THE PHANTOM MENACE – Christopher McElroy – Chapter Seven


CHAPTER SEVEN: 

“THE CALL OF DESTINY” 

CAST: (in chronological order)


SOUND/FX ROLES:

Anakin Skywalker




            Tatooine Natives

Shmi Skywalker




            Artoo Detoo


Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala

                        Banthas

Jar-Jar Binks





            Dewbacks

Weazel





            Sith Probe Droid                     Watto
                                                                                      Eopies

Graxol





                        Pit Droids

                Thug #3

Qui-Gon Jinn

Gardulla the Hutt

Thug

Darth Maul

Obi-Wan Kenobi

Sebulba the Dug

Kitster Banai

Rodian Child

See Threepio

Jira

Captain Gordon Panaka

Ric Olie

Darth Sidious

Viceroy Nute Gunray

Governor Sio Bibble

Battle Droid

Battle Droid Commander OOM-9

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars – The Phantom Menace. Based on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Seven – “The Call of Destiny.” 

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. Unnoticed by the turmoil-wracked Senate on the capitol world of Coruscant, or by most of the people in the galaxy, a young boy has just accomplished the impossible. The Boonta Eve Classic Podrace, deadliest of all sporting events, has ended in a shocking upset – Anakin Skywalker, a nine-year-old slave, has become the first human in history to win the hazardous competition. His victory gives Queen Amidala the chance to repair her starship, reach the Senate and beg for help for her invaded and subjugated homeworld of Naboo. 

Sound: The roar of the Pods, the cheering of the crowd, and ambient desert noises. 

SCENE 7-1    EXTERIOR MOS ESPA PODRACE ARENA – VIEWING PLATFORM

NARRATOR: Meanwhile, the Sith Lord Darth Maul is also on Tatooine, hunting the Queen and her Jedi protectors, who are unaware as yet of their unseen foe…

SHMI: (running up) ANAKIN!!

ANAKIN: MOM!!

Sound: The crowd roars as mother and son hug. 

SHMI: Oh Anakin, I love you so much…

Sound: The Sith Probe Droid hisses by, pauses momentarily, then moves on under next dialogue. 

SHMI: I couldn’t believe it at first. But you…you did something no other human could ever do. I am so proud of you…

ANAKIN: I couldn’t have done it without you.

PADME: (coming up) ANAKIN!!

JAR-JAR: (coming up) YAY, ANI!!

ANAKIN: Padme, I did it!! Your ship can be fixed now! 

PADME: Oh, Ani. I – I mean, the Queen -- will always be in your debt!

JAR-JAR: My too! Mesa can finally leave dis hot, dry world! 

ANAKIN: Hey, where’s Qui-Gon? 

PADME: He’s gone to get our parts. Come on, let’s get in the hangar and out of the crowds. 

ANAKIN: Okay! Kitster, Wald, help Artoo with the towlines… 

Sound: Fade out. 
SCENE 7-2   INTERIOR MOS ESPA PODRACE ARENA - PRIVATE BOX
Sound: The crowds are all leaving now. The other sounds remain the same. 

GRAXOL: (hysterical laughter) 

WATTO: Stop laughing!! It’s not funny!! 

GRAXOL: The look on your face when Skywalker crossed the finish line…(laughs again) It was worth losing the money I’d bet on Sebulba to see that! 

WATTO: You’ve got my pocket money now, and Weazel has got the rest. So get out of my sight!! 

GRAXOL: All right, all right, I’m going. Maybe next time you’ll bet on your slave, eh? (moves away, laughing) 

WATTO: Next time?!? Ooooh, there’s not going to be a next time. By the time I’m done beating that boy, he’ll never even want to look at a Podracer again…

THUG #3: (coming up) Hey. Jabba wants his money. 

WATTO: Tell him I’ll send the money first thing tomorrow. (sigh) Somehow. 

THUG #3: That’s not good enough. He wants an up-front premium. 

WATTO: But I don’t have any money left on me!! 

THUG #3: Jabba doesn’t like having to wait for his payment. People who don’t pay him… he makes examples of. Get me? 

Sound: Thug #3 cracks his knuckles to underscore the point. 

WATTO: I…oh, all right. I-I-I do have a few truguts hidden here in my inner pocket. Here you go. 

Sound: A few coins clinks into the thug’s hand. 

THUG #3: That’ll work. (moving away) I’ll see you at your shop, first thing in the morning, for the rest of the payment. I’ll bring some friends with me... 

WATTO: Ohhhh….

QUI-GON: (coming up) Lost all your money, eh?
WATTO: You! You swindled me! You knew the boy was going to win! Somehow you knew it! I lost everything… 

QUI-GON: Whenever you gamble, my little blue friend, eventually you'll lose. Bring the parts to the main hangar. I'll come by your shop later so you can release the boy. 

WATTO: You can't have him! It wasn't a fair bet! 

Sound: The Sith probe droid buzzes by under next. 

QUI-GON: Would you like to discuss it with the Hutts? I'm sure they can settle this. 

WATTO: No, no! I want no more of your tricks! (sighs) Take him… 

QUI-GON: (moving off) Thank you, Watto. I knew we could do business…

WATTO: (low) Ohh… You’ll get your parts all right, you thieving biped scum…I’ll shove them down your throat…

Sound: A low, loud slithering sound on the ground as Gardulla comes to Watto. 

GARDULLA: (a deep bass and echoing, yet female voice) Watto. Congratulations. 

WATTO: Eh? Oh – hello, Gardulla. Hello there. I trust you did well in the betting today? 

GARDULLA: No. I lost a lot, thanks to your boy. Quite an upset, his victory was. Jabba is still fuming. 

WATTO: I see. My-my deepest apologies. 

GARDULLA: There is a way you can make it up to me. 

WATTO: Oh? Oh, I am at your service. 

GARDULLA: Had I known of Skywalker’s capabilities when I owned him, I wouldn’t have pawned him off to you. 

WATTO: (to himself) Er, funny, I seem to remember that game differently…

GARDULLA: Despite the sad fact that your slave boy will soon grow too big to fit into a Pod, I am prepared to offer the generous sum of 50,000 peggats for him. 

WATTO: 50,000?!? Er…

GARDULLA: It is a bargain, I’m sure you’ll agree. 

WATTO: Oh oh, I do agree! It’s just, uh…he could still win more races for me! I would be foolish to just throw away such a valuable source of income, hmm? (nervous laughter) 

GARDULLA: Of course. I shall give you some time to consider my offer. But don’t take too long – this is a take it or leave it deal. 

Sound: Gardulla slithers off. 

WATTO: I-I shall consider this! Thank you for your generous offer, Gardulla! (to himself) I’ve got to get that boy back somehow. 50,000 would easily clear my debts – I’d be no worse off than I was before the race. But how? That farmer’s going to be heading offworld soon. Hmm. Eh… (loudly) Hey! Excuse me? 

THUG: What? 

WATTO: You are one of Jabba’s employees? 

THUG: I’m an employee of the arena, which is owned by the great Jabba. What’s it to you? 

WATTO: Oh, it’s nothing personal, nothing personal at all. I just was, uh, wondering…if you would be interested in a, uh, freelance job…? 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 7-3   INTERIOR – PODRACE ARENA – POD GARAGE 

Sound: Ambient noises. Anakin grunts as Jar-Jar hugs him. 

ANAKIN: (laughing) Take it easy, Jar-Jar!
JAR-JAR: Oh, yousa saved my life, Ani! My was gonna dry up in dis heat. But yousa freed me. Great job!
ANAKIN: It was nothing. Now can you please let me down? 

EVERYONE: LAUGHS. 

ANAKIN: (another hug) Oof. Padme, not so tight! 

PADME: It’s too bad you’re still a little boy right now. I’d give you a great big kiss. 

ANAKIN: Wow!! Keep giving me that kind of incentive, and I’ll grow up fast! 

PADME: We owe you everything. Now we can finish our journey to Coruscant. All because of you.  
SHMI: Here. She can’t kiss you, but I can. 

Sound: Shmi kisses Ani on the cheek.
ANAKIN: (another hug) Aww…Mom!! Enough of the hugs and kisses! 

SHMI: It's so wonderful, Ani. Do you have any idea what you’ve done here? You have brought hope to those who have none. Oh, I'm so very proud of you... 

ANAKIN: Just feeling this good was worth it. (beat) Come on, Artoo – let’s see how bad that engine is. I’ve got other races to look forward to, after all. 

SHMI: All right. But don’t be too long. 

ANAKIN: I won’t be. Come on, Artoo! 

ARTOO: BEEPS AS IT MOVES OFF. 

Sound: Qui-Gon walks up. Anakin and Artoo chat about the Pod under next dialogue. 

PADME: Qui-Gon – there you are. Is Watto bringing the parts? 

QUI-GON: He’s getting them right now. Be patient -- I don’t think he was expecting to actually part with them. 

JAR-JAR: Datsen an undersaying. 

QUI-GON: Once he’s delivered the eopies with the parts loaded on, we’ll be on our way. 

PADME: Shmi, we owe you our thanks too. You’ve raised a really special boy here. 

SHMI: I’m glad he could help. As I said, he was clearly meant to help you. I only wish…forgive me. You already know my wishes for Ani. 

PADME: What wishes? Did I miss something here? 

QUI-GON: Shmi was referring to Anakin’s future. She believes he has the potential to be a Jedi Knight. And I agree.  

PADME: A Jedi? Him? 

QUI-GON: Does it seem so hard to believe, Padme? 

PADME: No. No, it doesn’t. Will we be taking him with us, then? 

SHMI: No. Qui-Gon says he won’t be given the chance. 

QUI-GON: With his talents, Anakin’s chances are better than most. 

SHMI: But you said he was too old now to become a Jedi. Didn’t you? 

QUI-GON: Yes…I did say that…

WATTO: (coming up) Hey! Qui-Gon!

Sound: The snorting and clip-clops of the eopies, which come up and stop. 

WATTO: Here you go, two eopies loaded down with the parts you need. Surprised to see me? 

QUI-GON: Relieved, more like. 

WATTO: Oh, you thought I wouldn’t deliver, huh? Never let it be said that ol’ Watto skipped out on a bet! 

QUI-GON: The thought never entered my mind. Padme, Jar-Jar, check the parts, make sure we have them all. 

PADME: Right. (calls out) Come on, Artoo! We’re about to go! 

ARTOO: BEEPS WHILE COMING UP. 

WATTO: You know, there aren’t many who have bested me on a wager. Even Gardulla the Hutt once lost to me! 

QUI-GON: Did she? 

WATTO: That’s how Anakin and his mother came into my care! You could say I saved them from an untimely end working for that huge Hutt, hmm? 

QUI-GON: That’s an interesting way to put it. 

WATTO: Anakin is… well, he’s like a son to me. It breaks my heart to think you might be taking him with you…you are taking him with you, aren’t you? 

QUI-GON: That’s up to him. I haven’t asked him yet. 

WATTO: So he could still stay here, eh? Perhaps that would be for the best, eh? I mean, a child of his years, separated from his mother…

QUI-GON: Then we’re in agreement? That if he chooses to leave, his mother goes with him? 

WATTO: Well, yes, that’s an opti—HEY!! OOOHHH…nice try! You can’t use mind tricks, so you try to twist my words. Well, I’m not losing another slave today, fool! (moving off) Once you get your parts to your ship, drop the eopies and the grav sled back off at my shop! 

QUI-GON: (calling after him) Don’t forget to have the papers and explosive detonator ready! (normal voice) Let's go. 

ANAKIN: (coming up) Hey, where are you going? 

PADME: Back to our ship. We have the parts now. 
ANAKIN: (suddenly heartbroken) Oh. So…I guess this is goodbye?                                                                                      
QUI-GON: Not quite yet. I still have to attend to a few details. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 

ANAKIN: Padme…I won’t forget you.                                                                                

PADME: (getting on the eopie) Promise?                                                                                                                  

ANAKIN: Promise.                                                                                                                         

PADME: I won’t forget you either. 

Sound: Jar-Jar gets on an eopie under next dialogue. 
QUI-GON: I’ll return the Eopies by midday.                                                                            

ANAKIN: (dejected) See you later, then. 

JAR-JAR: Byebye!!

Sound: Snort of an eopie, and the clip-clops. They fade off into the distance. 

ANAKIN: (sigh) 

SHMI: You knew they would leave. 

ANAKIN: I knew. I just…didn’t think it’d be this soon. 

THREEPIO: Off they go. And after such a short visit! I’ve never traveled through space, but from what that R2 unit told me, I don’t believe I’d much enjoy it. Reassuring, isn’t it? Knowing that we’re not going anywhere? 

ANAKIN: (about to cry) Threepio…aw, forget it. Come on, Mom. Let’s pack the Pod up, and go back home…back to the slave quarters…

SCENE 7- 4   EXTERIOR TATOOINE – DESERT MESA

Sound: Desert noises. A beeping noise. 

DARTH MAUL: Update report. The probe droid at Mos Espa has detected two Force-sensitive signatures. One is off the charts – I can only assume it’s the elder Jedi, Qui-Gon Jinn. The other is not as powerful, so it must be Obi-Wan Kenobi. That means the Queen’s ship is relatively undefended. I have diverted the other two probe droids to search outside the area of Mos Espa for the Queen’s ship. I will take further action then. 

Sound: Fade out. 
SCENE 7-5    EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT - NABOO SPACECRAFT - DAY 

Sound: The clip-clops and snorts of the Eopies, and the rolling treads of Artoo. The hum of the anti-grav sled. A slight desert wind. 

QUI-GON: Well, Padme. Something you couldn’t see or touch helped us reach our goal. Do you believe in the unseen now?                                                                                                     

PADME: You’re as much of a gambler as Watto. It was luck, pure and simple.                     

QUI-GON: If you want to call it that. Luck is just another word for a force you can’t explain.                 

JAR-JAR: Heydey, Quiggon?                                                                                                         

QUI-GON: Yes?                                                                                                                          

JAR-JAR: Mesa wonderin’…why dinn yousa just take da gen’rater away inda firstest, just clobber da Watto fella so wesa hurry up with da mishinn?                                                                        

QUI-GON: There is almost always a negative outcome when one employs violence to achieve an objective, Jar-Jar.                                                                                                                                   

PADME: Forgive me, but from what I saw, Podracing appeared excessively violent.                

QUI-GON: After seeing that Pod, I knew nothing would stop Anakin from entering that race. His needs coincided with ours. His victory gave us the parts we needed, but one of us gave him something too -- a reason to win.                                                                                                                                           

PADME: One of us? What do you mean?                                                                                   

QUI-GON: (amused) I suggest you consult a mirror, Padme. 

ARTOO: LAUGHING WHISTLE. 

JAR-JAR: (laughs) Yousa turning red, Padme! 

PADME: (flighty) It’s just a suntan! 

ARTOO: WHISTLES.  

JAR-JAR: Dere’s da ship! Ohhh, disn almost over! 

QUI-GON: Almost. 

JAR-JAR: Jus hope da Queen’s ship makes nex stop onna world dat hazza lotta water!                  

QUI-GON: Patience, Jar-Jar. 
JAR-JAR: Mesa eyeball Obi-One! (calling out) Hello…

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A GREETING. 

OBI-WAN: (coming up) There you are. I was getting worried. Captain – you and these men start unloading the eopies at once! 

PANAKA: (coming up) We’re on it! Come on, men!      

Sound: Unloading noises and wild lines from the Naboo men under next dialogue. 

PADME: Here, Jar-Jar, let me help you off this beast…                                                                                              

QUI-GON: Well, we have all the essential parts we need. I'm going back...some unfinished business.                                                                                                                                        

OBI-WAN: “Business”?                                                                              

QUI-GON: I won’t be long. I have to return the eopies.  

OBI-WAN: Uh-huh. And that’s all? 

QUI-GON: What other reason would there be? 

OBI-WAN: I know that look in your eyes, Master. Why do I sense we've picked up another pathetic life form...? 

QUI-GON: It's the boy who's responsible for getting those parts. The boy whose blood you ran that midichlorian test on last night. 

OBI-WAN: I…I see. 

QUI-GON: It’ll be up to him if he’s going with us. In either case, we take off in an hour. Get this hyperdrive generator installed.                               

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. It shouldn’t take long. 

QUI-GON: I’ll be back as quick as I can. Come on, beast, back to town. Pip pip! 

Sound: The Eopie snorts, and starts clip-clopping back to town along with its’ twin. Fade out for transition. 
SCENE 7-6   INTERIOR WATTO’S SHOP – DAY

Sound: Ambient junkshop noises. 

SEBULBA: You’ve got to get me new engines, Watto! I have another race coming up in a couple of weeks on Malastare! 

WATTO: Another losing race, huh Sebulba? Even if I had any engines to spare, which I don’t, I’d hesitate selling them to a racer who cost me so…much…

Sound: The doorbell, and Qui-Gon walks up. 

QUI-GON: Hello, Watto. 

SEBULBA: Get in line, human! I was here first!                                                            

QUI-GON: (strange tone) Actually, I was here first, and you were going to wait outside until I was done.                                                                                                                            

SEBULBA: That’s right…you were here first…I’ll be right outside, waiting…

Sound: Sebulba walks out. 

WATTO: What? How did you…

QUI-GON: I’ve returned your Eopies. Now I want the detonator to Anakin’s bomb implant destroyed. Also any forms to assure his freedom.                                                                                             

WATTO: I…it will take me some time to gather these items.                                                        

QUI-GON: Well, go get them. Now. 

WATTO: (flying upwards) All right, all right. It’s up here. Right around…

QUI-GON: I should caution you, Watto…I’m in no mood for any more games. 

WATTO: Games? Baw! I don’t know what you’re talking about.

QUI-GON: Put that blaster back down on the counter, and take the detonator. 

WATTO: Wha…what makes you think I have a blaster up here, huh? 

QUI-GON: I don’t need to see through objects to see the intentions in your mind. 

WATTO: (terrified) Are you really a Jedi? 

QUI-GON: Yes, I am. Come down from there and put the detonator on the table. I want to see you destroy it. I’ve already dealt with that group of thugs you had assembled at the city limits. 

WATTO: (flies down) All right, all right. I’m sorry I’ve acted so…rude. You’re not going to hurt me, are you? 

QUI-GON: That depends. Are you going to see Shmi Skywalker is taken well care of? 

WATTO: Oh, oh, yes, of course! 

QUI-GON: Good. Then you won’t have to see me again. Now, use that tool there and destroy the detonator. Or I will.  

WATTO: (whisper) All right. 

Sound: A loud sparking noise as Watto stabs the transmitter. 

WATTO: There. The boy is free. (regains a bit of his bluster) Good riddance to the both of you, for all I care! 

QUI-GON: Good. Now for one more detail. (calls out) You can come back in now, Sebulba. 

Sound: Sebulba walks in. The doorbell rings. 

QUI-GON: Now…I heard you’re looking to buy a new Pod? 

SEBULBA: You heard right. Why, do you have a lead? 

QUI-GON: Even better. It happens that I own the Pod Anakin Skywalker used today. It’s for sale, if you want it. 

SEBULBA: How much? 

WATTO: WHAT?!? I thought you were giving me the Pod!!!

QUI-GON: I said I’d give you the Pod if I lost the bet on the race -- which I didn’t. Sebulba, I think 5,000 peggats should suffice. 

SEBULBA: Sold!! Here you go, human! 

Sound: He hands the money over to Qui-Gon. 

QUI-GON: Thank you. Head to the slave quarters tonight, and ask for Shmi Skywalker. Tell her that Qui-Gon Jinn sent you. She’ll take you to where I’ve stowed the Pod. 

SEBULBA: All right. 

QUI-GON: Watto…nice doing business with you. 

Sound: Sebulba (laughing) and Qui-Gon walk out. The doorbell dings again.  

WATTO: (a long beat. Then he SCREAMS HIS HEAD OFF.) 

Sound: Fade out on Watto’s sobbing. 

SCENE 7- 7   EXTERIOR TATOOINE – DESERT MESA 

Sound: Desert noises. The beeping again. 

DARTH MAUL: Status update. The Queen’s ship has been located. The two Force-sensitive signatures are still in town. While the Queen is ripe for the taking, I find the opportunity to rid the galaxy of two more Jedi… irresistible. Therefore, I have one probe droid tracking the two signatures, while the second is watching outside town and the third has returned. When they leave Mos Espa, I shall ambush the Jedi and eliminate them both. That will no doubt terrify the Queen into surrendering to me without further struggle…

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 7-8   EXTERIOR TATOOINE - STREET - SLAVE QUARTERS - DAY 

Sound: Ambient Tatooine street noises. The shouting of several kids, as they toss off wild lines – ‘Bust him up!’  ‘Break his face!’ and various other fight wild lines. A pair of footprints runs up. 

KITSTER: QUI-GON!! 

QUI-GON: What’s going on over there, Kitster? 

KITSTER: (runs up, out of breath) Qui-Gon, you’ve gotta stop him – that Rodian said something to him, and Anakin just snapped – 

QUI-GON: Wald? 

KITSTER: No, not Wald. A teenager. Anakin is beating the everliving poodoo out of him – you’ve got to stop this – 

QUI-GON: I will. 

Sound: Qui-Gon runs into the fray, and the shouting gets closer. The sound of hard punches becomes clear. 

ANAKIN: (between punches) Take it back, you ugly green --
QUI-GON: ANAKIN!! ENOUGH!! OFF OF HIM!!
ANAKIN: (breathing hard) Q…Qui-Gon? 
QUI-GON: Anakin, what’s this about? Why are you hurting this boy? 
ANAKIN: (hotly) He said I cheated!! He said there’s no way a slave could’ve won anything!!! 

QUI-GON: Is that any reason to hurt another being? Because of something he said?!?

ANAKIN: (beat, then a little calmer) He wouldn’t take it back. 

QUI-GON: Did you? Cheat, I mean?

ANAKIN: NO!! 

QUI-GON: Tell me, lad. Do you still think he cheated? 

RODIAN: (spits out a sentence in Rodian) 

QUI-GON: See? He still thinks you cheated. 

ANAKIN: What was I supposed to do? Just let him spread lies about me all over town?  

RODIAN: (spits out another long angry sentence in Rodian – the word “Sandpeople” should be there somewhere.) 
QUI-GON: Enough. Rodian, get out of here. The rest of you, disperse! The show’s over! 

Sound: The Rodian gets up and trudges off. The kids groan, boo and walk off as well in different directions. 
KITSTER: Thanks, Qui-Gon. Ani, what came over you? It’s like I was looking at another person there for a minute – someone scary!
ANAKIN: I’m sorry, Kitster. (sigh) I was in a bad mood to begin with. I guess I was just taking it out on him. If I weren’t a slave, though, he wouldn’t have said those things.                                               

QUI-GON: Well, Ani, you know the truth. You’ll just have to tolerate his opinion, whether you agree with it or not. Fighting will not change it. Think you can do that?                                                                                                          

ANAKIN: I…I can try. But…what if that kid keeps lying? What if he makes people think I’m bad? 

QUI-GON: As I said, you must learn tolerance. You can also start setting an example. No more losing your temper. 

ANAKIN: (depressed) All right. 

QUI-GON: Don’t look so glum. You’re a good boy, with a bright future ahead of you. Come on, let’s go back to your house. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Kitster, I’ll see you later. 

KITSTER: Okay. See ya! 
Sound: Qui-Gon and Anakin move off down the street. 

QUI-GON: What was that Rodian boy talking about, with the Sandpeople?                                       

ANAKIN: Something that happened a few weeks ago. Watto made me go out to Mochot Steep to trade with some Jawas for droids. On the way back, Threepio and me came across a Tusken Raider who’d been hurt in a landslide. I binded his wounds as best I could. That punk thought that was why the Sandpeople were out at the race today – because I’d helped that one.                                 

QUI-GON: Indeed? That was a very brave thing you did, Anakin. Tuskens are well known for their savagery. You weren’t afraid of him?                                                                                                                                 

ANAKIN: No. Actually, that’s the funny thing. When he woke up…he wouldn’t speak to me. I had Threepio talk to him in his language, and the Raider told him to shut up.                                                                               

QUI-GON: The lengths to which he talks, I can see why.                                                       

ANAKIN: Yeah, but…all he did was sit there, staring at me. And somehow, I realized that…he was afraid of me. He was crippled, I could’ve easily beaten his skull in. But I didn’t. I let him go back to his tribe.

QUI-GON: Is there anything you are afraid of?                                                                       

ANAKIN: No.                                                                                                                                  

QUI-GON: Really?                                                                                                                    

ANAKIN: Um…                                                                                                                               

QUI-GON: It’s all right. You can tell me.                                                                                  

ANAKIN: Well…I’m …afraid for Mom.                                        

QUI-GON: Why is that?                                                                                                            

ANAKIN: She’s getting old, for one thing. She works on Watto’s house, but any droid could handle that. I’ve been afraid Watto’s gonna sell her, and I’ll never see her again. That’s why I built that Pod – I was going to win enough money to free her. (sigh) If anything happens to her…

Sound: Qui-Gon hands a sack full of coins to Anakin. 
QUI-GON: Speaking of money…here. These are yours. We sold the Pod. To a rather surly and insistent Dug.  

ANAKIN: YESSS!!!

Sound: The door to Anakin’s hovel opens. 
SCENE 7-9   INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - MAIN ROOM - DAY 
Sound: Hovel sounds. Anakin runs over to Shmi. 

ANAKIN: Mom, we sold the Pod. Look at all the money we have! 

Sound: Anakin empties the money bag onto a table. Lots of coins clink on the table. 
SHMI: Oh, my goodness! That's so wonderful, Ani! 

QUI-GON: And he’s been freed. 

ANAKIN: What?!? 

QUI-GON: You’re free, Ani. You're no longer a slave. 

ANAKIN: (a beat) WHOOHOO!!!!

SHMI: Qui-Gon…words cannot express my gratitude…
ANAKIN: Did you hear that, Mom? How’d that happen, Qui-Gon? Was that part of the prize, or what? 

QUI-GON: Let's just say Watto has learned an important lesson about gambling. 

SHMI: Now you can make your dreams come true, Ani. You're free. (beat) Will you take him with you? Is he to become a Jedi? 

QUI-GON: Yes. You were right, Shmi -- our meeting was not a coincidence. Nothing happens by accident. Anakin…

ANAKIN: I’m gonna be a Jedi?!? Mighty blasters -- you mean I get to come with you in your starship and everything?! And have adventures?   
QUI-GON: You must listen to me, very carefully. You are strong with the Force, but you may not be accepted by the Council. Trainees are usually taken at the age of five or under --  

ANAKIN: (not hearing the last part) A Jedi! You said I’m gonna become a Jedi! I’m gonna get to use a lasersword, and fight bad guys, and save people -- 
QUI-GON: (gently) Anakin, training to become a Jedi is not an easy challenge. It is not a nonstop adventure, as you seem to think. You’ll have to give up many things that other people take for granted. You will spend years in the Jedi Temple in training. You’ll be pushed to the very limits of your mind, body, and soul. 

ANAKIN: I’m ready for anything -- 

QUI-GON: And even if you succeed, it’s a hard life. Your life will be in constant danger, as you protect and defend the peoples of the galaxy. And those people won’t always be supportive and appreciative of your efforts. You won’t receive any financial wealth for your deeds. 
ANAKIN: But I want to go! It’s what I've always dreamed of doing. Can I go, Mom?! Please?!?  

SHMI: Anakin… this path has been placed before you. The choice is yours alone. 

ANAKIN: I’m going – 

SHMI: Anakin… Please. Take a moment. Consider what he’s telling you. Think about this. Then decide.  

ANAKIN: (thoughtful beat) I want to do it. I really do.  

QUI-GON: Then pack your things. We haven't much time. 

ANAKIN: Yippee!! 

Sound: Anakin starts to run across the room…but suddenly stops. 
ANAKIN: Wait a minute…what about Mom? (Beat. No answer.) Is she free too? (Beat, then a little scared) You're coming, aren't you, Mom? 

QUI-GON: I tried to free your mother, Ani, but Watto wouldn't have it. Slaves give their owners status and prestige here.  

ANAKIN: But the money from selling... 

QUI-GON: It's not nearly enough.                                                                                                   

ANAKIN: (runs over to Shmi) But…you’re coming with us, aren’t you Mom? 

QUI-GON: No. She’s not. 

ANAKIN: (stunned whisper) I can’t leave her here…
SHMI: (a little sad) Son, I always knew this day would come. My place is here. My future is here. It is time for you to let go...to let go of me. I cannot go with you. 

ANAKIN: But I can’t just leave you here – still a slave, still at Watto’s mercy!! The reason I wanted to race to begin with was to free you…

SHMI: I took care of myself for all the years of my life before I had you, Anakin. I can do so again. 

QUI-GON: Anakin, this may be small consolation, but… even if she were freed, she still couldn’t go with you. As I said, Jedi have to give up many things. Family is one of them. Once the training begins, no relatives are allowed anywhere near the learners. They can only see them again after they have become full-fledged Jedi Knights. And I’m afraid that won’t be for many years in your case. 

SHMI: You see? Your life is going to change, and I would only stand in the way. 

ANAKIN: Then I want to stay with you, Mom. If that’s the cost of being a Jedi, I don’t want it. I don't want things to change. 

SHMI: (struggling not to cry) But you can't stop the change. Any more than you can stop the suns from setting. Ani…you have a gift. A great power you have only begun to use. You can use that power for such tremendous good in this galaxy. Your gifts would only be wasted here. You will be able to help so many. Listen to your feelings; Ani, you know what's right. 

ANAKIN: (a shaky deep breath, a beat) I'm going to miss you so much, Mom... 

Sound: Shmi hugs Anakin. 

SHMI: Oh, I love you, Ani...(breaks the hug) Now… hurry…. 

Sound: Anakin runs into another room. 
SHMI: Thank you. 

QUI-GON: I’ll watch after him. You have my word. Sebulba the Dug will be by your house tonight for the Pod. The money is for you alone. Make sure Watto doesn’t find out about it. 

SHMI: He won’t. 

QUI-GON: Hopefully, Watto will soon see fit to free you and sell the slave quarters to pay off his debts. You can use that money to start your life anew.  

SHMI: Again, thank you.  

QUI-GON: Will you be all right? Without Ani?  

SHMI: He was in my life for such a short time… but I feel good about this. He made the right choice. I could not be more proud of him.  

SCENE 7-10   INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - SECOND ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Anakin quickly packs, stuffing items into a bag on his bed. 

ANAKIN: Let’s see…clothes, tools, flares, water canteen, personal cooling unit…I don’t really need any of this other stuff, not where I’m going…Oh, the snippet! Um…(snatches it up) there it is! Now for one last goodbye…

Sound: Anakin activates Threepio. 
THREEPIO: Oh…oh…oh my. Hello, Master Anakin.                                                         

Sound: Anakin continues to pack under dialogue.    

ANAKIN: Well, Threepio, I've been freed. And I'm going away in a starship.
THREEPIO: Oh…I see. I fear I will not be coming along with you. 

ANAKIN: Nope. I made you for Mom anyway. Keep an eye on her for me, okay Threepio? Take care of her. 

THREEPIO: I will. Master Anakin, you are my maker, and I wish you well. However, I should prefer it if I were a little more…completed.
ANAKIN: I'm sorry I wasn't able to finish you, Threepio...give you coverings and all... I'm going to miss working on you. You've been a great pal. I'll make sure Mom doesn't sell you or anything. 

Sound: Anakin zips up the bag. 
THREEPIO: Sell me?!? 

ANAKIN: Bye…

Sound: Anakin picks up the bag and runs out of the room.
THREEPIO: Oh my…

Music: Transition. 
SCENE 7-11    EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - SLAVE QUARTERS - DAY 

Sound: The door opens, and Anakin walks out. 

ANAKIN: I’m ready. 

QUI-GON: Then let’s go. 

KITSTER: (coming up) Ani? Hey, Ani! 

ANAKIN: Oh, no…hang on a minute…

KITSTER: Ani, what are you all packed up for? Where are you goin’? 

ANAKIN: I’m going away, Kitster. I’ve been freed. 

KITSTER: (shocked beat) Wow. Free. Wh…where are you going? 

ANAKIN: To Coruscant. After that…I don’t know. 
KITSTER: Do you have to go, Ani? I mean… can’t you stay? You're a hero. The other kids, they’re all talking about you --  

ANAKIN: I... I have to go. I’m sorry, Kitster. I know it’s sudden… 

Sound: Anakin drops some coins in Kitster’s hand. 

ANAKIN: Here. This is for you. Make sure Wald doesn’t steal any of it. 
KITSTER: (beat) Well. 

ANAKIN: Well. 

Sound: Kitster hugs Anakin. 

KITSTER: (about to cry) Thanks for every moment you've been here. You'll always be my best friend. 

ANAKIN: I won't forget you, Kitster. Tell the others goodbye for me, will you?                                       

KITSTER: Sure. Good luck, Ani.  

QUI-GON: Come on, Ani. 

KITSTER: (running off) So long…

ANAKIN: So long. 

Sound: Anakin and Qui-Gon start to walk off down the street. But Ani comes to a stop. 

QUI-GON: (insistent) Ani, come on. 

Sound: Anakin runs the other way, into Shmi’s arms. She hugs him tightly. 

SHMI: Oh, Ani…

Sound: Shmi kisses Anakin on the cheek. 
ANAKIN: (starting to sob) I can't do it, Mom. I just can't do it... 

SHMI: Ani… remember when you climbed the great dune to chase the Banthas away so they wouldn't be shot... Remember how you collapsed several times, exhausted, thinking you couldn't do it? 

ANAKIN: I…I remember… 
SHMI: This is one of those times when you have to do something you don't think you can do. I know how strong you are. I know you can do this... 

ANAKIN: (whisper) Will I ever see you again? 

SHMI: What does your heart tell you? 

ANAKIN: I hope so...yes...I guess. 

SHMI: Then we will see each other again. 

ANAKIN: I will make you proud, Mom. I will become a Jedi Knight. And one day I will come back and free you, Mom...I promise. 

SHMI: No matter where you are, my love will be with you. Now be brave, and don't look back... 
ANAKIN: I love you so much… 

SHMI: (whisper) Don’t look back…

Sound: A beat. Then Anakin slowly starts walking toward Qui-Gon. The music fills and builds to an emotional crescendo, then fades. 

SCENE 7-12    EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - FRUIT STAND - DAY 

Sound: Ambient street noises. The wail of a desert song. Qui-Gon and Anakin walk along. 

QUI-GON: I think that was one of the bravest things I’ve ever seen, Ani. 

ANAKIN: (quiet) Thanks. 

QUI-GON: I know it hurts. It will for a while. But once you see what you’ve gained in return, you’ll understand why this had to happen. 

ANAKIN: Was it as hard for you? When you left your parents? 

QUI-GON: I never knew them. I was given to the Jedi as a baby. 

ANAKIN: You mean…you were kidnapped? 

QUI-GON: No, not like that. My parents willingly gave me away, once they learned of my gift. The Jedi never force families apart. 

ANAKIN: I hope Master Watto isn’t too mad. 

QUI-GON: You don’t have to call him “Master” anymore. He disabled the explosive chip detonator right in front of me. We’ll have your chip surgically removed once we get the chance. 

ANAKIN: Thanks. Hey – there’s Jira’s stand up ahead. I’ve gotta say goodbye to her, Qui-Gon, I’ve got to. 

QUI-GON: (deep breath) All right, but make it fast. I fear I’ve tarried here too long already. 

Sound: Anakin runs over to Jira. 

JIRA: Oh, Ani! The great Podracer champion! Pick any fruit you want, son, it’s on the house! 
ANAKIN: No, I don’t need any. (deep breath) I've been freed, Jira. I'm going away. 

JIRA: (astonished) You are? Ohhh…

ANAKIN: Yeah. Here…

Sound: He puts some coins in Jira’s hands. 

ANAKIN: Buy yourself a cooling unit with this... Otherwise I'll worry about you. 

JIRA: I…I don’t know what to say. Can I give you a hug? 

ANAKIN: Sure. 

Sound: She gives him a hug. 

JIRA: Oh, I'll miss you Ani. You’re the kindest boy in the galaxy. You be careful... 

ANAKIN: I will. (moves off a few steps) Oh – one other thing. There’s an old spacer at the Blue Brubb, answers to the name of Captain C.J. Thape. Tell him I made it, will you? 

JIRA: All right. You take care now!  

ANAKIN: Okay, I will. Bye…

JIRA: Goodbye… (sigh)
Sound: Qui-Gon and Anakin set off again. The probe droid can be heard in the distance, slowly coming closer. 

ANAKIN: So what are the Jedi like? Where do they live? 

QUI-GON: They live in a Temple on Coruscant. A beautiful building. There are about 10,000 Jedi. The twelve most powerful Jedi Masters form the High Council. You’ll meet them first. They’ll administer some tests to see if you can be a Jedi. 

ANAKIN: What kind of tests? 

QUI-GON: Nothing too rough. I don’t think you’ll have any trouble passing. 

ANAKIN: You said it’ll take years to become a Jedi Knight. How many years, exactly? 

QUI-GON: It’s hard to say. As I said, most trainees begin learning at birth. They become apprentices to the Masters around age thirteen. My own apprentice, Obi-Wan Kenobi, is twenty-five and still has yet to be knighted. In your…case…

Sound: The probe droid is coming very close now. 
ANAKIN: What is it? 

QUI-GON: (whisper) I sense something. Nearby. We’re being watched. 

ANAKIN: Where? I don’t see anything. 

QUI-GON: (tense) It’s right behind us. No – don’t look. It’s mechanical, and it means us harm…

ANAKIN: You’re scaring me -- 

Sound: Qui-Gon’s lightsaber suddenly ignites as the probe droid fires blaster shots at it. 

QUI-GON: ANAKIN, DUCK!! 

Sound: Qui-Gon blocks a few more shots, and then cuts the probe droid down with a mighty swing.  

QUI-GON: Get up. It’s all right – I’ve disabled it. 

ANAKIN: What is that thing?? Looks like a ball – with a camera eye and an antenna? 

QUI-GON: And a built-in blaster. Probe droid. Very unusual... not like anything I've seen before. Come on. 

ANAKIN: What’s going on here? 

QUI-GON: The Federation’s caught up to us. Faster than I thought they would. Hurry! 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Anakin start running. 

ANAKIN: Federation? What’s that??

QUI-GON: Never mind that now!! Run!!  

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 7-13   EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT MESA - DAY 

Sound: Desert noises. The probe droid comes up and chatters in electronic language to Maul. A beeping. 

MAUL: Update report. The probe droid in Mos Espa has been destroyed. My second droid has spotted the two Force-sensitives leaving the city. I have recalled the remaining probe droid back to the ship. 

Sound: A hissing “deploying” sound from the Infiltrator. 

MAUL: I am deploying a speeder bike and intend to attack the Jedi just before they reach the ship. I estimate it will take ten minutes to get there. I expect to have the Queen in my custody in fifteen. End report. 

Sound: A beeping. The speeder bike roars to life, and then buzzes away into the distance.  

SCENE 7-14   EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT - NABOO SPACECRAFT - DAY 

Sound: Desert noises. 
ANAKIN: (breathing hard) Is that your ship up ahead?

QUI-GON: Yes!

ANAKIN: Master Qui-Gon, sir, wait! I’m tired!

QUI-GON: No, Ani, we can’t wait!! Keep running! 

Sound: The speeder bike buzzes toward the two at high speed. 
QUI-GON: ANAKIN, DROP!!!

Sound: The speeder bike shoots right over the ducking Anakin’s head. Qui-Gon ignites his lightsaber. 

QUI-GON: Who are you?? 

MAUL: SNARL. 

Sound: Darth Maul leaps off the speeder bike, igniting his lightsaber in mid-air. A fierce lightsaber duel begins. 
ANAKIN: (pulling himself up) What…he has a lasersword too?!?
QUI-GON: Ani, get to the ship! Tell them to take off! Go!! GO!!! 

ANAKIN: (panicking) Okay!!

Sound: Anakin runs as fast as he can, and the lightsaber noises recede into the distance. He bounds up the ship’s metal ramp. 
SCENE 7-15   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - HALLWAY 

Sound: Transition to spacecraft interior. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES A GREETING. 

PADME: Anakin! 

ANAKIN: (gasping for breath) Qui-Gon… in trouble… says take off...now!! 

PANAKA: Who are you? 

PADME: (running with Anakin to the cockpit) He's a friend. Hurry, Captain! 

SCENE 7-16    INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - COCKPIT 

Sound: Cockpit noises. 

RIC OLIE: Hyperdrive’s working…shield generator’s running. 

OBI-WAN: We’re ready to go. 

Sound: A door hisses open, and Panaka, Padme and Anakin run in. 
PANAKA: Qui-Gon is in trouble, he says to take off!                                                               

OBI-WAN: What?!? Where is he?!?

ANAKIN: He’s outside the ship – about a half-mile off! 

RIC OLIE: I don't see anything... 

OBI-WAN: Wait, I see him! Over there! He’s dueling with somebody! 

PANAKA: And not doing too good from the looks of it. 

OBI-WAN: Ric, start the engines! Get us in the air and over there! NOW!! Fly low!! 

Sound: Ric scrambles at the controls. 

RIC OLIE: All right. Repulsorlifts to full! 

Sound: The engines come alive, and the ship lifts off the ground and hovers. 

OBI-WAN: Panaka, give me a visual on the ship’s ramp! 

Sound: A monitor comes to life. 

PANAKA: Here you go! 

OBI-WAN: Ric, fly as close as you can to them. About twenty feet up. 

RIC OLIE: Is he gonna be able to jump that high? 

OBI-WAN: He will. 

ANAKIN: C’mon, Qui-Gon…

Sound: On the monitor, Qui-Gon grunts as he hits the ramp. 

RIC OLIE: He’s on the ramp – 

Sound: A second hit on the ramp. 

RIC OLIE: -- and so’s our new friend! 

OBI-WAN: I’m heading to the ramp! 

RIC OLIE: No, wait! He’s dangling off the edge! If Qui-Gon can move fast enough – 

Sound: On the monitor, Qui-Gon swings down with his lightsaber. 

MAUL: (on the monitor) HOWLS AS HE DROPS OFF THE RAMP. 

RIC OLIE: He’s off the ramp! Qui-Gon’s aboard! 

PANAKA: Raise the ramp! Engines to full! Let’s get out of here! 

OBI-WAN: I’ll be in the back! 

Sound: The door opens and Obi-Wan runs out. 

ANAKIN: I’m with him! 

Sound: Anakin runs after Obi-Wan, and the door closes. The engines roar to full. 
SCENE 7-17    INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - HALLWAY 

Sound: Hallway noises. Qui-Gon staggers into the corridor and collapses, his lightsaber extinguishing. 

ARTOO: SQUAWKS IN ALARM. 

QUI-GON: (exhausted) I’ll be…all right…Artoo…

Sound: A door opens, and Obi-Wan and Anakin run in. 

ANAKIN: Are you all right? 

QUI-GON: (regaining his breath) I think so… just winded. That was… a surprise I won’t soon forget. 

OBI-WAN: What was it? 

QUI-GON: I’m not sure. It looked like an Iridonian Zabrak. But its face… was tattooed in… red and black. It looked…demonic. And the eyes…a burning yellow. If I weren’t a Jedi, I think I’d have been terrified. 

ANAKIN: Did you kill it? 

QUI-GON: It let go of the ramp before I could strike it. I’m pretty sure it survived the fall. 

OBI-WAN: Do you have any idea who he could be? 

QUI-GON: No, no idea at all. But it was well trained in the Jedi arts. Very well trained. We shall have to check the records when we return to Coruscant. A rogue Jedi like that has to be dealt with. (quieter) If he is a Jedi. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES WITH WORRY. 

OBI-WAN: Why did he attack? Did he say? 

QUI-GON: No, he never said a word. My guess is it was after the Queen... 

ANAKIN: Do you think he'll follow us? 

QUI-GON: We'll be safe enough once we're in hyperspace, but I have no doubt it knows our destination. If it found us once, it can find us again.  

ANAKIN: What are we going to do about it? 

OBI-WAN: What do you mean, ‘we’? Who are you? 
QUI-GON: We should be patient. Anakin Skywalker, meet Obi-Wan Kenobi. 

ANAKIN: Hi. 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

ANAKIN: You're a Jedi too? Pleased to meet you. 

OBI-WAN: (can’t help the smile) Pleased to meet you too! 

QUI-GON: (chuckles) 

ANAKIN: Qui-Gon told me about you. You’re his apprentice, right? 

OBI-WAN: That’s right. 

ANAKIN: Cool! Qui-Gon says I’m gonna be a Jedi! 

OBI-WAN: (beat) Is that right…? 

QUI-GON: (pulling himself up) Come on. We should be in space by now. Let’s go make sure the hyperdrive works. 

Sound: The three walks to the door, which opens. 
SCENE 7-18    INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT COCKPIT - SPACE 

Sound: Cockpit noises. The door opens, and Qui-Gon, Obi-Wan and Anakin walk in. 

PADME: Are you all right?                                                                                               

QUI-GON: I will be, once we’re away from this world. Are we being pursued?                                                                 

PANAKA: Not yet. We’ll be in hyperspace before any ship can get a bead on us. I can’t understand it. How did they track us down? We never replied to that transmission…                                                                                                                               

QUI-GON: They already knew we were on this planet. The message was just to pin down our exact location.                                                                                                   

PADME: And how did they find out we were here to begin with?                   

QUI-GON: (sigh) I wish I knew.                                                                                                        

RIC OLIE: We’re ready. Course is laid in, hyperdrive is running. 
QUI-GON: Then let's hope Watto doesn't get the last laugh… 

RIC OLIE: Engaging….now! 

Sound: The engine pitch rises and rises as the hyperdrive cuts in, ending with a tremendous thunderclap. 

SCENE 7-19   EXTERIOR TATOOINE – DESERT MESA / SITH INFILTRATOR – DUSK 

Sound: The trudging of footsteps in the sands, and the raspy breath of Darth Maul. He staggers up the metal ramp of the Infiltrator, and the sounds shift to interior spacecraft sounds. 

MAUL: (catching his breath) Computer, close ramp. 

Sound: The ramp closes. After crashing into a chair, Maul presses a few buttons, and a holoimage appears. 

MAUL: (still catching his breath) Master... 

SIDIOUS: (on holoimage) Lord Maul. I have heard your status reports. Do you have the Queen? 

MAUL: No. I failed. 

SIDIOUS: (pause) How? 

MAUL: My desire to destroy the Jedi overwhelmed me. I underestimated their abilities. 

SIDIOUS: Are the Jedi still alive? 

MAUL: Yes. They are with the Queen. They have left Tatooine in their ship. 

SIDIOUS: (angry) You mean the Jedi are now aware of our role in this?!?

MAUL: Yes. 

SIDIOUS: (chilling whisper) You…inept…cretin. We have managed, with tremendous difficulty, to keep the Jedi from knowing that there are still Sith in this galaxy. It has been this way for nearly a millennium. And now you, with your stupid lust to spill Jedi blood, have ruined all of that.

MAUL: Yes. 

SIDIOUS: At least you’re honest. That’s one thing I did right in your training, at least. 

MAUL: What do I do now? 

SIDIOUS: (lets out a breath) Return to Coruscant. I’ll expect a full report when you arrive. Maul…I am very disappointed in you. 

Sound: The holoimage fades away. 

MAUL: So am I. 

Sound: Fade out. 
SCENE 7-20    INTERIOR NABOO PALACE - THRONE ROOM - THEED - NIGHT 

Sound: Night noises mixed with throne room noises. The clicking of the legs of Nute’s metal chair along the floor, along with the metal clip-clops of the battle droids. 

BIBBLE: (tired) Why did you bring me here in the dead of night? Just to watch you sit on that monstrous-looking walking chair? 

NUTE: I want you to know that I am aware of the underground resistance movement you have started. 

BIBBLE: I didn’t start it. I didn’t have to. The people will only take your oppression for so long before fighting back. 

NUTE: They will be dealt with, of course. My droid army will make short work of them. 

BIBBLE: We shall see. 
NUTE: The people, I understand, still refuse to work. We deny them food and water, and they still sit on the ground. We shoot them, and still they resist. When are you going to give up this pointless strike?                                                  

BIBBLE: I will give up the strike, Viceroy, when the Queen returns and removes the Federation from this world.                                                  

NUTE: Your Queen is lost. Your people are starving! You are waiting for a miracle that will not happen.                                                             

BIBBLE: We will not be intimidated into serving you. Not even at the cost of innocent lives.  

NUTE: Not even your own? You, Governor, are going to die much sooner than your people, I'm afraid. 
BIBBLE: Yes, I heard you’ve executed most of the Royal Council. Hela Brandes, Lufta Shif …do you honestly expect the Senate to condone this behavior? And now you build ionization chambers in the camps – 

NUTE: (momentarily thrown) I…I am doing what it takes to motivate the people. 

BIBBLE: (hoarse whisper) By herding men, women and children into the chambers by the hundreds every hour and vaporizing them?!? 

NUTE: (an even longer beat, then whisper) If I were you, I’d ask the resistance leaders to surrender, and ask the people to get back to work. It might be their only chance…and yours. 

BIBBLE: I will not. This invasion will gain you nothing. We're a democracy. The people have decided... They will not live under your tyranny.                                                                                           

NUTE: Then they will not live, and neither will you. Guard, take him away. 

BATTLE DROID: Move, prisoner. Back to Camp Four. 

BIBBLE: (as he’s forced off) Tell me, Viceroy – what will happen when we’re all dead? What will you tell the Senate then…?!?
NUTE: (whisper, regretful) Ionization chambers…hundreds vaporized every hour…what have I done? 

Sound: OOM-9 marches up. 

NUTE: (fake calm) Er…yes, Commander OOM-9? 

OOM-9: My troops are in position to begin searching the swamps for these rumored underwater villages. We have offloaded submersible attack vehicles from the battleships. They will not stay hidden for long. 

NUTE: Ahh…so the “Goongans” do exist. I had wondered why this supposedly pacifist world had such a strong law enforcement militia. What is the computer’s assessment of them? 

OOM-9: Martial in nature. Known weapons technology – spears, slings, catapults. They appear to rely on plasma energy for explosives. The computer does not consider them a serious threat – they can be defeated with sufficient numbers. Estimate total loss of two percent of troops in defeating primitives. 

NUTE: That is not so bad. What will you do with these “Goongans”, if you find them? 

OOM-9: We will execute them all. 

NUTE: (beat) I see. Dismissed. 

Sound: OOM-9 marches off. 

NUTE: (whisper to himself) What have I done…? 

NARRATOR: One backstabbed and connived his way to the head of the Trade Federation; the other underwent grueling decades of training in the Dark Side of the Force. But Nute Gunray and Darth Maul are merely pawns in someone else’s game. And as the Royal Starship races toward Coruscant, a deadly new gambit in that game is about to begin. Darth Sidious has spent his entire life to move all the pieces into position. The next move…is his. 

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 
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