THE PHANTOM MENACE  - Christopher McElroy  - Chapter Three


CHAPTER THREE: 

“DANGEROUS WATERS” 

CAST: (in chronological order)
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ANNOUNCER: Star Wars – The Phantom Menace. Based on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Three – “Dangerous Waters.” 

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. The Trade Federation, a powerful shipping conglomerate, has now put the Republic’s right to govern to the test. Placing a large blockade of battleships in orbit over the small fringe world of Naboo, the Federation is openly challenging the Republic’s authority to place a heavy tax on interstellar trade routes – routes where the Federation reigns supreme. Taking the greatest risk of his career, Supreme Chancellor Finis Valorum sent two ambassadors to Naboo in an attempt to end the blockade without bloodshed.  

SCENE 3-1 INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – MAIN BAY
Sound: Hanger noises. The clicking of droids moving around. A loud clang and hum as the troop transports open.
NARRATOR: But goaded on from behind the scenes by a mysterious robed figure named Darth Sidious, the Federation is now going from blockade to outright attack. The ambassadors – Jedi Knights Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi – now find themselves the target of the Federation’s lethal army of battle droids…  

HANGAR CONTROL DROID: (under other dialogue) Attention all Neimoidian crew -- Evacuate main hangars now. Final loading begins now. Platoons 41 through 80, report to main hangar now. Platoons 1 through 40, hold position and await loading onto MTT’s for transport to planet surface. 
QUI-GON: Careful, Obi-Wan. Behind these crates. 

OBI-WAN: Look at this. The hangar is packed with droids…and all of them with a blaster rifle…
QUI-GON: Battle droids. Thousands of them. And carrier vessels, hover tanks, troop transports?!?  

OBI-WAN: It's an invasion army... 
HANGAR CONTROL DROID: Attention. Loading of 114 ATT hover tanks aboard Carrier 1 is now complete. Stand by to begin MTT troop transport loading. 
QUI-GON: This is an odd play for the Trade Federation. An unwarranted attack on a peaceful world…they’re asking for trouble with the Senate.                                                                         

OBI-WAN: Not to mention destroying a diplomatic vessel. That’s an open act of war.              

QUI-GON: We've got to warn the Naboo somehow, and contact Chancellor Valorum.                                                                                                                        

OBI-WAN: We’d better do it somewhere besides here.                                                              

QUI-GON: Maybe we can hitch a ride with our friends down there.                                             

OBI-WAN: It’s the least they can do, after the way they’ve treated us so far.                             

QUI-GON: Let's split up. Those giant troop transports there – before they load onto the carrier, jump up to the top of one and flatten yourself against the roof. Stow aboard separate ships and meet down on the planet. Keep in touch by comlink. 

OBI-WAN: You were right about one thing, Master. (smirks) The negotiations were short. 

QUI-GON: Very funny, Padawan. Now get going. Remember to stay hidden. 

OBI-WAN: All right. 

Sound: Obi-Wan runs out. 

HANGAR CONTROL DROID: Warning – All C-9979 carrier vessels are now operating. Transports 1 through 11, stand by to begin loading aboard carrier vessel 1…
SCENE 3-2 INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP - BRIDGE 

NUTE: Any luck in finding them? 

TEY HOW: None, sir. 

RUNE: They would make for the hangar bay. 

NUTE: I have already ordered extra troops around our shuttles. They will not be getting out that way. 
TEY HOW: Sir, a transmission from the planet. Source: The Royal Palace in the capitol city of Theed.  

NUTE: Put it on the viewscreen, Tey How. 

Sound: The viewscreen comes on. 
RUNE: It's Queen Amidala herself. 

NUTE: At last we are getting results… Again you come before me, Your Highness. And with your Governing Council seated around you, no less. The Federation is pleased. 

AMIDALA: You will not be pleased when you hear what I have to say, Viceroy. Your trade boycott of our planet has ended. 

NUTE: Oh? I was not aware of such a failure. 

AMIDALA: I have word that the Senate is finally voting on this blockade of yours. 

NUTE: (sarcastic) I take it you know the outcome, then. Sometimes I wonder why they bother to vote at all. 

AMIDALA: Enough of this pretense, Viceroy! I'm aware the Chancellor's Ambassadors are with you now, and that you have been commanded to reach a settlement. What is it to be?  

NUTE: I know nothing about any Ambassadors...you must be mistaken. 

AMIDALA: What? I have the word of the Chancellor himself, his Ambassadors arrived a half hour ago! 

NUTE: Then the Chancellor is mistaken. Or he is lying to you. Either one would not surprise me with him. 
AMIDALA: Beware, Viceroy.... the Federation has gone too far this time. 
NUTE: Your Highness, we would never do anything without the approval of the Senate. You assume too much. 

AMIDALA: We will see. Queen Amidala out.  

Sound: The viewscreen crackles and dissolves into static. The viewscreen then deactivates. 
RUNE: She's right, the Senate will never -- 
NUTE: It's too late now. Lord Sidious has ordered that we attack, and you know what will happen to us if we do not. 
RUNE: Do you think she suspects an attack? 

NUTE: I don't know, but I don’t want to take any chances. We must move quickly to disrupt all communications down there. Tey How, are the carriers ready to launch? 

TEY HOW: Almost, Viceroy. The other battleships report their carriers will be ready to launch in fifteen minutes. 

NUTE: Begin launching then, as soon as we are ready. Start sending out interference signals…  

Music: Transition.

SCENE 3-3 INTERIOR NABOO PALACE - THRONE ROOM 

Sound: The fizzling of a holographic image. 

PALPATINE: (echoing) Your Highness. I am surprised to hear from you this soon. Have the negotiations gone well? 

AMIDALA: That is the problem, Senator. The negotiations have yet to begin. 

PALPATINE: Indeed? 

AMIDALA: According to the Viceroy, the Ambassadors have not yet arrived. Can you doublecheck with Chancellor Valorum as to their arrival time? 

PALPATINE: The negotiations haven’t begun because the Ambassadors aren’t there?!? How could that be true? I have assurances from the Chancellor...his Ambassadors did arrive. It must be the...get...negotiate...bassadors… 

Sound: The holographic “hum” fizzles, wavers, and fades away. 
AMIDALA: Senator Palpatine?!? Captain Panaka, what's happening? 

PANAKA: It could be an equipment malfunction. Sergeant, check the transmission generators. 

SARGEANT: Yes, sir. (activates comlink) Throne room to comm station, do you read? 

Sound: Static from the comlink. 

BIBBLE: (suspicion) A malfunction? So soon after the ambassadors disappear?  

PANAKA: You do have a point. It could be the Federation jamming us, Your Highness. 

HELA: Jamming? But why would they do that?

SARGEANT: Your Highness, all I’m getting is static. 

PANAKA: Try the defense stations. 

SARGEANT: Throne room to defense stations, do you read? (static) Throne room to palace guards, do you read? (static) To anyone within the sound of my voice, please acknowledge this transmission! (static) Nothing, Captain Panaka. 

BIBBLE: A communications disruption can mean only one thing. Invasion. 

Sound: Startled gasp and muttering from the Council members. 

LUFTA: But why…?!? We’ve done nothing to them! 

AMIDALA: Don't jump to conclusions, Governor. The Federation would not dare go that far. 

PANAKA: The Senate would revoke their trade franchise, and they'd be finished. 

AMIDALA: We must continue to rely on negotiation. 

BIBBLE: Negotiation? We've lost all communications! And where are the Chancellor’s ambassadors? How can we negotiate? We must prepare to defend ourselves. 

HUGO: This may just be a localized phenomenon, Governor Bibble! An ion storm, maybe – your Highness, if we ready our defenses, the Federation may feel provoked – and we may bring about the very situation we wish to avoid!

PANAKA: This is a dangerous situation, Your Highness. Our security volunteers will be no match against a battle-hardened Federation army. 
AMIDALA: (cold and stiff) I will not condone a course of action that will lead us to war. 

BIBBLE: We can’t just sit on our knees and pray we’re not going to be attacked! 

PANAKA: (sour) I thought you were a pacifist, Governor. 

BIBBLE: (bristling) I’m also practical, Captain. Idealism has no place in a life-threatening crisis. 

AMIDALA: Well, I am a pacifist. And I will not provoke an attack, Governor. To me, war is abhorrent. 

Sound: The throne room door opens, and a man runs up, out of breath. 
AMIDALA: What is it, guard? 

GUARD: I’ve just come…from the observatory. Our communications are down, we couldn’t…couldn’t warn…

PANAKA: Easy, Lieutenant. Catch your breath. 

GUARD: On infrared, they just spotted…. several ships launching from the Federation freighters. Projections indicate they’re heading for strategic positions all over the planet. They’ll be on the ground in moments. They were…big. Winged vessels…

PANAKA: Carrier vessels. 

GUARD: And…they were flanked by several tiny ships. Starfighter size. 

HELA: By the gods…

BIBBLE: You see? 

PANAKA: What do we do, Your Highness? 

HUGO: A better question is…what can we do? 

HELA: We’ve got to evacuate the cities. Get people out into the fields and swamps – 

LUFTA: How? The jamming’s almost certainly cut off all communications between cities too! All those people…they have no idea what’s coming…
AMIDALA: Send Royal Security Force agents in landspeeders to as many cities as they can reach. Have them relay from me to the local governors that if our cities are attacked, that no one openly resists. 

PANAKA: Is that wise, your Highness? We don’t know what the Federation’s troops have in mind– 

AMIDALA: We will comport ourselves according to Republic law. If there is any breach of that law, it will be on their side. And they will have to answer to the Senate. 

PANAKA: I recommend that our most experienced RSF agents be sent outside the cities. If worse comes to worst, they can operate as a resistance movement. 

AMIDALA: I leave that in your hands, Captain. 

PANAKA: Very well. 

BIBBLE: You’re putting an awful lot of faith in the Senate, your Highness. 

AMIDALA:  It is not faith -- it is certainty. The Republic will not turn its’ back on one of its member worlds. 

BIBBLE: I pray you’re right… 

Music: Transition. 
SCENE 3-4   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP -- BRIDGE

Sound: Bridge noises. The distant chatter of droids on comm frequencies. 

TEY HOW: Carrier vessels 12-18 launching now, sir. Droid starfighter escorts are in formation alongside them. 

DOFINE: The other battleships report successful landings in the southern hemisphere, Viceroy. Communication satellites have been launched, and the droids from our ship are responding to test signals from the central computer. 

NUTE: Order the captains of the other vessels to transfer droid control. 

DOFINE: Tey How, open a channel to the battleships. 

TEY HOW: Yes, sir. 

Sound: The beeping of a comm channel being opened. 

DOFINE: Attention, all Federation vessels. This is Captain Dofine of the Saa’kak. In thirty microns, all computer control of your droids are to be transferred over to my flagship. Acknowledge my signal. 

Sound: In the background, various Neimoidian captains begin to respond. 

RUNE: This is it. The first full-scale test of the central battle computer. Even in our testing exercises against pirates, we always had two other redundant computers. I hope this works. 

NUTE: It had better. We are taking an awful risk here. 

DOFINE: Twenty microns to activation…

TEY HOW: Transmitters standing by. 

DOFINE: Evacuate non-essential decks. Prepare for power transfer. 

RUNE: Do you know what the programming is on the central computer, Viceroy? 

NUTE: It was programmed remotely by Lord Sidious. I am certain it will be up to the task, however. 

DOFINE: Ten microns. All carrier vessels report ready to deploy. Stand by – we are having transmission difficulties with one vessel…

NUTE: What?!? Explain!! 

DOFINE: I’m not sure what’s happening…

TEY HOW: It’s Carrier 11, sir. It is losing altitude. Its course has shifted…the droid commander is not responding. 

DOFINE: Droid control transferring…now! 

Sound: The hum of the bridge’s power momentarily dips…then stabilizes again.

NUTE: Well? 

DOFINE: Carriers 1 through 6 are deploying, sir. Carriers 1a through 6u are also beginning deployment efforts. 

TEY HOW: Confirm deployment is underway. MTT troop transports are beginning to leave the carriers and are moving toward the outer cities. AAT hover tanks are also deploying. Droid starfighters are providing air support.

RUNE: Where’s Carrier 11? 

TEY HOW: Checking…contact has been lost completely with Carrier 11. Sensors indicate it has crashed in a swamp area. 

NUTE: But the other vessels are all right? 

TEY HOW: It would appear so, sir. Carrier 7 is the nearest vessel to the crash site. Should we send an investigative party? 

NUTE: Wait. You said Carrier 11 was changing course. Where was its’ course taking it? 

TEY HOW: Checking…it appears to have moved to intercept Carrier 7. The course change appeared deliberate. 

NUTE: Has our search of the ship uncovered any sign of the Jedi? 

TEY HOW: Checking…no, sir. 

RUNE: You don’t think…

NUTE: Tey How, contact the commander of the Carrier 7 force. 

TEY HOW: Contacting…Commander OOM-9 is on the holochannel. 

NUTE: Put it on holo. 

Sound: A hologram buzzes to life. 

OOM-9: (filtered, echoing) Yes, Viceroy?  

RUNE: We have searched the ship, and there is no trace of the Jedi. They may have gotten onto one of your landing craft. 

OOM-9: If they’re down here, sir, we'll find them. We are moving out of the swamp and are marching on the cities. We are meeting no resistance. 

NUTE: Excellent. Use caution – these Jedi are not to be underestimated.  

OOM-9: Roger roger. OOM-9 out. 

Sound: Fade out. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 3-5   EXTERIOR NABOO SWAMP – DAY 

Sound: The loud rumbling of the MTT, and the crash of trees being knocked down by the carrier. 

QUI-GON: (sounds like he’s waking up from a nap) Ah. We’re on the ground. (grunts as he turns over) They’re heading through the swamps…trying to sneak up on the towns, I suspect -- 

Sound: Comlink beeping. Static. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan? Obi-Wan, do you read? (static) The Federation’s moving quicker than I feared. No communication means the outer cities won’t have a clue what’s happening until it’s too late. (sighs) Calm down, Qui-Gon. You must clear your mind…let the Force flow through you. It will tell you where Obi-Wan is. (beat) Yes. I sense him. He’s…west of here. All right, troop carrier – here’s where you and I part ways. 

Sound: Qui-Gon leaps off the top of the droid carrier. Whistling of wind and Qui-Gon’s grunt as he hovers to the ground. 
MTT: (a booming, echoing through speakers robot voice) All carriers -- HALT!!! 

Sound: The MTTs creak as they begins to turn to face Qui-Gon. 

QUI-GON: What?!? How could they – 

MTT: Sensors indicate a humanoid lifeform. Stand where you are. 

QUI-GON: And if I do not? 

MTT: Wait. Accessing Central Computer…

QUI-GON: Now’s my chance -- 

Sound: Qui-Gon begins to run. 

MTT: Um, wait, um…Orders are to kill any Naboo when feasible – Wait. Lifeform is escaping. Flanking carriers -- pursue at full throttle!! 

Sound: The MTTs engine whines goes to maximum. Fade out for transition. 
SCENE 3-6   EXTERIOR NABOO SWAMP - DAY
Sound: Swamp noises. The drone of something snoring. A peko peko squawks. 

Music: Jar-Jar’s theme. 

JAR-JAR: Huh? Wha…(yawn) Oh. Itsen sunup. (groans as he pulls himself up) Itsen loverly day. 

Sound: The peko peko squawks again. 

JAR-JAR: Whatsa dat, pekopeko? Yousen want my sleep spot? 

Sound: The peko peko squawks once again. The sound of dirt being dug. 

JAR-JAR: (awed) Oh. Mesa sorry – mesa no know dat was yousa nest! Mesa tought dat make a nice pillow. Mesa no hurt yousa baby eggs, did my? 

Sound: The peko peko chirps as it sits on the nest. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. Mesa at least keepen yousa baby eggs warm. Byebye!  

Sound: Jar-Jar starts walking. 

JAR-JAR: Ah, itsen good to be here in da swamp. Fresh air, lotsa water, nobody yelling at my, and lotsen lotsen munchen! Spakin of what…mesa in da hungry for some clams. Now, letsee see…

Sound: Jar-Jar moves some branches. 

JAR-JAR: Nope. No clams dere. 

Sound: Jar-Jar picks up some rocks. 

JAR-JAR: Nope. No dere eder. Dere must be some somewhere…whoa…WHOA!!!

Sound: Jar-Jar slips on some mud. 

JAR-JAR: OOF!! Aw…mesa doen it again! When mesa ever gonna learn to watch where mesa goin? Oh….(surprised) Oh! Muy muy! Dere’s some clams! 

Sound: Jar-Jar picks up a clam and pries it open. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa loven da clams in da morning! Here it’sa come…

Sound: Jar-Jar slurps out his tongue and swallows the contents of the clam in one gulp. 

JAR-JAR: Ahh. Disn da life, awright. Goody munchen, and no Gungans making fusses about little axadentes…

Sound: The creature noises of the swamp suddenly drop off. 

JAR-JAR: Huh? Whatsa…whatsa goin on? 

Sound: A growing rumble in the background. 

JAR-JAR: Eh? A quakie? 

Sound: The trumpeting of various animals, coming closer. Trees being torn down in the distance. 

JAR-JAR: AAHH!! STEMPEDE!!! OH NNNOOO!!! 

QUI-GON: (rushing up) Get out of the way, Gungan! MOVE!! This carrier’s after me, not you -- 

Sound: Jar-Jar grabs Qui-Gon, and Qui-Gon grunts. 

QUI-GON: Let go of me!! 
JAR-JAR: Hey, help me! Help me!! 

QUI-GON: Let go! That carrier is about to run us over – OOF!! 

Sound: The splashing of water. The rumble becomes deafening, and then recedes into the distance along with the sound of trees falling. 
MTT: (moving off) Negative movement readings. Targets are dead. Return course to original heading – city of Oxon.
MTTS: (moving off) Roger roger…
JAR-JAR: (long beat, then pulling himself up after the rumbling sounds are gone) Whatsen was dose tings? Looken like big beasts – but dey smell like something maccanekel? 

QUI-GON: (to himself) They should think I’m dead now. I certainly hope so. Let’s see, Obi-Wan should be…that way…

Sound: Qui-Gon starts moving off. 

JAR-JAR: Whatsa dat…hey, wait!! Wait up for mesa! 

QUI-GON: You’ve caused me enough trouble. Leave me alone. 

JAR-JAR: Oyi, muy muy! Yousa saved my life! I luv you! 

QUI-GON: You almost got us killed! You’re fortunate those things hover over the ground – they could have crushed us when you dragged us into the mud.  Are you brainless?!? 
JAR-JAR: Mesa not brainless. I spake. 

QUI-GON: The ability to speak does not make you intelligent. Now get out of here! 

Sound: Qui-Gon starts to walk again. Jar-Jar walks with him. 
JAR-JAR: No, no! Mesa stay! Mesa culled JaJaBinkss. Mesa yous humble servaunt. 

QUI-GON: That won’t be necessary. 

JAR-JAR: Oh boot it tis! Tis demunded byda guds, it tis. Tis a live debett, tis. 

QUI-GON: Please open those big orange earflaps and listen. I don’t want or need your help, and I don’t want you tagging along causing more troub…(whisper) wait a minute. Obi-Wan’s in trouble…  
JAR-JAR: Mesa no wanten to cause yousa trouble. Mesa owe you -- 

OBI-WAN: (far off) Master!! Help me!!
Sound: The far-off noise of blaster fire, and the whine of the STAPs. Both sounds coming closer.  
QUI-GON: (disgusted sigh, pushing Jar-Jar away) I have no time for this now... 

JAR-JAR: Say what? 

Sound: The noises come closer. 
JAR-JAR: Oh, nooooo! Flying maccaneks!! Wesa ganna.... 

Sound: Qui-Gon throws Jar-Jar into the mud as he unhooks his lightsaber from his belt. 

QUI-GON: Stay down! 

Sound: Jar-Jar’s head pops up from the mud. 

JAR-JAR: ...dieeee! 

Sound: The laser bolts and STAP hums get very close. Qui-Gon ignites his lightsaber. A couple of laser bolts hit the lightsaber blade, rebounding with a spark. The two STAP hums stop as they explode. A piece of metal audibly bounces on the ground, bouncing away. Qui-Gon extinguishes his lightsaber. 

QUI-GON: (pulling Obi-Wan up) Those two STAP-riding droids won’t be giving us any more trouble. 

OBI-WAN: (gasping) Thank you…Master….

JAR-JAR: (to himself) How hesa do dat? Dose bolts just bounce offa his lightstick?!? 
QUI-GON: They almost killed you, Obi-Wan. Why didn’t you fight them? 

OBI-WAN: Sorry, Master. The water fried my weapon. 

QUI-GON: Let me have a look. 

OBI-WAN: Here... I was caught on the carrier ship. Diverting it to land near your position. I had to set it to crash, then cut my way out, jump, and hope to land somewhere safe. Turned out to be a lake. 
QUI-GON: Hmm. You forgot to turn your power off again, didn't you? 

OBI-WAN: It would appear so, Master. 

QUI-GON: One of these days, you’ll have to see about building a lightsaber that’s waterproof like mine. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. I’ll look into it. 
QUI-GON: Hmm. The blade lens needs cleaning. It won't take long to recharge, but this is a lesson I hope you've finally learned, my young Padawan. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. I’m afraid our comlinks are useless. The Federation’s jamming all communications except for their droid control signal. 

QUI-GON: I know. That’ll make contacting the Republic difficult...

Sound: Jar-Jar pulls himself out of the mud during Qui-Gon’s last line. 

 JAR-JAR: Oh, yousa saved my again! Mesa so grateful!  

OBI-WAN: What's this? 

QUI-GON: A local. His name is Jar-Jar Binks. And I’m afraid we’re stuck with him, for the time being at least.  

JAR-JAR: Pleased to meet yousa. 

OBI-WAN: Likewise. 

QUI-GON: Come on. Let's get out of here, before more droids show up. 

JAR-JAR: More? More, did you spake??!? 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan start to run. After a moment, Jar-Jar starts to run behind them. 
QUI-GON: How far away is Theed from here, do you think? 

OBI-WAN: A few kilometers. There’s no way we’ll beat the droids there, not without a fast transport. 

JAR-JAR: Ex-squeeze me…
QUI-GON: We could try taking some STAPs. 

OBI-WAN: It’d be difficult to destroy the droid without taking the hover-fighter with it. 

JAR-JAR: Ex-squeeze me…
QUI-GON: It is risky, but we’ll have to try it – 
JAR-JAR: HEY!!!
QUI-GON: (sigh) What is it, Jar-Jar? 
JAR-JAR: Ex-squeeeeze me, but da most grande safest place would be Otoh Gunga City. Is where I grew up...Tis a hidden city. 

Sound: They all stop. 

QUI-GON: A city?                                                                                                                         

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh!                                                                                                                          

QUI-GON: Would they have any transports capable of reaching Theed? 

JAR-JAR: Da Naboo city? Um… yes. Yes, dey would! 

OBI-WAN: (delighted) Well! 

QUI-GON: Perhaps I misjudged you, Jar-Jar. Could you take us there? 

JAR-JAR: Ahhh... on second taut... no, not really, no, no. 

QUI-GON: (sharply) No??! 

JAR-JAR: Iss embarrissing, boot, ah... My afraid my've benn banished. My forgoten der Bosses would do terrible tings to me --Terrible tings to me if me goin’ back dere!
Sound: A pulsating, rumbling sound is heard in the distance, along with more trees falling. 

QUI-GON: You hear that? 

JAR-JAR: Yeah.                                                                                                                         

QUI-GON: That is the sound of a thousand terrible things heading this way. 

OBI-WAN: (mischievous) If they find us, they will crush us, grind us into little pieces, and blast us into oblivion! 
JAR-JAR: (beat) Oh. Um…Yousa point is well seen. Dis way – 

Sound: A slight whistling sound as Jar-Jar spins around, nearly hitting Obi-Wan. 

OBI-WAN: Hey, watch it with those big ears! 

JAR-JAR: (running, moving off) Hurry! 

Music: Transition. 
SCENE 3-7   EXTERIOR SWAMP LAKE – DAY
Sound: Swamp noises again, and the distant rumble of the droid transports. 
OBI-WAN: We’ve been running for over an hour. Are we nearly there? 

JAR-JAR: Nearly! 

OBI-WAN: Are you sure you know where you’re going? 

JAR-JAR: Mesa sure! 

Sound: The sounds of lake waves lapping come up. The footfalls stop. 

OBI-WAN: (sour) You’ve led us to the shore of a lake. Great sense of direction! 

QUI-GON: Quiet, Obi-Wan. Jar-Jar, how much further? 

JAR-JAR: Wesa goen underwater, okeyday? 

OBI-WAN: Underwater? 

JAR-JAR: Where you tink wesa live – in da swamp? Gungan cities near da core. Will yousa be able to swim dat far, Quiggon? 

OBI-WAN: You don’t mean the actual planet core, do you? 

JAR-JAR: Oh yes. It be very very far. It probly take a few months to get dere. Of course mesa don’t mean da real core! Wesa just call it dat. Deysa network ob caverns, from city to city. 

QUI-GON: Remember the dossier, Obi-Wan – the underwater cities are less than a mile down. We’ll be ready to travel in a minute, Jar-Jar. Obi-Wan, your Aquata breather. 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan fumble with machinery. It clicks as it pops into its’ user configuration. 

OBI-WAN: Ready. 

QUI-GON: Lead the way, Jar-Jar. 
JAR JAR: And my warning yous -- Gungans no liken outsiders, so don't expict a werm welcome. 

OBI-WAN: Oh, don't worry. This hasn’t been our day for warm welcomes. 

Sound: An audible jump and a screeching cry from Jar-Jar. Whistling of wind around Jar-Jar’s ears as he flips twice in mid-air, and then a big splash as he dives underwater. Another splash and a gasp of air from Jar-Jar as he surfaces.  

JAR-JAR: Yousa follow me now, okeyday?

QUI-GON: (experimental breath through the breather) Let’s go…

Sound: Two splashing noises as the Jedi wade into the water and dive under. Transition to underwater noises. 

Music: Swim to Otoh Gunga. Music plays in entirety.  
SCENE 3-8   INTERIOR OTOH GUNGA - CITY SQUARE 

Sound: The far-off conversations and wild lines of Gungans. A slight hum from the bubble city’s generators. A “slick” energy noise, as the three heroes move through the bubble membrane wall of the city. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan fold up their breathers and put them up. 

QUI-GON: (amazed) That bubble wall we just walked though is incredible. Our clothes are already dry, and we were underwater just a moment before. 

OBI-WAN: I’m glad we didn’t have much farther to go. My breather’s almost empty. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh…so good being home! 

OBI-WAN: This is your home?!? I’m sorry, I mean, I know it is …

QUI-GON: Beautiful. 

OBI-WAN: As much inside as out. The entire lake floor seemed to be glowing from these huge golden bubble buildings. 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. Gungans very proud of deysa work on da bubble cities. Where wesa are in now is da Big Bubble of Otoh Gunga. Da City Bigspace... 

Sound: The wild lines begin to trail off, and some Gungans mutter in shock and confusion – “Look at dat!” “Outlaunders,” “Whatsa dey doin heres?”, etc. 

OBI-WAN: I get the feeling this city doesn’t get many humanoid visitors. 

JAR-JAR: Nope. Mesa no remembers even seein’ a human down heres until now. 

QUI-GON: If I remember the dossier correctly, the current leader of the Gungans is one Boss Nass. Am I right? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. My hopin hesa in a good mood today. Da Rep Council chamber is…dis way. 

Sound: The clip-clop of hooved animals coming up. A keening cry from an approaching kaadu.  

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (coming up) Hey, yousa! Stopa dere!! 

OBI-WAN: Here comes the not-so-warm welcome. Who’s that riding up on the kaadu, Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Oh, itsen okeyday. Hisen a friend of my. (louder) Heyo-dalee, ah, Cap'n Tarpals…mesa back! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (groan) Noah gain, Jar-Jar. Yousen forgotten da Boss usen da nocombackie law on yousa!?

JAR-JAR: Uhh…no. My no forget. Disen two outlanders needen help. Dey need to talk to da Bosses. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: About da maccaneks up on da surface, no doubt. Dat’s all my been hearing abouts dis sunup! 

QUI-GON: Have they made any attempt to attack you? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: No. Wesa Gungans keepen well hidden. Speaking of what, Jar-Jar, whatsen wrong wit you, bringing Naboo to da Gungan city?? Yousen want to get hurt?!?

JAR-JAR: No, no-no!! Mesa no wanten dat!! 

QUI-GON: We are not of the Naboo race, Captain Tarpals. We are ambassadors of the Galactic Republic. We would like to speak to Boss Nass and the Rep Council about the situation up on the surface at once. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Galactie Repuubleek? Wesa never get dem around heres. Well, yousen get yousa wish, outlaunders. Yousa goen tada Bosses. Boss Nass gonna want to know JaJa here anywhat. Guards! 

Sound: Multiple clip-clops and kaadu noises. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Keep a close eye on dese tree. Wesa goin’ to da Bosses’ Board Room. Dey try anything, yousa shock ‘em wit’ yous electropoles. 

GUARD: No worry, Cap’n Tarpals. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: And hab Binks securely cuffed before we get to da Board Room! Mesa no wanten any trubble dere. JaJa, yousa in big dudu this time! 

JAR-JAR: GROAN. 

GUARD: Oh, itsen dis one again, eh, Cap’n Tarpals? JaJa Binkss, da worst Gungan ever to be born. Come on, JaJa, getsa steppin’!! 

Sound: A crack of electricity from the electropole. 
JAR-JAR: (yelps in pain) How wude! Whatsa my do to deserve dat, hey?!?

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Enuff, guard. (regretful) JaJa gone be in big enuff oucho soon enuff. JaJa, bassdors….go. 

Sound: Fade out on the kaadu and heroes’ footfalls.  
SCENE 3-9   INTERIOR OTOH GUNGA - HIGH TOWER BOARD ROOM 

Sound: Ambient underwater noises from outside the bubble walls. The hum of the city’s power generators. 

GUNGAN SCOUT: So far, dese maccaneks hab shown no sign ob being able to go under da water. Deysa all leaven da swamps now, all headin to da Naboo cities. 

BOSS NASS: My wonder what Queen Amidoll did to bring dis down upon hersaself. 

REP TEERS: Mayhapsen dese are pirates, Your Honor? 

BOSS NASS: Mayhaps, Rep Teers. Mayhaps. Still, as longen as dey no mess wit da Gungans, wesa okeyday. 
REP NOOSOS: Mesa do recommenden wesa prepare da city defenses, Boss Nass. 

BOSS NASS: Wesa will haven dem prepared, Rep Noosos. But my no want to be looken for crunchen if wesa cans avoid it. All da Reps agreein? 

REPS: WILD LINES, GENERAL AGREEMENT. 

BOSS NASS: Den itsen settled. Wesa stay out of da Naboo’s problem, da maccaneks stay out of usen way. Tank you for yousa report, Scout. Begone. 

Sound: A Gungan horn blows. 

GUARD: Captain Tarpals comin in, Boss Nass Your Honor, wit prisoners! 

BOSS NASS: Bring dem in, den. 

Sound: Footsteps coming up. The clanking of Jar-Jar’s chains. 

BOSS NASS: Naboo? Whatsa Naboo doin heres? 

QUI-GON: We are not Naboo, your Honor. I am Qui-Gon Jinn, and this is my apprentice Obi-Wan Kenobi. We are Jedi Knights and Republic ambassadors. 

BOSS NASS: Stand on da Supplication platform, den, and talkie to usen. 

Sound: Two sets of footsteps walk onto the platform. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (reluctantly) Wesa also haven anutter prisoner. JaJa Binkss. 

BOSS NASS: (loudly) BINKSS?!? (gibbers with rage) K-k-k-k-k-k. B-b-Binkss. W-wesa tout wesa seein da last of yousa!

JAR-JAR: Uh. Hallo-dalee, Big Boss Nass.  

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Hisen brought dese two to da city, Your Honor.  
BOSS NASS: K-k-k-k-k-k. Yousa cannot bees hair, Jedi. Dis army of mackineeks up dare is new weesong! 

QUI-GON: That droid army is about to attack the Naboo, Boss Nass. We must warn them. We’ve come to ask for your help.  

BOSS NASS: Deysa attacken da Naboo, and not da Gungans? 

QUI-GON: For the moment. 

BOSS NASS: Hmph. Good. Wesa no like da Naboo! K-k-k-k-k-k. Un dey no like uss-ens. Da Naboo tink day so smarty. Day tink day brains so big. Wesa no helpin’ dem. Yousa Jedi on yousa own.  

OBI-WAN: If you will not act out of kindness, act out of self-preservation. Once those droids take control of the surface, they will take control of you. 

BOSS NASS: Mesa no tink so. Dey not know of uss-en. Mesa scant talkie witda Naboo in whole life, and no nutten talkie wit outlaunders. Dos mackineeks no comen here! 

OBI-WAN: We are aware that you trade with the Naboo, at least secretly. Both your races depend on trade with the other – you supply the Naboo with food, the Naboo supply you with construction materials. You and the Naboo form a symbiont circle. What happens to one of you will affect the other. Whether you admit it or not, you need each other. You must understand this. 

BOSS NASS: Wesa get alongs fine before da Naboo colynize our world. Wesa get alongs without dem now. Disen conversation over! Wesa wish no nutten in yousa tings, outlaunder, and wesa no care-n about da Naboo. 

QUI-GON: (a strange tone in his voice) Then speed us on our way. 

BOSS NASS: Wesa gonna speed yousaway. 

JAR-JAR: (slightly off) Wha..??
QUI-GON: We could use a transport... 

BOSS NASS: Wesa give yousa una bongo. Da speedest way tooda Naboo tis goen through…(an evil grin) da planet core. Now go. 

QUI-GON: Thank you for your help. We leave in peace. 

Sound: The two Jedi start to walk off. 
OBI-WAN: (whisper) Master, what’s a bongo? 

QUI-GON: (whisper) A transport, I hope. 

JAR-JAR: Jedi, don’t taken da bongo! Daza setten yousa up! Goen through da planet core… bad bombin!! Deysa monsters and –

GUARD: (shoves Jar-Jar) Shut it, JaJa!! 

QUI-GON: Thank you. We’ll be careful.  

JAR-JAR: Ummm...not to be pushy or anyting, boot…any hep hair would be hot. Da Boss Nass, he no happy to eyeball my. Heh… 

QUI-GON: I noticed. I’ll see what I can do. 

OBI-WAN: Master, we are short on time…
QUI-GON: Time spent here can help us later. We need a navigator to get us through the planet's core. This Gungan may be of help.                                                                                                             

OBI-WAN: (tight whisper) I sense a loss of focus…                                                                   

QUI-GON: Be mindful, Padawan. Your sensitivity to the living Force is not your strength. 

OBI-WAN: (exasperated sigh) Yes, Master…

QUI-GON: (louder) Boss Nass. What is to become of Jar-Jar Binks here? 

BOSS NASS: Binkss broken the nocombackie law. Hisen to be… pune-ished. (chuckle) 

QUI-GON: He has been of help to us. I hope the punishment will not be severe. 

BOSS NASS: Hisen getting what hesa deserve. Pounded unto death.  

JAR-JAR: Ohhh! Ohhh nooo!! 

OBI-WAN: (shocked) What? Why? What crimes has he committed? 

BOSS NASS: For him, living is a crime! 
QUI-GON: I saved his life on the surface. He owes me what you call a "life debt." (the strange tone in his voice) Your gods demand that his life belongs to me now.
BOSS NASS: Binkssss?!? (to Jar-Jar) Yousa havena liveplay with thisen hisen? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. 
BOSS NASS: (gibbers with rage for a moment, then) Fine! As long as hisen away from usen! Hisen life tis yos, outlaunder. Worthless anywhat. Guards, remove hisen cuffs. Begone wit him!! 

Sound: The guards remove the cuffs. 

JAR-JAR: Ohhh, dat feel better…
CAPTAIN TARPALS: Yousa heard da Boss, JaJa. Go wit da Jedi to da core. 

JAR-JAR: Count mesa outta dis one! Better dead here, den dead in da core...(slaps his head) Yee guds, whata mesa sayin?! 

OBI-WAN: Come on, Jar-Jar. Show us to the bongo.

JAR-JAR: All right, mesa comen. Da sub pen is disen way…
Sound: Fade out for transition.  

SCENE 3-10   INTERIOR SUB COCKPIT - UNDERWATER 

Sound: Roar of bongo engine in the rear. A light “crack” as the lights come on.
OBI-WAN: We’re clear of the city, Master. Lights on…beginning descent. 

QUI-GON: Any trouble with the controls? 

OBI-WAN: No, the controls are standard. Another sign the Naboo and Gungans have been working together. 
JAR-JAR: Dis is nutsen. Where wesa goin’? 

QUI-GON: To the city of Theed. Do you know the way? 

JAR-JAR: Uhh… yeah. Yeah. It’sa…dis way.   

QUI-GON: You heard him. Down through that cavern. 
OBI-WAN: All right. Lights to maximum power… Master, you rely on those mind tricks too much. Boss Nass wasn’t as weak-minded as you thought.                                                                                                                 

QUI-GON: The Force affected him just enough. He may have had ulterior motives, but the idea was mine.                                                                                                                                       

JAR-JAR: Da Force? What is da Force?                                                                                       

QUI-GON: The Force is the power of the universe -- of life itself. Those trained in the way of the Jedi can use that power in the service of good.                                                           

OBI-WAN: The Force can also be a spiritual guide. It can show you the possible paths of your future, leaving you to choose the best path.                                                                           

QUI-GON: Again, only those trained as Jedi can use the Force, for either purpose.  

OBI-WAN: Some use it for one purpose more than the other…                                                    

QUI-GON: Enough, Obi-Wan. This is an old and tiresome argument.                                                                          

JAR-JAR: Yousa Jedi? My tought dey wasa myth.                        

OBI-WAN: We’re no myth. We simply like to keep a low profile.                                                     

JAR-JAR: How yousa get here?                                                                                                    

QUI-GON: We were on a diplomatic mission. We were attacked, and our ship was destroyed. We were forced to sneak down here on the Federation’s ships.                                                                            

JAR-JAR: Huh. And hesa broke his lightstick, and yousa canna make da Boss warn da Naboo. Yousa Jedi not all yousa cracked to be. 

OBI-WAN: I wouldn’t say that, considering what you were facing back there.  

JAR-JAR: Whatta loverly view outieside. Da coral is so bootiful. Mesa hab not been down here in a whiles. Oh…goberfish!                                                                                                          

OBI-WAN: Why were you banished, Jar Jar? And why was Boss Nass wanting to kill you?  

JAR JAR: Tis a longo taleo, but a small part wawdabe mesa...ooooh...aaaa.....clumsy. 

OBI-WAN: You were banished because you were clumsy?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

JAR-JAR: Ahh…yousa mighten be saying dat.  

OBI-WAN: Suddenly, I’m very glad I’m piloting. Details, Jar-Jar. 
JAR-JAR: Mesa cause-ed mabee one or duey lettal bitty axadentes...

OBI-WAN: Such as? 

JAR-JAR: Yud-say boom da gasser, den crash Der Bosses heyblibber...den banished. 

OBI-WAN: I suppose a heyblibber is a vehicle, but tell me, what is a gasser -- 

Sound: A loud crash from behind. The groan of metal (or whatever the bongo is made of) as it is pulled by the tongue of an Opee Sea Killer. The hum of the bongo engine rises. 
JAR-JAR: Uh-oh!!! BIG Goberfish!!! 

OBI-WAN: A what?!?

QUI-GON: An Opee Sea Killer. It’s caught us with its’ tongue. Go to full throttle, Obi-Wan. 

OBI-WAN: I am. But I don’t think the bongo was built to withstand this kind of strain…we’re being pulled off course…

JAR-JAR: It’sn pullin’ usen in wid itsen tung! Wesa gonna be eaten!! 

Sound: A crunching noise as the monster gets the bongo in its mouth. Sparking noises from the panels. 

OBI-WAN: Hull breach!! Structural overload! 

JAR-JAR: We’re in itsen mout! Wesa doomed!! 

QUI-GON: No, we’re not. I sense rescue is at hand…

Sound: Suddenly, the crunching noises cease. A roar from another creature, and a scream from the first one. 
JAR-JAR: Wesa free! Da goberfish getting eaten itself!  

OBI-WAN: What is that?!? I’ve never a sea creature so big…
QUI-GON: A Sando Aqua Monster. It must have noticed the Opee squirming around in the water, trying to swallow us. No matter how big or dangerous a fish seems, there's always a bigger fish.                                                                                               

JAR-JAR: Bigger fish? Bigger’n dat? Mesa tink we goin’ back now…

QUI-GON: No, we’re not. Stay on course, Obi-Wan. 

OBI-WAN: We’ve taken damage. Buoyancy tanks ruptured, power cells flooding…I don’t know if we can make it to the surface. 

QUI-GON: We have to. We’re in a race against time…and I fear we’re going to lose. 
Music: Transition. 

SCENE 3-11   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP - BRIDGE 

Sound: Bridge sounds. The fizzling of the holographic display. 
DARTH SIDIOUS: Status report, Viceroy. 

NUTE: The invasion is on schedule, My Lord. Few people have put up resistance, and the ones who have…have been dealt with. We have seized all stockpiles of nova crystals and mineral ores, as well as all spaceports. The outer cities are secure, and the capitol city of Theed will be under our control within the hour.  

DARTH SIDIOUS: Good. I have been in contact with my agents in the Republic government. I have the Senate bogged down in procedures. By the time this incident comes up for a vote, they will have no choice but to accept your control of the Naboo system. And once they realize you can do that with other star systems, they will finally bow to your will and repeal the tax on your trade routes.  

NUTE: (relieved sigh) I certainly hope so, My Lord. The Queen has great faith that the Senate will side with her. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Queen Amidala is young and naive. It is for that reason that I arranged her predecessor’s removal from power. You will find controlling her will not be difficult. You have done well, Viceroy. 

NUTE: Yes, My Lord. Thank you. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: I will speak to you later, once the Queen has surrendered to you.  

Sound: The hologram fades away. 

NUTE: He arranged the removal of King Veruna? I thought Veruna was exposed as corrupt. 

RUNE: There seems to be very little that is not within his power. I wonder what he is getting out of this… he is not laying claim to any mining or manufacturing rights, and I cannot see him being that concerned with trade. So what is this all about? 
NUTE: If he wanted us to know, he would have told us. 

RUNE: You didn't tell him about the missing Jedi. 
NUTE: No need to report that until we have something to report. Or would you rather these droids turned around and shot you down the way Lord Sidious had the Federation directorate’s security droids do? 

RUNE: (reluctantly) No, no need…

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 3-12   INTERIOR SUB COCKPIT - UNDERWATER 

Sound: The uneven hum of the bongo’s engines, and underwater noises outside. 
OBI-WAN: Where to now, Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Heydey ho, uh… where wesa goen, Cap’n Quiggon?? 

QUI-GON: You're the navigator. You tell me.  

JAR-JAR: Yo dreamen mesa hopen...  

OBI-WAN: You said you knew the way to Theed City. Do you or not??

JAR-JAR: Uhhh… no. 

OBI-WAN: (sharply) You mean we’ve been wandering around lost in these caverns for nearly an hour?!?                                                                                         

QUI-GON: Just relax. Keep your focus on the ship, Obi-Wan. The Force will guide us. 

JAR-JAR: Ooooh, maxibig..."da Force"...Wellen, dat smells stinkowiff.

OBI-WAN: (seething) If you have so little faith in our abilities, Jar-Jar, you’re perfectly welcome to leave the bongo and sw…
Sound: The sound of the power drive drops. A little alarm begins to wail. 
OBI-WAN:  Blast. We’re losing power… 

JAR-JAR: Ohhhh noooo….

QUI-GON: See what you can do with it. Try bypassing the electromotive field…

Sound: Wires sparking. The power hum dips and rises in time with the sparks. 
JAR-JAR: Wesa die in here…                                                                                                                

QUI-GON: Just relax. We're not in trouble yet. 

JAR-JAR: What yet? Monstairs out dare, leak'n in here, all'n sink'n, and nooooo power?!? WHEN YOUSA TINKIN WESA IN TROUBLE?!!!? 

OBI-WAN: Power's back. 

Sound: The power hum comes back to full. A hideous roar from outside the bongo. 

JAR-JAR: AHHH!!! MONSTAIRS BACK!!! BBBBB….

QUI-GON: A Colo Claw Fish! Evasive maneuvers!! 

JAR-JAR: OUCHTIME!!! 

Sound: Bongo engines go to full throttle. Roar of the monster from behind. 
OBI-WAN: Going full throttle – it’s right behind us!! 

JAR-JAR: B-bb-b-b-b-b -- 
QUI-GON: Jar-Jar – (strange tone) Relax. 

JAR-JAR: (sighs, then starts snoring) 

OBI-WAN: (relieved) You overdid it. Thank you, Master.  

Sound: Another roar, this time from behind. 

QUI-GON: Can we outrun it? 

OBI-WAN: Barely. It’s a mother – I saw its’ young on the cavern walls. Once we’re out of this cavern, we should have more room to dodge, and then it should back off – 

Sound: A different roar, this time from ahead. 

QUI-GON: LOOK OUT!!! 

OBI-WAN: (grunts as he jerks the controls) It’s that ‘bigger fish’ you were talking about!! 

QUI-GON: Go over its’ head!! Its’ eyes are too small to see that far!! 

OBI-WAN: Here we go…

Sound: A chomping noise. 

OBI-WAN: The Force is indeed with us. That fish swam right into the Sando’s mouth. 

QUI-GON: I hope it’s as tasty as we would have been. (sigh) Those poor children…

OBI-WAN: They’re only fish, Master. 

QUI-GON: They’re also life. (beat) Look -- head for that alcove there. We can repair the bongo enough to finish the journey. And then you can repair your lightsaber too. 

OBI-WAN: All right. 
JAR-JAR: (waking up) B-b-b-b. Oie boie…Wesa dead yet?

Sound: Fade out. 
SCENE 3-13   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – CONFERENCE ROOM 

Sound: Hum of battleship’s engines, and the fizzle of the holographic image. The hissing of a door opening, and a set of footsteps coming up as the door closes. 

NUTE: I came to the conference room as soon as I could. What is wrong, Rune – Lord Sidious? Why have you contacted us?                                                   

DARTH SIDIOUS: (angry) Your lieutenant felt I should be aware of something that you obviously did not want brought to my attention. 

NUTE: I-I…

DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy. Sit. DOWN. 

Sound: A chair is pulled back, and squeaks as Nute sits down. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy, you disappoint me.                                                                  

NUTE: (confused) My Lord, I am certain that all -                                                                    

DARTH SIDIOUS: Worse still, you defy me!!                                                                                

NUTE: (terrified) No, My Lord! Never! These Jedi are…resourceful, that’s all. Not easily destroyed -                                                                                                                                 

DARTH SIDIOUS: They are still alive then, as Haako here believes?                                                                                    

NUTE: No. No, I’m certain that they are dead. We just haven’t been able to confirm it…yet. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy, I want you to understand something – I need your help in this occupation. I am in a part of the galaxy that is heavily populated by Jedi. I cannot use my powers or I risk being detected. 

NUTE: (slightly surprised) Oh? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Indeed. That is why I am forced to work through intermediaries like you. (coldly) It is also the only reason I do not reach across the galaxy with the Force and choke the life out of you for your incompetence here and now. 

NUTE: (shivering) I…I see. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Continue to fail me, and once this business deal is over…I will come for you. And I will destroy you. Are we clear on this? 

NUTE: C-crystal clear, my Lord! 

DARTH SIDIOUS: If the Jedi are still alive, they will show themselves. When they do, I want to know immediately. Don’t let them anywhere near the Queen. When the time is right, I will deal with them myself.                                                                                  

NUTE: Y-yes, My Lord. 

Sound: The holographic image fades out. 

NUTE: (angry) You had to tell him, didn’t you? Perhaps you hoped to take my place?!?                                                                                     

RUNE: I was protecting us both, Nute! If you think he was angry just now, imagine how he would be if the Jedi showed up again, and managed to escape!                                                                 

NUTE: You heard what he just said. Our lives are hanging by a thread as it is! We are playing with fire here, Rune! 

Sound: A comlink beep. 

TEY HOW: (echoing over speakers) Viceroy. Our forces on the surface have taken control of Theed. The Royal Palace is surrounded, and the troops await your arrival.

NUTE: And the labor camps?                                                                                                         

TEY HOW: Camp One is completed. The others will be ready within the hour.  

NUTE: Thank you. 

Sound: The comlink goes off. 

NUTE: (sighs in relief) Finally, this mess is almost over. The planet and all its’ resources are almost ours. Surely that will appease Lord Sidious.                                                                                                     

RUNE: Do not forget the treasures that are sure to be found within the Royal Palace.                                    

NUTE: I certainly have not forgotten that. (activates comm) Tey How, ready my shuttle.                                                                                                                             

TEY HOW: Yes sir.                                                                                                                     

NUTE: (comlink goes off again) We shall have the Queen turn over control of the planet, and then we shall pick the best treasures in the Palace to take for ourselves. 

Music: Transition (The Droids Invade Theed). 

SCENE 3-14 EXTERIOR THEED – STREETS – DAY 

Sound: The whine of a hover tank as it demolishes a building. Choked-off screams can be heard inside the building as it collapses. The howl of STAPs and droid starfighters as they fly overhead. Shouted wild lines by the battle droids and by the Naboo people as the droids herd them out into the street. 

BATTLE DROID COMMANDER: (over megaphone) This planet is now under the control of the Trade Federation. Leave your homes now and line up alongside the street. You will be taken to a prison camp, where you will receive further orders. Cooperate, and you live. Resist in any way, and you will be killed where you stand. There is no escape. 

WOMAN: Why are you doing this?!? Why?!? 

Sound: A blaster shot. 

WOMAN: DEATH SCREAM. 

Sound: The woman collapses on the ground, dead. Shocked wild lines by the people, and the wailing of a little girl. 

LITTLE GIRL: MOMMYYY!!  

BATTLE DROID COMMANDER: Any questioning will be considered resistance and dealt with accordingly. Is that understood? (without waiting for an answer) Commander! Line these people up and take them to Camp One. 

BATTLE DROID: Camp Two has been completed, Commander. 

BATTLE DROID COMMANDER: Take them to Camp Two, then. Any nonhumans in this group are to be separated and kil…and dealt with separately. 

BATTLE DROID: Understood.   

SCENE 3-15   INTERIOR ROYAL PALACE

Sound: One can hear the sounds of Federation droids, tanks and STAPs outside. The occasional noise of blaster fire. Inside, it is quiet. 

AMIDALA: (whisper to herself) My world taken over by cowards who hide behind armed droids. My people being herded and slaughtered. Why…why are they doing this?!?  

Sound: A door opens behind the Queen. 

PANAKA: Your Highness…

AMIDALA: Captain…tell me. Honestly. Was there anything…anything at all…that I could have done to prevent this??

PANAKA: (somber) No. Perhaps if our planet had more of a military force – (we could have repelled them.) 

AMIDALA: That’s what it comes down to, doesn’t it? Military might. And the Federation seems to think that might is the same as right. I wonder how much might the Republic has…

PANAKA: Your Highness – 

AMIDALA: (voice shaking) Can you imagine it? If the Republic military comes to try and free our world by force? Troops on the ground, Dreadnaughts in orbit. And our people, trapped in the middle…

PANAKA: (whisper) Padme, please…(beat, then becomes the professional again) The Republic has no standard military. It hasn’t for centuries.

AMIDALA: (dazed whisper) No military…

PANAKA: We still have a chance to evacuate, but we must leave now. 

AMIDALA: No. I’m not leaving. 

PANAKA: Your Highness -- 

AMIDALA: Did the other RSF officers escape? 

PANAKA: Yes, they’re safely away. Whatever the Federation has in mind, they’ll do their best to thwart it. 

AMIDALA: Any luck in getting around the communications jamming? 

PANAKA: No. (beat) If you must stay in the palace, I beg you, use the decoy. If they kill her, we at least still have a chance. If they kill you… all hope truly will be lost. 

AMIDALA: (pause) Very well. Bring in Sabe. 

PANAKA: (relieved) All right.

Sound: He walks to the door. 

PANAKA: Sabe? Come in. 

Sound: Two sets of footprints come up. 

SABE: Your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Sabe, I have to ask of you something I have no right to ask.  

SABE: I am ready for whatever happens, your Highness. 

AMIDALA: I only hope I am not asking you to die in my place, Sabe. 

Sound: A growing buzz from outside. 

PANAKA: Look – a Neimoidian shuttle, landing right in front of the palace. It must be the Viceroy, coming to claim his victory.  

AMIDALA: Now that his droids have done all the work for him. 

PANAKA: We have to move fast now. I’ll call in the other handmaidens to help you with the makeup and clothes…

Sound: Fade out for transition.  

SCENE 3-16    EXTERIOR  - THEED - ESTUARY - DAY 

Sound: The far-off rumble of tanks, and the chirping of birds. Suddenly, there is a loud rush of bubbles, followed by the weak engines of the bongo. The birds screech and fly away. An energy noise from the sub.   

OBI-WAN: Canopy’s open. We’re here. 

JAR-JAR: (sigh of relief) Wesa safe now… 

QUI-GON: Get this thing started, Obi-Wan. Let’s get to shore.  

JAR-JAR: Dissen loverly. All dese big buildings, da gardens…. dey so elabor…elab…elob…uh…fancy!  

QUI-GON: The Naboo are excellent craftsmen. Hopefully their spaceships will show the same high standards – we’ll need one to get out of here.  

JAR-JAR: (grunts as he starts to climb out of the bongo) Well, my guessin dis be byebye time...                                                                                      

QUI-GON: Where are you going, Jar-Jar?                                                                         

JAR-JAR: Mesa glad yousa usen da liveplay to save my, boot…da Naboo no like da Gungans. Plus, mesa not as fast as yousa, and yousa cannot spare da seconds to wait for my, not withda Queen’s life in danger and all. So mesa be going back to da swamps. Macceneks won’t be dere by now, mesa reckon.                                                                                                                      

OBI-WAN: Well, thank you for your help, Jar-Jar. You’ve been very kind --                                  

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar, you don’t have to go. You can stay with us.                                                  

OBI-WAN: What? Master –                                                                                                         

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, I told you to get this bongo started again. The current’s too strong to swim. 

Sound: Obi-Wan tries to restart the sub under the following dialogue. The engine grinds and groans, but doesn’t reactivate. 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar, the swamp is too far, and you know it. Sooner or later, you would run into the droids, and where would you be then?                                                                               

JAR-JAR: My no tink of dat. Yousa really want my along? Even after all da trubble mesa be?                                               

QUI-GON: Of course.                                                                                                                 

JAR-JAR: HOORAY!! Mesa be glad to be adventurin’ with yousa!                                            

OBI-WAN: (frustrated sigh) Master, can you help me with this? Jar-Jar, keep an eye outside for any droids.                                                                                                                                  

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Okeday! 

QUI-GON: (whisper) Yes, Obi-Wan?                                                                                            

OBI-WAN: (whisper) Why do you insist on dragging that pathetic creature along with us? 

QUI-GON: He may seem worthless to you now, but I foresee he may have a greater role to play in all this.                                                                                                                                      

OBI-WAN: I’ve seen nothing in him so far. He’s an unneeded distraction.                        

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, his own people were ready to kill him, remember? And as he said, the Naboo seem to be prejudiced against Gungans. He has nowhere to go. No place to belong. Perhaps by traveling with us, he can find his place.

OBI-WAN: (downcast) I suppose you’re right, Master.  

QUI-GON: Have faith in me, Obi-Wan. A little faith can sometimes go a long way.                      

JAR-JAR: Uh….oh…(nervous) Cap’n Quiggon?  

OBI-WAN: What is it? 

Sound: A growing roar in the water. 
JAR-JAR: Wesa have a problem…

QUI-GON: We’re heading for a waterfall! Obi-Wan, get that engine working! 

OBI-WAN: I’m trying!!
Sound: The roar gets louder and louder, and the engine keeps grinding…then finally starts chugging. 

OBI-WAN: We won’t hold our position for long. The engines have almost had it.                        

QUI-GON: All right – hold us steady. I’ll use my cable launcher -- secure one end to the bongo (sound: a click) and fire the other end out at the shore. 

OBI-WAN: There isn’t enough power! We’re losing the engine!!

Sound: The engine finally dies. The roar is becoming deafening. 

JAR-JAR: (panicking) Iyiiyi, wesa die'n here! Hurry up!  

Sound: A shooting noise, the whirring of wire as the hook trails out, and a ‘chink’ as it catches. 
QUI-GON: Got it! It’s holding the bongo’s weight – for now. Come on, Obi-Wan.  

Sound: Obi-Wan climbs out of the bongo and splashes into the water, followed by Qui-Gon. Obi-Wan grunts as he pulls himself along the wire. Grunts, wild lines and the groan of the wire as the two climb along.
JAR-JAR: Whatsa yousa doin’? 

QUI-GON: (grunting as he pulls himself along) We’re using this grappling wire to get over to the shore! 

OBI-WAN: That hook’s not holding well enough! 

QUI-GON: But it’ll hold long enough! Keep going!!

OBI-WAN: Almost…got that…ledge…unn…got it!!

JAR-JAR: (Getting farther off, gibbering) Oh no no no…gonna fall…gonna die…

OBI-WAN: Here, Master – grab my arm… (pulls Qui-Gon up) 

QUI-GON: I’m up! Come on, Jar-Jar!! MOVE!! Grab the wire!! 

JAR-JAR: No! Too scary! 

OBI-WAN: Get up here! That wire won’t hold much longer!  

JAR-JAR: No a mighty no! 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar, the wire or the waterfall!! Decide now!! 
JAR-JAR: Oie boie...mesa comen. Mesa comen! Wh—WHOA!!  

Sound: A huge splash. 
OBI-WAN: He missed the wire!! So much for your ‘feeling’, Master! 

QUI-GON: Hold on! The water’s his environment…he can fight the current…

Sound: The wire breaks, and a far-off explosion as the bongo goes over the waterfall.
OBI-WAN: There goes the wire – and the bongo! I don’t see Jar-Jar. Master, forget him, he’s gone – 

QUI-GON: I’m not leaving him – 

OBI-WAN: (sharply) Master – 

Sound: A splash as Jar-Jar surfaces. 

JAR-JAR: Gwab me! Gwab! 

QUI-GON: (effort) Got you!! 

Sound: The two Jedi pull him up to shore. 

JAR-JAR: (gasping for breath)
OBI-WAN: That was close. Here you go, Jar-Jar… 

JAR-JAR: Ta…. Tank you…

BATTLE DROID 3B3: Drop your weapons! 

JAR-JAR: Uhoh!! 
BATTLE DROID 3B3: I said drop --
Sound: The igniting of a lightsaber, a slash, a death scream from the droid, and the crashing of its’ metal pieces – all in three seconds. A blaster bolt rings out as the droid collapses. 
JAR-JAR: Whoa! My never see nuttin’ dat fast!! He slice dat maccanek up like it wasen a cooked fish! 

QUI-GON: The Force was with us. If it had shown up seconds earlier, that droid would have shot the wire and sent us all over the waterfall. 

JAR-JAR: Whew. Yousa life never boring, hey? 

OBI-WAN: (chuckle) Not so far. Master, I assume that huge, ornate building in the distance is the Royal Palace. 

QUI-GON: Only a mile off. But the Federation has clearly beaten us here. 

OBI-WAN: We may be too late to save the Queen.    

QUI-GON: We have to try. Jar-Jar, follow us. And be as quiet as possible…

NARRATOR: Two brave warriors, and a simple-minded oaf. Only they can save Queen Amidala from the terrible fate that is planned for her. But with a mechanical army standing between the Queen and them, and a fleet of battleships hovering in orbit above them, even the powers of the Jedi may not be enough…

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 
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