKIN: (whisper) Shh, quiet! Take this. It’s an energy binder. I found in the junkyard. I’m gonna add it to my Pod later today.  Hide it until I get back. 

SHMI: Yes, Ani, whatever you say. 

Sound: Shmi takes the metal object. 

ANAKIN: And be careful, it might still have some residual energy in it. I don’t want you to get zapped. 

SHMI: I’ll be careful. And you be careful too – the worst thieves and ruffians in the Outer Rim have come into town for the race.  Don’t pass anywhere near Jabba’s pleasure dens. 

ANAKIN: I won’t. So long, Mom! See you later! 

Sound: Anakin moves down the street. The hubbub of various aliens talking gets louder. Street sounds fade for transition. 

SCENE 1-7   EXTERIOR -- ANOTHER MOS ESPA  STREET

Sound: Street noises are louder and more layered with chatter from various beings of all kinds. A bit of exotic music is playing nearby. 

ANAKIN: Wow, Mom wasn’t kidding. Mos Espa is usually a quiet little town, but it’s packed now. Let’s see, the plaza should be over this way…

KITSTER: (loudly) HEY!!

ANAKIN: Wha--?!?  Kitster!! What’re you doing, sneaking up on me like that?!? 

KITSTER: (laughing) Look at you, you big, tough Podracer! You look like you just got hooked by space pirates! 

WALD: (Huttese sentence, laughing) 

KITSTER: You can say that again! 

ANAKIN: For a split second, I thought I was being hooked by somebody!  I hope a ronto turns you into a sandshoe, Kitster, and Wald here gets to lick you off! 

KITSTER: Aw, take it easy, would you? Sheesh, Ani, you can’t take a joke anymore. 

ANAKIN: What’re you doing out here? 

KITSTER: Looking for you, silly. What about you? 

ANAKIN: Running an errand for Watto. Shouldn’t either of you be off doing something? I mean, slaves are supposed to work, right? 

KITSTER: Only when somebody’s looking. Look, Wald found a peggat. We can split a ruby bliel at the Blue Brubb, if you’re thirsty. 

ANAKIN: “Found” a peggat, huh? Who’d you steal this one from, Wald? 

WALD: (Huttese sentence, protesting his innocence.) 

ANAKIN: Found it in the laundry? Right. Just like the last one, huh? 

WALD: (Huttese sentence – why doesn’t anyone believe me?) 

Sound: The three start walking. 

ANAKIN: All right, all right. Sorry I’m so sour – it’s hard to be positive when the race is a day away and all I’m gonna get to do in it is salvage wrecked pods. Watto’s got me looking for some Jawas to have parts ready for late arriving racers today. 

KITSTER: Figures. I bet he don’t care what condition those parts are in, either. 

ANAKIN: Probably not. Anyway, I’ve gotta stop by the fruit stand first. 

KITSTER: What about the ruby bliel? I’m really thirsty, Ani. 

ANAKIN: We’ll get the bliel, Kitster, don’t worry!  But it’s not gonna be at Blue Brubb – I promised Mom I’d stay out of the Hutt section.  We’ll go to Maggy the Gorgon’s, it’s nearby. 

KITSTER: Wizard! 

WALD: (Huttese sentence, pointing out something wrong with Jira up ahead) 

ANAKIN: You’re right, Wald. Jira sure don’t look too happy. You two wait here, all right? I’ll see what’s wrong. 

Sound: Anakin walks on alone, and walks under an awning that focuses his voice and Jira’s. 

ANAKIN: Hi, Jira! 

JIRA: Oh, hello, Anakin. How are you doing? 

ANAKIN: Okay. What about you? Your back hurting again? 

JIRA: No, the back’s okay. My fruit won’t be, though. My cooling unit’s gone out again. 

ANAKIN: Here, let me have a look at it…

Sound: Anakin opens up the cooling unit. 

ANAKIN: Yep. Dust got in there. Your power couplings are fused. I’m afraid you’re gonna have to get a new one, Jira. 

JIRA: Oh dear me. I don’t suppose you can talk to Watto for me, can you? 

ANAKIN: No. I’ll keep an eye open at the junkyard, though. Oh – I almost forgot. Mom wants some Pika fruits for lunch today. 

JIRA: Let me see…(rummages around) Here you go.  I’ve saved these – I know how much dear Shmi like pikas. 

ANAKIN: Here’s the money. Hold on to it – I’m sure I can find something in the yard for you. 

JIRA: Food doesn’t last long under these twin suns, lad. I appreciate it, but I’m sure any cooling units Watto had were sold or stolen long ago. 

ANAKIN: Oh, don’t worry. I’ll find it. I always find what I’m looking for. (Moving off)  Talk to you later!  Bye! 

JIRA: Goodbye, Ani! (Sigh)  Oh, there’s a bright lad there. 

Sound: Anakin walks back to his friends. In the near distance, a pair of musicians are playing. 

KITSTER: What’s wrong with the old lady? 

ANAKIN: Her cooling unit’s shot. I’ve gotta find her a new one. 

KITSTER: A cooling unit? You really think you can find one, Ani? 

ANAKIN: It’s worth a try. There’s Maggy’s up ahead – let’s go ahead and pick up that ruby bliel. Maybe that old spacer who tells the stories will be there. 

KITSTER: You and those stories – 

WALD: (Huttese sentence, warning Anakin) 

ANAKIN: What – Oh no. Sebulba. 

KITSTER: Ani, let’s get out of here – 

ANAKIN: No. I’m not afraid of that four-legged, snout-nosed slug! If anything, he ought to be afraid of me – 

Sound: The music comes to an abrupt halt. 

SEBULBA: (far off) No, no, NO!!  The bridge goes “duh-duh-duh-dum,duh-duh-dum,duh-duh-boom-boom-BOOM!!! Not duh-duh-dum,duh-duh-dum,duh-duh-VUUMP!!” When I enter the arena tomorrow, I want you Bith musicians to play something majestic, heroic – mythic, even – but also colored with a bit of, um…tragic glamour. Didn’t any of you listen to that sound disc I sent you? I swear, I should’ve went out to the Core and hired a real band – YOU!! Wermo!! 

KITSTER: We’re in for it now. He’s spotted you, Ani! 

ANAKIN: Let him come. 

SEBULBA: (walking up) Well, well, well.  If it isn’t the human whelp who dared to be a Podracer.  Good to see you recovered from that crash so well, child. Humans bruise up so easily. 

ANAKIN: I’m fine. Which is more than you’re gonna be tomorrow. 

SEBULBA: Oh? I am in the prime of health! Name me one person who’s going to change that tomorrow! (Laughs)  A pity your master’s Pod won’t be repaired in time, wermo. 

ANAKIN: Stop calling me that. My name is Anakin. 

SEBULBA: You’re a slave, and the Huttese word for slave is wermo, so I call you what you are! A slave who can’t even manage one lap in a real Podrace! I hear the thermal veristat and thruster relays are a mess, thanks to your lousy piloting! (Laughs) 

KITSTER: Come on, Ani, we don’t have to listen to this – 

ANAKIN: (heating up) You lousy cheater!!  You flashed me with your thrusters and crashed me!! You killed Rimkar, but you didn’t kill me. And I swear, in the name of all that’s good, I’m gonna make you regret what you did! 

SEBULBA: Cheater? Killer? Those are very serious accusations, wermo. Very serious indeed.  Too bad you can’t do anything about them, even if they were true. Nobody’ll listen to a loser slave like you. (Chuckles) 

ANAKIN: (enraged) That’s it!!  Kitster, hold my bag of fruit!! 

KITSTER: Ani, NO!! He’ll kill you!! 

ANAKIN: Come on, you gray-skinned piece of Gamorrean snot!! Let’s see how good you are without a Pod!! 

SEBULBA: Don’t mind if I do, poodoo-brained punk! Your friends are my witnesses – you started this, and now you shall pay!! 

ANAKIN: You lousy son of a – 

Sound: A huge punch splits the air, and something thuds to the ground. Kitster and Wald gasp in astonishment. 

SPACER: And stay out, you troublemaker! It’s fools like you that give cantinas a bad name! (Calmer)  Oh.  Am I interrupting something here? 

SEBULBA: Why no sir, no. I was merely expressing regret that this child won’t be able to race tomorrow. (Whisper)  This is your lucky day, wermo. 

ANAKIN: (seething) No. It’s yours. 

SEBULBA: My, my, look at the time! I have to go rehearse my entrance theme. And later on, I have an appointment with some lovely Twi’lek masseuses. Bye now! See you at the racetrack! (Walks off laughing) 

SPACER: What was that all about, Anakin? 

ANAKIN: Nothing. Nothing, Captain Thape.  (Forcing a smile)  So, how are you today? 

THAPE: Oh, I’m fine, I’m fine.  I wouldn’t go into Maggy’s today though, if I were you. It’s getting a little rough in there. 

ANAKIN: Oh. We were gonna buy a ruby bliel…

THAPE: Really? Well, it just so happens I have one in my hand here. I haven’t even sipped it. Here you go. 

KITSTER: Wow! Thanks! 

ANAKIN: That’s very kind of you, Cap’n. Here’s a peggat – 

THAPE: Keep it. It’ll bring you luck. 

WALD: (says something) 

ANAKIN: Oh yeah. You were the one who found it. Here’s the peggat. 

WALD: (cheers) 

KITSTER: C’mon, we can go get a snack or something!  

ANAKIN: You go on ahead, Kitster. I’ll be right there. 

KITSTER: (moving off) Okay! 

THAPE: Something else, Anakin? 

ANAKIN: Um, yeah. Can I ask you something? 

THAPE: Sure, spill your guts. 

ANAKIN: You know there’s a Podrace tomorrow… 

THAPE: I know, that’s why I’m throwing out brawlers – drunk patrons standing up for their favorites.  What about it? 

ANAKIN: Well, I want in the race. I automatically qualified since I was one of the seventeen who survived the trials last month, but…I need someone to pay 10,000 wiuppiwiuppi to enter the race itself. I have a Pod, I just need a sponsor. 

THAPE: And your master won’t pay your way in? 

ANAKIN: No. 

THAPE: Yeah, I think I’ve seen him. Bald, big potbelly, blue skin, webbed feet, and a trunk nose with a broken tusk on one side, is that him? Hovers in mid-air with flapping wings on his back? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. That’s Watto, all right. 

THAPE: He struck me as the skinflint type. Short little piece of – he charged me nearly double for a hydrospanner, y’know that?  

ANAKIN: Cap’n, I know I don’t have a right to ask, but…you’ve been in so many adventures, flying with Jedi, fighting pirates and smugglers, exploring uncharted star systems. 

THAPE: Aye, I’ve had my share of fun. (Chuckle) 

ANAKIN: Surely you’ve got some money stashed back. Is there any way you could…

THAPE: No. No, I’m afraid I’m not as rich as you think. If I were, I certainly wouldn’t be here on this sandpit, would I?  

ANAKIN: (defeated) No, I guess you wouldn’t. Sorry I bothered you. 

THAPE: Look, I know it seems like the end of the world. But trust me, you’ll find your way. You’re a bright kid, smart, strong, brave. You’ll be free someday. 

ANAKIN: It’s not about me, it’s about Mom!  (Anguished)  She’s nearly forty now.  She’s been a slave her whole entire life! Watto’s not gonna want her around much longer, not the way he keeps winning at the podraces.  Soon he’ll sell her back to the Hutts, or someone even worse! I’ll never see her again, and she’ll…she’ll probably be killed. 

THAPE: Lad…if I had the money, I swear, I would help. Don’t give up hope. That’s the worst thing you could ever do.  

ANAKIN: Thanks. Oh – when I come back to this place…will you tell me about the angels again? 

THAPE: The angels? Oh – from the moons of Iego. Yes, it still brings a smile to my face. They can melt the heart of even the most hardened space pirate. 

ANAKIN: I hope I meet an angel one day. 

THAPE: You might. Now get on with you! It’s dangerous out here. 

ANAKIN: Okay. You know…I hope I grow up to be just like you. A bold, adventurous space pilot.  I’ll fly out and explore all the planets in the galaxy! 

THAPE: (laughs) Maybe you will, boy, maybe you will.  (Farther, as Anakin moves away)  See you later! 

ANAKIN: Bye! (Moves over to Kitster and Wald)  Come on, you two, we’ve gotta get a move on!  We’ve got to find those Jawas!

KITSTER: What Jawas? 

ANAKIN: The ones from Mochot Steep. Let’s see, they should be just up ahead…yeah, there’s a sandcrawler! And there’s those little robed squeakers now! 

KITSTER: All you gotta do is follow your nose, and the worst smell you find’s a Jawa! 

Sound: The jabbering of Jawas mixes in with the street noises. 

ANAKIN: Excuse me…

JAWA: Ibana?

ANAKIN: Do you have a thruster relay or a thermal veristat? 

JAWA: Ibana! Ekee kenza ko ikee kone.  

ANAKIN: You’ve got both! Great! Where?!?

JAWA: Jol, jol! Bom’loo! 

ANAKIN: Yeah, I see it now. Hey! Get away from those, pit droid! 

PIT DROID: (beeping) Sorry. I’ve just bought both of these. Last ones. Better luck next time. 

ANAKIN: (sigh) Oh, no…

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 1-8   INTERIOR – WATTO’S JUNKSHOP

Sound: Junkshop noises, and the flapping of Watto’s wings. 

WATTO: Stupid!! Worthless!! Inept!! 

ANAKIN: Master, I’m sorry…

WATTO: Oh, you’d better be!! Just because you can’t race doesn’t mean I can’t lend my Pod to someone else!! But they won’t race it – or make me any money – if it’s not fixed!! Oooohh!!! 

SHMI: It was just bad luck, that’s all. Any person would have run into that situation. 

WATTO: I did not ask you, old woman! You did clean my house, right? 

SHMI: Of course. 

WATTO: Then go home and finish working on those condensers I gave you! And you, peedunkel – go out back and clean the storage bins! 

ANAKIN: B-but I just cleaned them! 

WATTO: Aarrgghh!! Must I be talked back to by both my slaves?!?  Go clean them again!! And clean the fan switches while you’re at it! I want to be able to see my face in those things by the time you’re done! Now go! (Moving off)  I’ll be up in my nest, checking the books!  I don’t want to see or hear from either of you for at least an hour! (Moves away, muttering)  Stupid little boy…

ANAKIN: (sighs) I really did try, Mom. 

SHMI: I know you did. 

ANAKIN: I did get your fruit. Here. 

SHMI: Thank you, Ani. 

ANAKIN: Jira charged me only a third this time. She knew you liked pikas. Her cooling unit’s gone out, and I’m gonna find her another. 

SHMI: Oh, that’s so nice of you! 

ANAKIN: I’ve gotta get going.  See you later…. Mom, why are you staring at me like that?  Have I got grease on my face again? 

SHMI: No, no. It’s just… I just want to look at you…to burn your face into my memory. Lately, I get this terrible feeling, like I’ll never see you again…

ANAKIN: Aw, Mom, I’ll never leave you. 

SHMI: Promise? 

ANAKIN: Promise! 

SHMI: Good. Now go on and clean the bins before Watto gets mad again. 

ANAKIN: (moving off) Okay. Bye! 

SHMI: And be careful! It looks like a storm’s coming! 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 
SCENE 1-9    EXTERIOR -- WATTO’S JUNKYARD

Sound: Anakin walks across the junkyard, kicking at various items. 

ANAKIN: Stupid bins. I’ve been cleaning ‘em all day, they ain’t gonna get any cleaner…

Sound: Chittering of the womp rat. 

ANAKIN: Oh, it’s you again. I’m sorry, I would take you home with me, but I haven’t got any food to spare. 

Sound: The womp rat chitters. 

ANAKIN: Besides, I don’t think Watto would let me keep any pets….hey!  Look what you’re sitting on! 

Sound: The womp rat squeaks and hops off as Anakin grips something metal. 

ANAKIN: Whoops – didn’t mean to scare you! Wow…it’s a cooling unit, just like Jira’s! Pretty beat up, but no burn marks…

Sound: Anakin opens the cooling unit up. 

ANAKIN: And the power couplings look fine! I’ll take it into the shop later and get it running! Won’t Jira be happy? 

Sound: Anakin pulls himself on top of the cooling unit. 

ANAKIN: Ahh…the suns aren’t as hot as usual today. If that storm wasn’t coming in…  (Yawn)  I’d take a nap. 

Sound: A distant roaring, like a very high jet. 

ANAKIN: Whoa, what was that? Another ship coming in.  Maybe a starfighter…it sure was going fast enough. (Yawns again)  Or mebbe it was an angel, like…like Cap’n Thape talks about….an angel….

Sound: The junkyard and city noises fade as Anakin falls asleep, and begins to dream. A female choir voice singing, like an angel…

ANAKIN: A beautiful angel….

Sound: The sound of massed warriors, shouting and yelling. The report of blaster fire. 

ANAKIN: Unn…

Sound: The clinking of metal, and the rattling of chains. A lightsaber blade comes to life. 

ANAKIN: (echoing, distant) I’m a pilot, you know. And someday, I’m gonna fly away from this place…

Sound: The clashing of lightsaber blades. 

QUI-GON: (echoing, distant) I didn’t come to Tatooine to free slaves…

ANAKIN: (echoing, distant) I think you have come to free us. Why else would you be here…

Sound: The roars of the warriors turn to cheers. Distant explosions. 

PADME: (echoing, distant) Many things will change…my feelings for you will remain…

DARK MAN: (echoing, distant) I am your future…

OBI-WAN: (echoing, distant) You will become a Jedi, Anakin.  I promise. 

Sound: The thunder and fury of a space battle. The distant cry of a Tusken Raider. 

ANAKIN: Nnn…

Sound: Artoo beeping. 

ANAKIN: (echoing, distant) I don’t want things to change…

SHMI: (echoing, distant) You can’t stop the change.  Any more than you can stop the suns from setting…

SIDIOUS: (echoing, distant) Wipe them out.  All of them. 

Sound: The sounds crescendo into a giant roar – then suddenly Anakin jumps up with a gasp, fully awake. 

WATTO: (far off) Peedunkel!! Naba dee unko!! 

ANAKIN: Uh oh!! Coming, Master!! 

Sound: Anakin jumps off the cooling unit and runs across the junkyard. 

SCENE 1-10    INTERIOR -- WATTO’S JUNKSHOP 

Sound: Junkshop noises, and the flapping of Watto’s wings. Anakin runs in. 

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, following by a set of footprints. 

QUI-GON: (far off) Don’t touch anything. 

JAR-JAR: Hmph! 

Sound: Jar-Jar sticks his tongue out at Qui-Gon from a distance. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Hmm…whatsa dis…

Music: A softly romantic piece of music. 

ANAKIN: (whisper to himself) wow. so beautiful…(aloud) are you an angel? 

PADME: (startled) What?

ANAKIN: An angel. I've heard the deep space pilots talk about them. They’re the most beautiful creatures in the universe. They live on the Moons of Iego, I think.  They are good and kind, and so pretty they make even the most hardened spice pirate cry. 
PADME: I… I've never heard of angels.                                                                                                     

ANAKIN: B-but you must be one! I sense you’re kind, and you’re certainly pretty. Maybe you are one and you just don't know it. 

PADME: (chuckle) You're a funny little boy.  How do you know so much? 

ANAKIN: I listen to all the traders and starpilots that come through here. I’m a pilot, you know. And someday, I’m gonna fly away from this place.                                                                  

PADME: You’re a pilot?                                                                                                         

ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. All my life.                                                                                              

JAR-JAR: Hmm. Dat supposen to be a mushroom? Made ob metal? 
PADME: How long have you been here?                                                                               

ANAKIN: Since I was very little -- three, I think. My Mom and I were sold to Gardulla the Hutt, but she lost us betting on the Podraces to Watto. He's a lot better master than Gardulla, I think. 

PADME: You're... a slave? 

ANAKIN: (sharply) I am a person! And my name is Anakin. 

PADME: I'm sorry. I don't fully understand. This is a strange world to me. 

ANAKIN: (beat) You are a strange girl to me. 

JAR-JAR: Looksen like it’s got an eye… isen dat bubble wort?  (Tapping)  Hmm…

Sound: A distant crashing noise, followed by Jar-Jar’s muttering. 

PADME: Oh no. Jar-Jar, please get away from there! Qui-Gon told you not to touch anything! 

JAR-JAR: Wha – wha – where you going? 

PIT DROID: LAUGHING. 

ANAKIN: Hey, what’re you doing? I haven’t fixed that pit droid’s programming yet! 

JAR-JAR: (amid crashing noises) Mesa sorry – mesa tryin to get it back – come here, you – oof! 

Sound: Jar-Jar sprawls onto the floor. 

PIT DROID: LAUGHS AGAIN. 

Sound: More noises. 

JAR-JAR: Hah! Got ya! 

ANAKIN: (laughing) Hey, hit the nose!  That camera eye there – that’ll disable it!  

JAR-JAR: Oh! Right dere – 

Sound: Jar-Jar taps the camera eye, and the droid snaps back into its’ rest configuration with a “pling.” 

JAR-JAR: Huh! It’sn a mushroom again! 

PADME: (laughs) Jar-Jar, clean that up, would you?  And try not to break anything.  

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. Um…mesa tink disn go…dere…and disn…

Sound: More crashing noises. 

JAR-JAR: (groan) Oie-boie…

ANAKIN and PADME: (LAUGH. THE LAUGHTER FADES TO AN UNCOMFORTABLE SILENCE.)

ANAKIN: I’m going to marry you someday. 

PADME: (LAUGHS AGAIN.) 

ANAKIN: I mean it. I will.                                                                                                          

PADME: You are a funny little boy. What makes you think that?                                           

ANAKIN: I don’t know. Something inside me just says it. I hear it from time to time, telling me stuff that’s going to happen. And you know what?                                                                                                      

PADME: What?                                                                                                                      

ANAKIN: It’s always right.                                                                                                      

PADME: Huh. Well, I’m afraid I can’t marry you…what’s your name again?                        

ANAKIN: Anakin. Anakin Skywalker.                                                                                     

PADME: Anakin. I’m just passing through, and, well…you’re just a little boy.                      

ANAKIN: (a beat) I won’t always be.  

Sound: In the background, Jar-Jar keeps bumping junk, turning it over, and generally making a mess.  

PADME: So what was wrong with that pit droid? 

ANAKIN: Oh, its’ brain. It’s been knocked around by podracers and pit crews so often it’s gotten a permanent short circuit.  I’ve had to repair that one so often I’ve lost count. Now all it does is run around and break things. I’ll do my best, but I figure it’s gonna have to be scrapped.  

PADME: How sad. I’ve known quite a few droids, and they seem almost…alive.  

ANAKIN: Yeah. It wouldn't have lasted long anyways if I wasn't so good at fixing things.  I'm making my own droid... 
QUI-GON: (coming in) Come on, Padme.  We're leaving. Jar-Jar?  

JAR-JAR: Mesa comen. Let mesa just put…disn…. whoa…WHOA!!!

Sound: Lots of crashing noises. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Aw, fergit it.  
ARTOO: BEEPS. 

PADME: (moving off) I'm glad to have met you, Anakin. 
Sound: Three sets of footprints (and one droid’s treads) trod out of the store. The doorbell rings as they leave. 
ANAKIN: I was glad to meet you too…  (Sad sigh) 

JAR-JAR: (outside, moving off) Huh? Where deysa go…hey, wait up for mesa!! 
WATTO: (loud) Come back when you have some real money! (Normal voice)  Hmph. Outlanders.  They think we know nothing. That farmer tried to push electronic money on me! Heh – like I was hatched yesterday!
ANAKIN: They seem nice to me. Especially that girl…

WATTO: Oh…I know that look in a human. A bit young for those kind of thoughts, aren’t you, huh?  Huh? (Laughs) 

ANAKIN: (embarrassed) I can’t help it. She’s the most beautiful person I’ve ever known. She was dressed like a peasant, but there was something almost…regal about her. She…aw no!! I can’t believe – I didn’t even get her name!!                                        

WATTO: (laughs again) I guess your mother hasn’t talked to you about females yet, so I will. Forget them! They will bring you nothing but trouble! It’s like I always say – the only person you can trust in life – 

ANAKIN: (you can almost hear him rolling his eyes) – is yourself. 

WATTO: That’sa right. Trust only yourself, never tolerate failure from anyone else, and never – never – let your feelings get in the way of business!  You follow those rules, you’ll get ahead in life! 

ANAKIN: (sigh) Yes, Master.  

WATTO: Well, there’s no more customers coming in with that storm brewing.  Clean the racks, then you can go home.

ANAKIN: (glum) Thanks, Master. 

WATTO: (voice softens) Hey – you work fast enough, maybe you can catch up with that girl and get her name, eh? 
ANAKIN: YIPPEE!! I’ll be done in just a minute, Master Watto! 

Sound: Anakin runs out of the shop as fast as he can. 

WATTO: (chuckles) Foolish little boy.  Has his head in the clouds all the time. He’ll never get anywhere in life…

Sound: Watto’s junkshop fades. 

NARRATOR: Though he does not know it, the greedy Toydarian junk dealer could not be more wrong. Anakin Skywalker’s dreams are about to come true, in a way he could never have imagined. And the teenage girl he has just met, Padme, will lead him on an incredible odyssey that will shake the galaxy to its’ foundations…

Music: Closing theme up under credits.  

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS.
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