THE PHANTOM MENACE – Christopher McElroy – Chapter Eight


CHAPTER EIGHT: 

“THE POLITICS OF BETRAYAL” 

CAST: (in chronological order)


SOUND/FX ROLES:

Jar-Jar Binks                                                                          Artoo Detoo

Anakin Skywalker                                                                 Camera Droids

Qui-Gon Jinn                                                                         Senate Assembly 

Obi-Wan Kenobi

The Dark Man

Governor Sio Bibble

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala

Ric Olie

Captain Gordon Panaka

Coruscant Traffic Controller

Chancellor Finis Valorum

Sabe

Senator Augustus Palpatine

Mace Windu

Yoda

Adi Gallia

Ki-Adi Mundi

Plo Koon

Darth Maul

Darth Sidious

Boss Nass

Captain Tarpals

Air Taxi Driver

Naboo Guard

Rabe

Eirtae

Viceroy Nute Gunray

Lieutenant Rune Haako
Senator Lott Dod

Yane

Senator Ainlee Teem

Vice Chancellor Mas Amedda

Senator Bail Antilles

Sei Taria
ANNOUNCER: Star Wars – The Phantom Menace. Based on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Eight. “The Politics of Betrayal.” 

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. Manipulating the divided Galactic Senate and the greedy Trade Federation, the enigmatic Darth Sidious has conquered the peaceful world of Naboo and is carrying out a genocidal massacre of the planet’s populace. Running for her life, Naboo’s ruler, Queen Amidala, is en route to the Republic’s capitol world of Coruscant, where she prays she will be able to convince the Senate to send help. At the same time, the newly freed Anakin Skywalker faces an uncertain reception at the Jedi Temple, where it is hoped he will begin training to become a Jedi Knight. And he is only just starting to learn the full extent of the difficulties facing him…

SCENE 8-1   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – MAIN AREA 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Jar-Jar clumsily imitates the marching of the battle droids. 

JAR-JAR: (fading in) …so da maccanek sez “Wogerwoger! Shootin’ da Jedi and da Gungan!” And Obi-One and Quiggon startsa waving deysa lightsticks around, making maccaneks fall apart, so da Queen and my could get into da ship! And datsa how we left Naboo. 

ANAKIN: (laughs) That’s a great story, Jar-Jar. I’m sorry I wasn’t there for the orbital battle. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh, yousa miss nuttin. It wasa lotsa shakin’ and boomin’, and my berry skeered, and messin’ up da droid, and den Artoo save da day by fixin’ da ship. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES NOT-SO-MODESTLY. 

ANAKIN: I wonder what Mom would think of all this. I wish she was here…

ARTOO: MOANS.

JAR-JAR: Mesa sorry yousa had to leave her.  

ANAKIN: I’m sorry too. (beat) So you think the Senate will be able to help your world, Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: My no know. My never met da Senate. My tink da Queen no has, eder. 

Sound: A door opens. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan walk in. 

QUI-GON: (coming up) How are you all doing? 

JAR-JAR: Wesa all okeyday. My been tellin’ Ani about da trubbles on Naboo. 

ARTOO: “WOO.” 

OBI-WAN: Well, you needn’t worry about that now, Anakin. When we land, you’ll be going to the Jedi Temple for testing, while the Queen and her group continues on to the Senate. With any luck, she’ll persuade them to help her.  

ANAKIN: How long will the testing take? 

QUI-GON: Not long. A few hours. Me and Obi-Wan will have some other things to take care of first, though, so you will have to wait a while.  

ANAKIN: If I’m accepted, will I start training immediately? 

OBI-WAN: Yes. You’ll be in training round the clock, since you have so much to catch up on. Not just the ways of the Force, but basic education. Can you read or write? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. And I’m pretty good with numbers, too. My mom’s taught me everything she knows. And I’m very good at technical stuff. 

QUI-GON: That’s good. But you’ll also need grounding in galactic history, advanced mathematics, planetary cultures. We’ll have time to work out a curriculum once the testing is complete. 

OBI-WAN: It’s getting late. You’ll need plenty of rest for what you’ll be facing tomorrow. Has anyone worked out sleeping arrangements yet? 

JAR-JAR: My can sleep here in dis chair. Disn cozy. 

ANAKIN: Does this ship even have bedrooms? 

QUI-GON: The Queen’s chambers, and crew quarters on the lower deck. But all the crew will be sleeping there. Me and Obi-Wan will be in sleeping bags in the forward hold. 

ANAKIN: If you’ve got a spare sleeping bag, I can sleep out here in the main hold. 

OBI-WAN: I’ll ask Captain Panaka for one. Oh -- Qui-Gon, can you look at something in the forward hold with me? I think the thrust relays are acting up. 

QUI-GON: (beat) Sure, I’ll have a look. If you’ll excuse us? 

JAR-JAR: Sure. 

ANAKIN: See you later. 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan walk out of the room. Transition to forward hold. 

SCENE 8-2   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – FORWARD HOLD 

Sound: Same ambient spacecraft noises. The door closes and seals. 

QUI-GON: Let me guess. This is about Anakin? 

OBI-WAN: I admit being able to win a Podrace is a considerable feat. He does seem to be very bright and kind. And he does seem to have some strength in the Force -- 

QUI-GON: Mm-hmm. 

OBI-WAN: -- but the Jedi Code is crystal clear on matters like this. He is at least four years too old to be accepted for training. I can tell he’s already missing his mother. I don’t see what you hope to accomplish by having him tested. 

QUI-GON: Possibly more than even I could hope, Obi-Wan. 

OBI-WAN: What’s that supposed to mean? 

QUI-GON: The Force brought me to Anakin…and him to me. He has a very special destiny ahead of him.  

OBI-WAN: If it’s enough to have you paying attention to the Unifying Force, it must be special indeed. Care to let me in on it, Master? 

QUI-GON: (beat) Tell me, Obi-Wan. When you think about the galaxy, what do you see? 

OBI-WAN: You’re avoiding the question. 

QUI-GON: Humor me here, please. Honestly. What do you think of our galaxy? 

OBI-WAN: (thoughtful) A massive Republic, that spans nearly three-fourths of the galaxy. A stable galactic civilization that has lasted for twenty-five thousand years – 

QUI-GON: Stable? Then how can you explain a galactic debt of around ten quadrillion dataries as of last year? How do you explain the increasing problem with pirates on the intergalactic trade routes? What of the rising cost of living, or the growing hate movements against non-humanoids? 

OBI-WAN: Master, there are always problems in any society – 

QUI-GON: Not like this. The last time the galactic economy was in the red was almost ten thousand years ago. Ten thousand. That’s the number of Jedi that exist in our galaxy today. Ten thousand, when we numbered a hundred thousand as recently as four centuries ago. 

OBI-WAN: Master, what’s come over you? 

QUI-GON: I’ve had…no. I want to say I’ve had a vision, but…the image has been in front of me all my life. And I’m just now starting to recognize the patterns. 

OBI-WAN: You’re confusing me…

QUI-GON: Over the last century, graft, bribery, and scandal have risen sharply in the Senate. The debt has quadrupled over the last thirty years. The Republic military is little more than a ceremonial token force – we had much more trouble in the Stark Hyperspace War a decade ago than we should have had. Everywhere I look, I see the institutions that everyone else takes for granted breaking down…decaying right in front of my eyes. And now a black-clad warrior with a lightsaber comes out of nowhere and nearly kills me. 

OBI-WAN: You’re saying it’s all connected? That this warrior is at the root of it all? 

QUI-GON: No. That warrior, even if he’s the kind of person I think he might be, is just a symptom of an even larger problem. Have you tried looking into the future lately? To immerse yourself in the Unifying Force?

OBI-WAN: Not lately, no. 

QUI-GON: I did, this morning. The future is murky and clouded, Obi-Wan. And darkness waited on the horizon, blocking the events of the far future from my sight. And what little I could see was conflict, tragedy, bloodshed. Everything in the galaxy, Obi-Wan – everything – was out of balance. The Force itself was losing its’ balance! 

OBI-WAN: Wait a minute. You’re not talking about – th-that boy?!? He could – 

QUI-GON: Yes. (whisper) Yes. I think… he could be the one. 

OBI-WAN: (long beat) Master…I don’t know what to say. I love and respect you as I would a father, but…have you gone mad?!? 

QUI-GON: Possibly. But if so, the Force shares the same madness. 

OBI-WAN: The prophecy. You actually think that boy has something to do with the prophecy. That’s…ludicrous! 

QUI-GON: Is it? You analyzed his midichlorian count yourself. 

OBI-WAN: The results could have been false. I was working with a computer on a battle-damaged ship! 

QUI-GON: And his mother? She claims no man sired her child. 

OBI-WAN: I find that very hard to believe. She must have been raped years ago, and was so traumatized that she blocked the memory from her mind. That, or she simply lied to you. 

QUI-GON: She didn’t. 

OBI-WAN: You’re going to be humiliated if you bring this up to the Council. Getting them to accept the boy will be hard enough as it is. Mention the prophecy and they’ll likely reject the boy sight unseen. 

QUI-GON: They know me to be impulsive, but not completely reckless. They know I would not make this claim unless I was certain I was right. They will give Anakin a fair hearing. 

OBI-WAN: But the Code – 

QUI-GON: The Code is merely a set of rules. And rules are – 

OBI-WAN: -- made to be broken? 

QUI-GON: (beat) No. But neither are they to be followed blindly. 

OBI-WAN: (beat) Who would train him if he were accepted? Ki-Adi-Mundi? He’s the only Jedi on the Council who hasn’t taken an apprentice yet. 

QUI-GON: We shall see when the time comes. 

OBI-WAN: He’d have to receive basic training by Master Yoda before they could even consider assigning him a master. I doubt Yoda would accept a student this old – he prefers training the very young…

QUI-GON: One thing at a time, Obi-Wan. One thing at a time. I suggest we pull out our sleeping bags – we need our rest too. 

Sound: Fade out. 
SCENE 8-2a   ANAKIN’S DREAM 

Sound: The dream sounds from Chapter 1. 

DARK MAN: (echoing) The journey has begun, Anakin. The journey to me. 

ANAKIN: (echoing) Why do you still bother me?? I’m free now! 

DARK MAN: (echoing) No you’re not. You’ve simply switched masters. And your mother is now all alone on Tatooine, and you can’t help her…

ANAKIN: (echoing) SHUT UP!!! SHUT UP!!!  

SCENE 8-3   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - MAIN AREA - NIGHT
ANAKIN: (SNAPS AWAKE, GASPING. HE GULPS AND SLOWS HIS BREATH DOWN.) 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises – but toned down, to indicate nighttime. Jar-Jar snores and gibbers quietly to himself in a squeaking chair. A door opens, and some soft footsteps come up. Some buttons are pressed, and a holographic image buzzes into life. 

BIBBLE: (on the holographic recording) Your Highness, the situation here is out of control…they’re working the people like animals... they say they’ll cut off all food supplies until you return...the death toll is catastrophic...They know your ship is damaged, and they want you to return to Naboo and surrender, or they’ll start executing our people – thousands every hour! We must bow to their wishes, Your Highness...Please tell us what to do! If you can hear me, Your Highness, you must contact me...

Sound: The holographic image derezzes out of existence. 

PADME: (softly sobs) 

ANAKIN: (quietly) Padme, I’m so sorry…

PADME: (surprised, voice shaking) Anakin? 

ANAKIN: I watched that thing earlier. I wish I’d been there. I wish I were already a Jedi. I could have helped save your Queen and your people. 

PADME: There were two Jedi there, and there was little they could do. (sniffs) It’s so unfair…

ANAKIN: (shivering) You think the Senate’ll help? 

PADME: Gods, I hope so. If they don’t…I…I can’t think about that. Not without going mad. Why are you still up? 

ANAKIN: I couldn’t sleep. 

PADME: This has all been so much for you, hasn’t it? From a slave boy to a podrace champion to a Jedi candidate all in one day. 

ANAKIN: Could be worse. I could be the Queen. 

PADME: (sniffs again, chuckles) No, you couldn’t. You wouldn’t look as good in a dress. 

ANAKIN: (chuckles, teeth chatters) 

PADME: You all right? 

ANAKIN: It's very cold. Must be the life support or something…I’ve been cold since I left Tatooine.  

Sound: Padme walks over. 

PADME: Here. Put this blanket over you. This’ll warm you up. 

ANAKIN: Thanks. 
PADME: You come from a very warm planet, Ani. A little too warm for my taste. To me, cold is comfortable. (beat) When you think about it, space is cold. Cold and unforgiving.  

ANAKIN: You seem sad. 

PADME: That’s the understatement of the year. (chuckles, then serious) I’m worried, Ani. The Queen is worried. Her people are suffering, dying. She must convince the Senate to intervene, or...I'm not sure what’ll happen. 

ANAKIN: I'm...I'm not sure what's going to happen to me either. I dunno if I'll ever see you again.

PADME: You might. Anything’s possible. 

ANAKIN: Here… 

Sound: He gives something to Padme. 

ANAKIN: I made this for you. So you'd remember me. 

PADME: A necklace? With a… pendant. Carved? 

ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. Made it this morning out in the back of my house, where you found me. I carved it out of a japor snippet. It’ll bring you good fortune. 

PADME: I’ve already got a necklace – my father gave it to me when I moved to Theed. 

ANAKIN: You don’t like it, huh? 

PADME: No, no, I love it! It's beautiful, but I don't need this to remember you by. How could I forget my future husband? (giggles, then more serious) Many things will change when we reach the capitol, Ani. My caring for you will remain. 

ANAKIN: (about to cry) I care for you too. Only I...I…
PADME: ...miss your mother. 

ANAKIN: (voice shaking) yes. 

Sound: Padme hugs him. 
PADME: (softly) You were very brave to leave her, Ani. But your life is moving forward now. When we go forward, we miss the things we leave behind. That’s what makes our hearts so full. 

ANAKIN: I’m gonna miss you too…

PADME: And I’ll miss you…

Sound: Music up for transition into Coruscant Theme. 

SCENE 8-4    INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – COCKPIT – MORNING 

Sound: The ambient sounds are back up to normal volume. The hyperdrive pitches down as the ship decelerates.   

RIC OLIE: We’re secure from hyperspace. 

PANAKA: There’s Coruscant – finally. 

Sound: Beeping noise from the console. 

RIC OLIE: Coruscant traffic control, this is the Naboo royal yacht Zenda’s Dream, calling Coruscant traffic control, over. 

Sound: A second or two of static from the speakers. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: Roger, Zenda’s Dream, this is Coruscant Traffic Control, over. 

RIC OLIE: I am carrying Queen Amidala and her entourage. I need landing clearance at the closest available landing platform to the Galactic Senate Building, over. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: Request acknowledged. Hold parking orbit while we try to find an available landing slot. Deactivate deflector shields and come to orbit-maintenance speed, over. 

PANAKA: Negative on lowering shields, Traffic Control. We have reason to fear possible attack. We are registered as an unarmed diplomatic vessel, over. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: (frustrated sigh) Stand by. We are sending up two Z-95 Headhunters to conduct close sensor sweep to confirm your diplomatic status, over. 

Sound: The speakers go off, as the cockpit door whooshes open. 

RIC OLIE: I knew we should have called ahead. 

QUI-GON: And increased our chances of the wrong kind of welcome party. Good morning, Captain. 

PANAKA: Good morning, Jedi.

QUI-GON: Why are we still in orbit? 

RIC OLIE: They won’t let us in unless we lower our shields. They’re gonna run an inspection to confirm we are who we say we are. 

QUI-GON: A sensible precaution. 

Sound: Two Z-95’s roar by the ship. 

PANAKA: Do you have to have the audio simulation sensors on so loud, Ric? 

RIC OLIE: Sorry. I hadn’t thought to check the settings. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: Confirm identity on Zenda’s Dream. Remain in parking orbit while we search for an available landing platform, over. 

RIC OLIE: Any idea how long that’ll be, over? 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: (a little ticked) Does next week sound good enough for you? I’ve got my hands full dealing with Senate delegates, to say nothing of civilian traffic. Cool your heels and wait your turn, over. 

QUI-GON: May I? (into the speaker) Traffic Control, this is Qui-Gon Jinn of the Jedi Order, requesting security clearance Alpha-Blue-Zeta-392534-G4. Over. 

PANAKA: What did that do? 

QUI-GON: You’ll see. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: (sudden barely-controlled panic) Stand by, switching to channel 834…

VALORUM: (beat) Master Jinn? Qui-Gon, is that you? 

QUI-GON: Greetings, Chancellor Valorum. 

VALORUM: Thank the Force you’re still alive! I was starting to fear the worst! What is your status? 

QUI-GON: I am aboard a royal escort containing Queen Amidala. I need a landing platform as close to the Senate Chamber as possible. 

VALORUM: You can use Platform 732, in Sector 4J. I’ll contact Senator Palpatine at once, and we’ll both meet you there. 

QUI-GON: That shall do nicely, Chancellor. Thank you. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: Transmitting landing coordinates now, Zenda’s Dream. You are cleared for landing. Welcome to Coruscant. 

Sound: The speakers go off. 

PANAKA: Impressive. 

RIC OLIE: Beginning final approach. Entering atmosphere…

PANAKA: (moving off) I’ll inform the Queen we’re landing…

Sound: As Panaka leaves, Anakin runs up. 

ANAKIN: Wow!! That’s Coruscant??

QUI-GON: Yes, it is. 

ANAKIN: It’s so bright…like a giant diamond in space.

QUI-GON: It’s home to over a trillion people. It has skyscrapers over ten miles high, extending just as many miles underground. Floating skyhooks – space stations connected to the planet below by tethers. Astrologically, this planet is very close to the center of the galaxy. For all intents and purposes…it is. 

ANAKIN: So many little lights…it’s dazzling…

QUI-GON: I’ll leave you and Ric to the view. I’m going to check with the Queen. 

Sound: The door opens and closes as he leaves. 

SCENE 8-4a INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – COCKPIT

Sound: Brief transition in time but not in location. Several small ships can be heard buzzing around the Naboo spacecraft now. 

ANAKIN: (awestruck) It’s so beautiful… 

RIC OLIE: Coruscant. No other planet in the galaxy comes close, not Corellia, not Kuat…not even Alderaan or Chandrila. The capitol of the Republic...the entire planet is one big city. 

ANAKIN: The whole planet? 
RIC OLIE: Uh-huh. They call it “Galactic City.” A nice place to visit, but I sure wouldn’t want to live there. Barely enough room to swing a nuna. Hang on…here’s where it gets interesting…

Sound: Several small ships zoom VERY CLOSELY around the royal starship. 

ANAKIN: Whoa!! 

RIC OLIE: (chuckles) Sorry – didn’t mean to scare you. The skies of Coruscant are choked with air vehicles, of all shapes and sizes. They all follow programmed traffic lanes. I’m trying to avoid the heavier ones. 

ANAKIN: What’s that huge domed building over there? Looks kind of like a big bowl. 

RIC OLIE: That’s the Senate Chamber. Over two kilometers in diameter. Well over a thousand Republic representatives work there, running the government. That pyramid-like shape off in the horizon, with the five spires – that’s the Jedi Temple. That’s where I guess you’ll be going. 

ANAKIN: This is making me dizzy. All these buildings, all these ships – I can’t even see the ground. 

RIC OLIE: I’m not even sure there is a ground anymore. 

ANAKIN: Whew! 

RIC OLIE: You’ll get used to it. There we go – Landing Platform 732. There’s Chancellor Valorum’s shuttle. And look over there…Senator Palpatine is waiting for us. 

ANAKIN: That’s the old guy in blue? Red balding hair? 

RIC OLIE: Yep. Chancellor Valorum’s the silver-haired one in black. The Senate Guards are the blue-robed ones with helmets and staffs. 

ANAKIN: I kinda guessed that. 

RIC OLIE: Sorry – it’s not often I get to play tour guide. Anyway, head on in the back – we’re coming in for a landing…

Sound: The door opens and closes as Anakin runs out. The engines roar, crest, and die down as the ship lands with an audible thump. Gas hisses out of the sides.  

SCENE 8-5   EXTERIOR CORUSCANT - SENATE LANDING PLATFORM - DAY 

Sound: The hum of the passing-by airships are much louder now and provide a continual buzz around the landing platform. Several footsteps descend down the spacecraft’s ramp under the next lines of dialogue. 

ANAKIN: Here we are…

JAR-JAR: Ohh, so glad to be off da… ship… (stunned whisper) oh. Wha..ga…aba…ah…

ANAKIN: This is Coruscant, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Uma…ah…

PADME: I’m afraid Jar-Jar’s gonna be speechless for a while. He never expected any world like this. 

ANAKIN: Have you been here before? 

PADME: Nope. First time. 

QUI-GON: Excuse me – we need to make room for the Queen and the handmaidens. Off the ramp, please. 

ANAKIN: Oh – okay! Come on, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: (whispered babbling) 

QUI-GON: Anakin, when we greet the Chancellor, bow from the waist at the same time me and Obi-Wan do. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 

QUI-GON: Let’s go. 

Sound: The heroes walk over to Valorum. 

QUI-GON: We bow in obedience to you, Supreme Chancellor. We are, as always, at your service. 

VALORUM: Rise, Qui-Gon. I’m glad to see you’re all right. 

PALPATINE: Welcome back to Coruscant, Jedi. 

QUI-GON: May I present…Queen Amidala.  

AMIDALA (SABE): Greetings, Supreme Chancellor. Senator. 

PALPATINE: It is a great gift to see you alive, Your Majesty. With the communications breakdown, we’ve been very concerned. I’m anxious to hear your report on the situation. May I present Supreme Chancellor Finis Valorum. 

VALORUM: Welcome, Your Highness. It’s an honor to finally meet you in person.            

AMIDALA: Thank you, Supreme Chancellor. 

PALPATINE: I have an air taxi waiting for you, your Highness. You and your party can refresh yourselves at my apartment, at 500 Republica. Come. 

Sound: The group starts walking across the platform.                                                                    

JAR-JAR: Ooh…dere’sa people in dese blue robes and tings? Hello…anybuddy dere? 

QUI-GON: (weary patience) Jar-Jar. Leave the Senate guards alone. 

JAR-JAR: (frustrated) Okeyday. 

VALORUM: I must relay to you how distressed everyone is over the current situation. I've called for a special session of the Senate to hear your position.
AMIDALA: I am grateful for your concern, Chancellor. 

PALPATINE: The session will start in a few hours. There is a question of procedure, but I’m confident we can overcome it... 

QUI-GON: I must speak with the Jedi Council immediately, Your Honor. The situation has become much more complicated. 

VALORUM: I shall have another air taxi sent for you at once. Guard, go summon another taxi! 

GUARD: Aye, sir! (runs off)
ANAKIN: (to himself) Wait a minute…the Jedi are staying over there with that Valorum guy…I don’t wanna leave them…

PADME: Ani? Come on. 

ANAKIN: But…hey, Qui-Gon….

QUI-GON: Go on ahead with the Queen, Ani. We won’t need you at the Jedi Temple for a couple of hours yet. Take Jar-Jar with you. 

ANAKIN: Um…if it’s all right with you, your Highness? 

AMIDALA: What do you think, Padme? 

PADME: Let ‘em come along. 

AMIDALA: Come join us then, Anakin and Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Coo. 

Sound: The group climbs into the humming air taxi. 

PANAKA: Right here, you two. In this seat…  

PALPATINE: (disgusted whisper) Your Highness, why do you have a…Gungan…with you? 

AMIDALA: That is a long story, Senator. 

PADME: All right, strap in. This is gonna take a while. 

ANAKIN: No, no, the strap goes over your waist, Jar-Jar. Like this. 

Sound: Seat belts being fastened. 
JAR-JAR: (whispered aside to Anakin) Da Queens- a bein grossly nice, mesa tinks. Disa pitty hot! 

ANAKIN: (whisper) Yeah. Pretty hot. 

Sound: Transition to outside the air taxi, as it takes off and accelerates away from the landing platform. 

VALORUM: Off they go. Hopefully we’ll soon see an end to this matter. 

QUI-GON: That would be a welcome relief. 

VALORUM: I take it your own ship was destroyed?                                                                               

QUI-GON: Yes. Captain Madakor and the crew were all killed.                                                                                    

VALORUM: (sighs) I’m so sorry to hear that. The Senate still does not know that I sent you to Naboo. As far as they know, Queen Amidala arrived here on her own. And I’m afraid I must keep it that way to prevent matters from getting any worse.                                                                                                                  

QUI-GON: I understand completely. 
VALORUM: What did you mean by ‘the situation is much more complicated’? 

QUI-GON: I’m afraid I’m not at liberty to say. It involves… Jedi matters. 

VALORUM: I…see. Nothing that can help my own ‘situation’, then. 

QUI-GON: That has yet to be seen… 

SCENE 8-6    INTERIOR PALPATINE'S QUARTERS - ANTEROOM - DAY 

Sound: Distant air traffic outside the apartments. The hum of air conditioners. The muffled talking of Palpatine (behind a glass door). 
ANAKIN: (hisses out a breath) This is bor-ring…I thought adventures were supposed to be fun. 
JAR-JAR: Dissen all pitty odd to my. Whatsa Palpytine spakin to da Queen?  

ANAKIN: Don't look at me. I don't know what's going on. Nobody ever bothers to tell the kid what’s going on. 

JAR-JAR: Or da fool. 

ANAKIN: You’re no fool, Jar-Jar, you’re just…inexperienced. Nobody bothered to teach you about life, the way Watto and my mom taught me. 

JAR-JAR: Itsen okeyday. My used to bein’ da fool. (beat) My neber knew my mom. My was an orphan since my was an egg. Mesa get bounced ‘round, from one fam’ly to da next. Boot my okeyday, cuz’ my hab faith in da guds. Deysa take care of my. 

ANAKIN: (touched) Man…at least I have someone who loves me. Someone I can come back home to if this whole Jedi thing doesn’t work. You don’t even have that. 

JAR-JAR: My hab my, and my hab da guds. Datsen all I need. 

ANAKIN: I envy you, Jar-Jar. (beat) Where’s Padme? She disappeared around the time we came in. Have you seen her? 

JAR-JAR: My saw her go in da Queen’s bedroom – but she neber come back out. 

ANAKIN: Huh…

PANAKA: (coming up) Excuse me…

Sound: Door opens, then closes. 

ANAKIN: (frustrated sigh) Maybe we’d have been better off staying with the Jedi. At least we’d get to look around… 
SCENE 8-7    INTERIOR PALPATINE'S QUARTERS - LIVING AREA - DAY 

Sound: Transition to the living area of Palpatine’s quarters. The air traffic outside is slightly louder. 
AMIDALA (PADME): What you’re telling me is…hard to accept…
PALPATINE: There is no civility here on Coruscant, your Highness. Only politics. The Republic is not what it once was. The Senate is full of greedy, squabbling delegates who are only looking out for themselves and their home systems. More the former than the latter, in most cases. There is no interest in the common good. It’s disgusting. I must be frank, Your Majesty, there is very little chance the Senate will act on the invasion. 

AMIDALA: How can that be? There are Mid-Rim and Outer-Rim worlds represented, ones not spoken for by the single Trade Federation senator -- surely they can sympathize with us! 

PALPATINE: Many are actually in favor of the Federation’s blockade. They see the Republic as being out of line to tax the trade routes in the first place. I have tried to convince them of the invasion, but they simply do not think the Federation capable of such an act. They won’t believe it without proof.  

AMIDALA: Chancellor Valorum seems to think there is hope. 

PALPATINE: If I may say so, Your Majesty, the Chancellor has little real power. He is mired down by baseless accusations of corruption. Collusion. Even treason, in a few fanatical corners. A manufactured scandal surrounds him, involving abuse of power for financial gain. That has also helped to turn the fringe worlds to favoring the Federation. The bureaucrats are in charge now, and they are in the Federation’s pocket.  

AMIDALA: (dazed) If that is true… then everything that has happened since I left Naboo…was for nothing. What options have we? 

PALPATINE: As I said earlier, I do not believe we can convince the Senate that our world has actually been attacked. Senator Lott Dod of the Federation has filibustered and stopped my every attempt to make such a statement, and Valorum has let him. Of course, since they installed Mas Amedda as vice chancellor, he has had little other choice…

AMIDALA: That does not answer my question. What can we do? 

PALPATINE: (beat) There is one option. I hesitate to bring it up, because…it would involve a measure of betrayal. 

AMIDALA: Explain. 

PALPATINE: Our best choice would be to push for the election of a new, stronger Supreme Chancellor. One who has no prior history of distractions to speak of, and thus cannot be touched. One who could take control of the bureaucrats, enforce the laws, and give us justice. You could call for a vote of no confidence in Chancellor Valorum. His support and popularity are very weak – the vote would be quickly seconded and passed. Then the Senate would elect Valorum’s successor, and whomever it turns out to be would likely help us in reward for providing the opportunity for the seat.   

AMIDALA: That would be a heartless act. Valorum has tried to help us. He has been our strongest supporter. Is there no other way? 

PALPATINE: Our only other choice would to be to formally submit a plea to the Republic courts... 

AMIDALA: There's no time for that. The courts take even longer to decide things than the Senate. In Governor Bibble’s message, he said all food supplies had been cut off – and that was days ago. Our people are dying, Senator.  We must do something quickly to stop the Federation. 

PALPATINE: I know. I want to do something. But my every effort has come to nothing. To be realistic, Your Highness, I'd say we're simply going to have to accept Federation control of Naboo for the time being. 
AMIDALA: (coldly) That is something I cannot do.  

SCENE 8-8    INTERIOR TEMPLE OF THE JEDI - COUNCIL CHAMBERS - DAY 

Sound: The air traffic noises are almost impossible to hear. Indeed, except for the slightly echoing dialogue, the room is virtually silent. 
MACE WINDU: I formally call this meeting of the Jedi High Council to order. Master Yoda, if you would lead us in the benediction? 

YODA: (deep breath, then slowly) With all of us, may the Force be…

JEDI MASTERS: And may the peace of this Temple be ours. 

YODA: A place open to thought and speech. 

JEDI MASTERS: A realm of mutual respect. 

YODA: And a haven of shared noble purpose. 

JEDI MASTERS: Let us take our seats together, with no one above the others. 

YODA: May work together in trust we do, from the restraints of ego and jealousy free. 

JEDI MASTERS: At this gathering and all others to come. 

MACE WINDU: (quietly) Be seated, everyone. 

Sound: Everyone takes their seat. 

MACE WINDU: Master Jinn, Learner Kenobi…enter. 

Sound: The door opens, and two sets of footsteps come up. 

QUI-GON: Greetings, Masters. 

YODA: Greetings, Master Qui-Gon. 

MACE WINDU: Chancellor Valorum told us you were coming. We understand that your mission to foster a peace agreement was unsuccessful. 

QUI-GON: The Federation was not interested in peace. But that is now in the hands of the Senate. Council members, I believe we Jedi may stand on the brink of a much greater crisis. If I may be allowed to explain? 

MACE WINDU: Please do so. The written report you submitted when you arrived at the Temple was very distressing. And very incomplete. 

QUI-GON: On Tatooine, I was attacked by a lightsaber-wielding Zabrak. He was extremely skilled, and he very nearly cut me down. 

YODA: Shocking news that is. You are one of the greatest swordsmen in the Order, as great as Master Windu. Know you who this person is? 

QUI-GON: I do not. Both Obi-Wan and I have checked the Temple records over the last couple of hours. His appearance did not match any of the Jedi Masters, Knights or Learners who have left the Order in the last three decades. But the dark side was exceptionally strong with him, and there is no doubt he was trained in the Jedi arts. My only conclusion can be that it was a Sith Lord. 
YODA: What..?!?
MACE WINDU: A Sith Lord?!? 

ADI GALLIA: It can’t be…
KI-ADI: Impossible! The Sith have been extinct for a millennium! 

QUI-GON: I know it is difficult to believe. But I can think of no other explanation that fits the facts. 
YODA: The very Republic is threatened, if involved the Sith are. Of all the enemies to peace the Jedi have faced, none are as dangerous.

KI-ADI: But a Sith, in this age? I can’t believe it. This must be some rogue Force user. Or perhaps even an imposter like the one you met on Ord Mantell years ago, Qui-Gon!  

MACE WINDU: I tend to agree with Ki-Adi here, Qui-Gon. I do not believe the Sith could have returned without us knowing. 

OBI-WAN: Masters, if I may speak… I witnessed the battle between my master and this being. The Dark Side radiated from him like light from a sun. This is no imposter. It…could indeed be a Sith.

ADI GALLIA: We shouldn’t dismiss the possibility. The power of the Dark Side is growing, I fear. 

MACE WINDU: Is it, Adi Gallia? I have seen no such indications. 

YODA: Hmm? Looked, have you? Hard to see the Dark Side is, especially when one is not looking. 

MACE WINDU: Have you looked? 

YODA: I have…but I have seen nothing. It is growing difficult to see anything of the future. But explain many mysterious events of recent years, this would. The deaths of the Federation protectorate. The Yinchorri uprising --

OBI-WAN: The deaths of Master Aroon and Learner Assant! What I sensed in my investigation…that was very much of the Dark Side. This mystery man could very well be their murderer. 

YODA: Even if a Sith he is not…a being capable of defeating a Jedi master is a grave danger to us all. Discover who this assassin is, we must. 

KI-ADI: I sense he will reveal himself again. He did not come all the way to Tatooine and attack you on a whim, Qui-Gon.  

MACE WINDU: A good point. This attack was with purpose, that is clear. The Queen was his likely target. (beat) You think this warrior is the one behind the invasion of Naboo, Master Qui-Gon? 

QUI-GON: It is a very strong possibility. Even before I encountered him, I was convinced someone unseen was controlling the Federation’s actions. 

MACE WINDU: What is the Queen doing now? 

QUI-GON: She will speak to the Senate shortly. Even a Sith Lord will hesitate to attack the Senate chamber. What she does next will depend on what happens in the session.  

YODA: With this Naboo queen you must stay, Qui-Gon. Protect her. 

MACE WINDU: We will use all our resources to unravel this mystery. We will discover the identity of your attacker, I promise you. Master, Apprentice…you are dismissed. May the Force be with you. 

YODA: May the Force be with you. 

OBI-WAN: And with you. (starts to walk off, then stops) Master? Are you coming? 
YODA: Master Qui-Gon. More to say have you? 

QUI-GON: With your permission, my Master... As grave as the situation with the mystery attacker is, I believe I may have encountered an even greater problem, one that affects the entire Jedi Order. 

KI-ADI: Greater still than the Sith?!?

OBI-WAN: (frustrated whisper to himself) Here we go…

MACE WINDU: (perplexed) We are listening. 

QUI-GON: I…I have encountered a vergence in the Force. 
YODA: A vergence, you say? 

MACE WINDU: Located around a person? 

QUI-GON: A Force-sensitive person of unimaginable power. Not aware of his power as yet, not trained, but impossible to ignore. 

MACE WINDU: Who is this person? 

QUI-GON: Anakin Skywalker. A young boy, nine years of age. He shows heightened reflexes, instinctive mechanical skills, and some rudimentary meditative skills. Most importantly, his cells have the highest concentration of midichlorians I have seen in a life form. Higher than I believe has ever been recorded. From the testimony of his mother, it is possible he was conceived by the midichlorians. 

Sound: Collective gasp and muttering from the Council members. 

ADI GALLIA: (awed whisper) The child of the Force. The son of the Suns…

MACE WINDU: Quiet, everyone. (beat to let everyone fall silent) You're referring to our oldest prophecy. The prophesy of the one who will bring balance to the Force. You believe it's this boy?? 

QUI-GON: I don't presume to... 

YODA: But you do! Revealed your opinion is. 

QUI-GON: I request the boy be tested, Master. 

YODA: Oh. Trained as a Jedi, you request for him, hmm? 

QUI-GON: Finding him was the will of the Force, both living and unifying. I have no doubt of that. There is too much happening here for it to be anything else.

YODA: Nine years old, you say the boy is? That is too old for training.

QUI-GON: There have been exceptions in the past. I believe this is one of them.
PLO KOON: What is your opinion of this boy, Learner Kenobi? 

OBI-WAN: He is bright. He did help us make it off Tatooine. He is strong in the Force, though his awareness of it has not been awakened. More than that I cannot say. 

MACE WINDU: Can you confirm Qui-Gon’s claim about the midichlorian count? 

OBI-WAN: The readings indicated…well over twenty thousand per cell. But I would ask for a follow-up blood test to be certain. 

MACE WINDU: I think that a wise precaution. 

QUI-GON: I have him waiting nearby.  

MACE WINDU: (beat, then sigh) Bring him before us, then. We shall begin the testing immediately.
YODA: (ominous) Tested, he will be. 
QUI-GON: Thank you, Masters. Come on, Obi-Wan.

Sound: The two Jedi leave the room. A long beat, then the other Jedi masters begin muttering amongst themselves again.  

YODA: What do you make of this? 

MACE WINDU: I’ll reserve my judgment until I see this boy for myself. But the Code is very clear on accepting initiates, and Master Qui-Gon knows that. This had better be one astonishing child…

Music: Transition.   

SCENE 8-9   INTERIOR SITH HEADQUARTERS – CORUSCANT

Sound: This room is also silent, but for a different reason: No air traffic can be heard at all. The faint, far-off dripping of a sewer line can be heard. A distant set of bells (or wind chimes) can also be heard. 

DARTH MAUL: … by the time I reached the Queen’s ship, the Jedi and his companion were almost on board. I attacked quickly and relentlessly, but the companion boarded the ship and warned the others aboard. The ship launched and flew over us. The Jedi summoned the Force about him and leapt up onto the ship’s boarding ramp. I followed, but could only grab the edge of the ramp. He slashed down with his lightsaber, and I was forced to let go. (beat) That is how I failed. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Because you were too eager to battle the Jedi. To kill them as you did those two other Jedi here on Coruscant. 

DARTH MAUL: Yes.  

DARTH SIDIOUS: (long beat) You feel certain you could defeat this Jedi if you faced him again?          

DARTH MAUL: Yes, Master. I felt him tire. I can defeat him.                                                   

DARTH SIDIOUS: Was he bearded?                                                                                       

DARTH MAUL: Yes.                                                                                                                 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Good. That is Qui-Gon Jinn. He is the stronger of the two.                        

DARTH MAUL: (a bit puzzled) They are undoubtedly coming here. What else can they do?                         

DARTH SIDIOUS: They are already here. 

DARTH MAUL: (lets out a hissing breath) Please…let me kill them.                                                                                 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You will get your chance to destroy them, Maul. But not yet. And not here. 

DARTH MAUL: Master – 

DARTH SIDIOUS: No. The Jedi are alarmed as it is, with Bondara and Assant dead. If two more Jedi are murdered on the Order’s homeworld, the Jedi will mobilize and tear the planet apart looking for us. (beat) I sense confusion in you. You wonder why I do not punish you for your failure. 

DARTH MAUL: I do wonder. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: One thing I had drilled into me by my master was to always – always – have a contingency plan. From the time the Neimoidians let the Queen escape from Naboo, I have been anticipating even this setback, and I have come upon a way to turn this to my advantage. Indeed, this may turn out even better than the original plan.  

DARTH MAUL: How? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: The Queen is joining a special session of the Senate in just under an hour. I have given Senator Dod new instructions. He will see to it that the Queen takes Senator Palpatine’s place as the one who destroys Valorum. Once that is done, she will no longer be a factor in the larger plan. 

DARTH MAUL: I see. And…what of the Jedi? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: No doubt they have already told their stodgy Council that they suspect the Sith have returned. But all they have at this point is suspicion, with no proof. The Jedi are probably uncertain, and just a little bit afraid. (beat) I welcome this fear in them. 

DARTH MAUL: And Qui-Gon Jinn and his neophyte? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: All in good time, Maul. All in good time. Go back to your training. I must leave myself now. I will contact you when I need your services again. 

SCENE 8-9a    INTERIOR BOSSES’ QUARTERS – OTOH GUNGA

Sound: Underwater/distant Gungan city noises. A door to a bubble building irises open and shut. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Your Honor? Sir? 

BOSS NASS: (long beat) Why yousa in my homm, Cap’n Tarpals? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (somber) Da Rep Council ask my to spake to yousa. Alone.  

BOSS NASS: Whatsen to spake ‘bout? Mesa mind made up! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: But da peoples be complainin’, Your Honor. Dey hates being cooped up in da City like kaadu. Dey know yousa got da bongos, heyblibbers, doopeewees and all ready to go. Da Rep Council wants to go on and send da peoples to da Sacred Place. 

BOSS NASS: K-k-k-k. Wesa stay down here until da maccaneks leave, and dat’s dat. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: But what if dey don’t leave?? Gungans gettin’ hungry. No food from da surface. Nuttin and no one to trade wit.  

BOSS NASS: What yousa suggest, Tarpals? Dat wesa go to da maccaneks and beg dem for food? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Wesa suggestin’ goin’ up to da deep stickgooshy. To da Sacred Place. Maccaneks no go dere. 

BOSS NASS: Maccaneks no go here. My no trow my peoples outa deysa homm. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Da scouts hab seen maccaneks searching da edge of da swamps, taking Naboo prisoners to point tings out. Dey know wesa down here, or soon will. Stayin’ down heres, wit all respect…is a big boopjak!! 

BOSS NASS: (snorts) Just cuz de maccaneks eyeballin da swamps no mean deysa comin’ heres to crunch. Deysa paste da Naboo -- wesa do nuttin’ to dem. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (sigh) Yes, Your Honor. 

BOSS NASS: (beat) Dat all? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: My been tinking bout what da Jedi spake. ‘Bout da Gungan and da Naboo needin’ each utter. Witout da Naboo, wesa got no parts for da bongos. No tools for da farms. My done spake bout da tradin. No trade means no moola. Means Gungans go hungry. 

BOSS NASS: Da point? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Mebbe…mebbe wesa should help da Naboo. Some of dem ain’t been caught. Dey fightin’ da maccaneks.  

BOSS NASS: Naboo – (gibbers) Yousa no listen to nuttin I spake! Naboo are bombad. All’n’dem. Deysa gettin’ what deysa deserve. Deysa no car’n about da Gungans any more den wesa care’n bout dem. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Begging your pardon, sir, but how yousa know? When yousa ever talkie wit da Naboo? 

BOSS NASS: My no talkie wit dem. My no hab to. Naboo and Gungans enemies. Dat de way tings are. Hab been since de time of my great great ancestor. (quieter, a bit regretful) Anywhat….even if my did offer to help, deysa no accept it. Deysa tink all de Gungans bombad. No Naboo eber say nuttin nice ‘bout any Gungan in all of Gungan time. 

Sound: Horn-like sirens begin to wail throughout da city. 

BOSS NASS: Whatsa dis??

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Hata hata!! Dats de Militiagung horn!! Wesa gettin’ attacked!

Sound: Booming sounds echo underwater – depth charges.   

BOSS NASS: K-k-k-k-k…da maccaneks! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Wesa gots to run now, Your Honor! Da famlys!! Wesa can’t fights heres! 

Sound: A groaning and popping noise from outside. 

BOSS NASS: DA BOARD ROOM BUBBLE!! NOO!!!!

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Deysa gonna boom up da whole city. Den deysa gonna come to crunch. 

BOSS NASS: (whisper to himself) Mesa was wong. (aloud) Cap’n, get da peoples into anyting dat’ll float. Wesa take da caverns to da Sacred Place.  

Sound: The door irises open. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (running out) My hurry!! 

BOSS NASS: Mesa gonna make da maccaneks – and da Naboo – pay for dis. 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 8-10    INTERIOR AIR TAXI – CORUSCANT – DAY 

Sound: The buzzing of the air taxi’s engine. The roar of air traffic outside. 

QUI-GON: You’re very quiet, Padawan. I sense you’re disturbed by what happened in the Council Chamber. 

OBI-WAN: You just couldn’t wait, could you? You had to drop all three thermal detonators on them at once. 

QUI-GON: Three? 

OBI-WAN: One, the Sith have returned – which is far from certain, even with no mention in the records. Two, you want this nine-year-old inducted for training. Third, the big one – this child may be the galaxy’s savior! I’m surprised Master Windu didn’t get right up and strike you. 

QUI-GON: Strike me? Are we talking about the same man? 

OBI-WAN: You don’t get it, do you? By declaring that you’ve found the Chosen One – a dubious claim at best – you’ve declared the Force out of balance. 

QUI-GON: Yes, that follows. 

OBI-WAN: And for the Force to be out of balance, that implies that we Jedi have been derelict in our duties. You all but openly branded the Council incompetent! 

QUI-GON: Calm yourself, Obi-Wan. You’re letting your emotions get the better of you. 

OBI-WAN: (starts to say something, then stops and takes a deep breath) Yes, Master. 

QUI-GON: As hard as it may seem to accept, the Jedi Code is not the final word in the will of the Force. When the Force decides it wants something done, it will do it, whether the Code agrees with it or not. 

OBI-WAN: (reluctantly) As you say, Master. 

QUI-GON: The future is growing ever more uncertain. Even Master Yoda cannot see the likely paths with any certainty now. But he does see the darkness encroaching, just as I do. The Council will take the boy seriously, and give him a fair evaluation. What happens after that…depends on him. 
OBI-WAN: We’ll see soon enough, won’t we?  
Sound: The air taxi comes to a stop. 

TAXI DRIVER: We have arrived at 500 Republica. That’ll be 12 dataries.  

QUI-GON: Here.

Sound: A card is slid into a slot. A whirring noise, and a beep as the card is returned. 

TAXI DRIVER: Here’s your credit chip back. Thanks. 

QUI-GON: Please stand by here. We’re going to be returning for another journey shortly. 

TAXI DRIVER: I’ll be waiting. 

Sound: The air taxi canopy opens. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan step out. Fade out for transition. 
SCENE 8-11     INTERIOR PALPATINE’S QUARTERS - CORUSCANT - DAY 

Sound: Ambient apartment noises, and distant air traffic. The hum of a lift rises, then stops. Lift doors open, and the two Jedi step out. Anakin runs up to them. 

ANAKIN: Qui-Gon!

QUI-GON: Hello, Ani. Been enjoying yourself? 

ANAKIN: (sour) No. Nobody’s talked to me or Jar-Jar. Everybody’s been getting ready to go to the Senate. We’ve just been sitting here for hours. 

JAR-JAR: Witten nuttin to do. 

QUI-GON: Well, I’ve talked to the Jedi High Council, and –

ANAKIN: (excited) They’re gonna let me join?!?

QUI-GON: They’re willing to meet you and talk with you. It will be up to you whether or not you’re accepted. We have an air taxi waiting. Come. 

ANAKIN: Jar-Jar, I guess you’re on your own. 

JAR-JAR: (bored and frustrated) Woopee. 

ANAKIN: Oh, wait – I’ve gotta tell Padme goodbye! 

OBI-WAN: All right, but make it fast.

ANAKIN: Just be a sec…

Sound: Anakin runs down the corridor. 
GUARD: May I help you, son? 

ANAKIN: I'm...I'm looking for the handmaiden, Padme. I last saw her going through this door…
GUARD: Hang on. 

Sound: He activates his comlink. 

GUARD: The boy is here to see Padme. 

RABE: (on comlink) Let him in. 

GUARD: Go ahead, son. 

Sound: The doors open, and Anakin walks into the quarters. 

ANAKIN: Hello, handmaiden. I'd like to speak with Padme, if I could. 

RABE: I'm sorry, Ani. But Padme is not here right now. 

AMIDALA: (coming up) Rabe? Who is it? 

RABE: Anakin Skywalker, to see Padme, Your Highness. 

ANAKIN: Greetings, your Highness. 
AMIDALA: Rise, Anakin. The one you seek is not here. I've sent Padme on an errand. 

ANAKIN: I'm on my way to the Jedi temple to start my training. I hope. 

AMIDALA: (beat) So? 
ANAKIN: I may never see her again. So I came to say goodbye. 

AMIDALA: We will tell her for you. We are sure her heart goes with you. 

ANAKIN: Thank you, Your Highness. I'm sorry to have disturbed you. 

Sound: Anakin runs out and down the corridor. 

QUI-GON: (in the distance) Ready? 

ANAKIN: (in the distance) Yes, sir! 

QUI-GON: (in the distance) Then let’s be off…

Sound: The lift doors open, and shut again once the trio steps aboard. 

AMIDALA: It is such a shame…

RABE: What is? 

AMIDALA: That he didn’t get to say goodbye to Padme. 

RABE: You mean, to you? 

PADME: (beat, then quiet) I wasn’t aware until now just how separate the two have become – the Queen and the handmaiden. Two people in the same body…it is no way to live. 

Sound: The lift doors open again, and Palpatine walks up. 

PALPATINE: Ah, Your Highness. Are you almost ready to leave? 

AMIDALA: I am. 

PALPATINE: Then let us be off to the Senate Chamber, and hope for the best…

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 8-12    INTERIOR MAIN LOBBY – GALACTIC SENATE – DAY

Sound: Imagine Grand Central Station times five. That would give you an idea of the noise and bustle inside the cavernous Senate building.  

JAR-JAR: How can people like yousa stand dis noise, Sentor Palpytine? Disn hurt my ears! 

PALPATINE: The Senate is not usually this full. This crisis has brought delegates from all over the galaxy. They’ll all be moving inside for the session itself, however. 

JAR-JAR: Wow. My cannot wait to eyeball all dat…

PALPATINE: Er, your Highness…(whisper) Must we have him along? 

AMIDALA: (sigh) Sabe, stay out here with Jar-Jar. Eirtae, Rabe, with me. 

RABE: Yes, Your Highness. 

EIRTAE: Yes, Your Majesty. 
SABE: Understood. Over here, Jar-Jar.  We can watch the proceedings on this viewscreen. 
AMIDALA: Come on, Senator. Captain. 

Sound: The trio walks off. 

JAR-JAR: But my want to be wit da Queen…

SABE: Jar-Jar, you’d probably cause more harm than good in there. Trust me, it’s for the best. 

JAR-JAR: Ohhh….awright. 
SCENE 8-13    INTERIOR MAIN ROTUNDA - GALACTIC SENATE - DAY 

Sound: The echoing murmur of numerous voices. Footsteps on a metal floor, and the hum of the senate platform. The far-off hovering and beeping of camera droids. 

AMIDALA: The Senate chamber is even larger in person than it is on the Holonet. 

PALPATINE: Over a thousand delegates. And that’s not even counting aides or entourages. 

AMIDALA: Will everyone be able to hear us? 

PALPATINE: They will. That’s what the floating camera droids are for. Keep still when I detach the platform and float up toward the Chancellor’s dais. It can be a little disorienting at first. Don’t lose your balance. 

AMIDALA: I’ll be all right. 

SCENE 8-14      INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – BRIDGE

Sound: The murmuring and noises of the Senate chamber can be heard, filtered, on the Federation bridge’s viewscreen. Ambient battleship sounds, wild lines from pilot droids, etc. 

NUTE: Everything is falling apart. The Senators are so fickle…that girl could somehow sway them…

RUNE: Any luck in contacting Lord Sidious? 

NUTE: No. I’ve been trying for an hour. He may have abandoned us. 

RUNE: (leans in close, whisper) I’ve just completed low orbital scans of the camps. I used some of my own personal encryptions to prevent eavesdropping. 

NUTE: (whisper) And? 

RUNE: There are large new buildings in the camps that do not match the blueprints Lord Sidious presented us. They may – or may not – be ionization chambers. I’d need a closer look on the ground. 

NUTE: Not possible. I don’t doubt the droids would shoot anyone who tried, regardless of who they are. I think we can safely assume the governor was telling the truth. 

RUNE: If he is…that puts us in a very precarious position. 

NUTE: I know. 

SCENE 8-15     INTERIOR MAIN ROTUNDA – GALACTIC SENATE

PALPATINE: If the Federation moves to defer the motion...Your Majesty, I beg of you to ask for a resolution to end this congressional session and call for a new election for Supreme Chancellor. 

AMIDALA: I wish I had your confidence in this course of action, Senator. Must I betray a friend and ally to save my world?  

PALPATINE: You must force a new election for Supreme Chancellor. I promise you there are many who will support us. It is our best chance. (whisper) Our only chance… 

AMIDALA: Why will you not call for such a vote yourself? 

PALPATINE: The other Senators would look at it as an act of ambition. They would think I am merely trying to take the Chancellorship myself, and refuse to support the motion. If you called for it, however, they would be convinced of both the seriousness of our argument and of the need to remove him from power. 

AMIDALA: (beat, then whisper) You truly believe Chancellor Valorum will not bring our motion to a vote? 

PALPATINE: He is distracted. He is afraid. He will be of no help at all. 

VALORUM: (far off, echoing) All rise. This session of the Galactic Senate has begun. 

Sound: Every Senator rises up in his/her/its senatorial pod. 

VALORUM: Under Article Eight, Section Forty-seven, Clause One Eighteen of the Republic Constitution, I am temporarily suspending the current discussion of the possible repeal of Tax Resolution BR-0371, to address a developing and ongoing emergency related directly to said proceedings. In the interest of expedient justice, I am also waiving the reading of the day’s minutes. Any objections? 

Sound: A few murmurs from the senatorial pods, but no objections. 

VALORUM: The Chair recognizes the Senator from the sovereign system of Naboo. Rise forth, and address the Senate.  

Sound: The senatorial box detaches from its’ bay, and floats up in front of Valorum’s podium. 
PALPATINE: (echoing on loudspeakers) Supreme Chancellor, delegates of the Senate. A tragedy has occurred on our peaceful system of Naboo. We have become caught up in a dispute you are all well aware of. A dispute which started right here in this very chamber with the taxation of trade routes, as indicated in the current discussion of repeal, and has now engulfed our entire planet in the brutal and unwarranted oppression of the Trade Federation –

Sound: Another senatorial box detaches and floats up. Grumbles from the other senators. 
LOTT DOD: SILENCE HIM!!! This is outrageous! This is slander! I object to the Senator's statements! I demand he be silenced at once!   

Sound: A few shouts of “Yeah!” and similar lines from some of the Senators, which fades into bickering between various Senators under next dialogue. 

VALORUM: The Chair does not recognize the Senator from the Trade Federation at this time. Please return to your docking station. 

Sound: The Federation box moves back a little, but does not dock. The quiet arguing and general disgruntlement among the Senators continues through the next scene. 
SCENE 8-16      INTERIOR RECEPTION AREA – GALACTIC SENATE - DAY 

SABE: What do you think?     

JAR-JAR: Mesa tink dis bombad. Too many peoples to be agreeing on da one ting.      

SABE: It sounds almost like they’re disagreeing on what they’re supposed to be disagreeing about. 
JAR-JAR: (mournful) It no look too good for da Queen. Mesa tink wesa gonna get crunched. 
SABE: We’re not very popular, that is true. And neither is the Chancellor. (disgusted) You’d think the Jedi would be here, to tell their side of the story. What, are they too good to address the Senate?                                                                                           

SCENE 8-17       INTERIOR MAIN ROTUNDA – GALACTIC SENATE - DAY

PALPATINE: To state our allegations in full, I present Queen Amidala, recently elected ruler of Naboo, who speaks on our behalf. 

VALORUM: The Chair recognizes Queen Amidala, and invites her to speak to the Senate. 

Sound: A smattering of applause from the Senators, who finally quiet down. 
AMIDALA: Honorable representatives of the Republic, distinguished delegates, and Your Honor Supreme Chancellor Valorum, I come to you under the gravest of circumstances. You have all been lied to about the current state of affairs on my planet. You have been led to believe that nothing more than a trade blockade exists on my world. That could not be further from the truth. Naboo’s system has been invaded by force. Invaded, against all the laws of the Republic, by the Droid Armies of the Trade -- 
LOTT DOD: I object! There is no proof. 

AMIDALA: You question my eyewitness testimony? 

LOTT DOD: I question a little girl who is so new to her throne, and is willing to say anything to be allowed access to expensive luxuries again – 

VALORUM: Objection!! The Queen did not come all this way to be insulted by the senator from the Trade Federation. If you persist in this line of conversation, you will be barred from the Senate Chamber, is that clear? (beat) Continue, your Highness. 

AMIDALA: At dawn five days ago, the Federation blockade around my world unleashed several thousand battle droids, hover tanks -- 

LOTT DOD: Objection! This is incredible. It is true that we have augmented our security droid force considerably, to battle pirates. But to claim that we, a mere trade conglomerate, would use those droids for outright butchery?!? We recommend a commission be sent to Naboo to ascertain the truth. 

VALORUM: Overruled. Return to your station, Senator. This is your final warning. 
Sound: The Senate erupts in grumbling again. 

LOTT DOD: Your Honor, you cannot allow us to be condemned without at least a chance to defend ourselves!! How can you refuse our call for a impartial investigation?!? It's against all the rules of procedure! 

Sound: Another senatorial box hums up toward the podium. 
AINLEE TEEM: The Congress of Malastare concurs with the honorable delegate from the Trade Federation. A commission, once requested, must be appointed...that is the law. 

VALORUM: The point – 

MAS AMEDDA: Excuse me, Chancellor? Senators, if you will give us a moment…

AMIDALA: (whisper) Who is that? 
PALPATINE: (whisper) Mas Amedda. He was appointed to keep the Chancellor in line in regards to the law. 

AMIDALA: (whisper) Yes, I remember now, you mentioned him earlier. Now he’s talking to his other aides…

PALPATINE: (whisper) Enter the bureaucrats. The true rulers of the Republic. And on the payroll of the Trade Federation, I might add. This is where Chancellor Valorum's strength – and all hope for Naboo -- will disappear. 

AMIDALA: (whisper) Surely not. He knows what’s at stake -- 

VALORUM: (with a heavy sigh) The point is conceded. Section 523A take precedence here.

AMIDALA: (stunned whisper) No…
VALORUM: Queen Amidala of the Naboo, will you defer your motion to allow a commission to explore the validity of your accusations? 

AMIDALA: (increasingly angry) I will not defer. I have come before you to resolve this attack on our sovereignty now!! I was not elected Queen to watch my people suffer and die while you discuss this invasion in a committee!!! (pauses, takes a deep breath, then calmer) If this body is not capable of action… or unwilling to take action… I suggest new leadership is needed. (a beat) I move for a vote of no confidence in Chancellor Valorum's leadership.  

Sound: A startled gasp from the Senate members, which quickly builds into a roar of approval and jeers. 

VALORUM: (dazed) I…your Highness, I d…
MAS AMEDDA: Your Honor, sit down. You look like you’re about to faint. (loudly) Order, please. Let us hear the Senator from Naboo speak… 

Sound: The Senators settle down. 

MAS AMEDDA: Senator Palpatine…does the Senator from Naboo formally ask for a vote of no confidence in the Supreme Chancellor?                                                                        

PALPATINE: As I said before, the Queen speaks on my behalf. I do formally move for a vote of no confidence in Chancellor Valorum. 

MAS AMEDDA: (quietly) So noted and entered. 

Sound: Another senatorial box floats up. 
BAIL ANTILLES: Alderaan seconds the motion for a vote of no confidence in Chancellor Valorum. 

MAS AMEDDA: (reluctantly) The motion has been seconded by Bail Antilles of Alderaan. (slightly off-mike) Your Honor? Chancellor?? (back on mike) A moment’s delay, please… 

BAIL ANTILLES: (loudly) There must be no delays. The motion is on the floor and must be voted upon in this session. 

LOTT DOD: The Trade Federation moves the motion be sent to the procedures committee for study -- 

Sound: The Senators leap to their feet, yelling and arguing loudly, finally settling into a single chant. 
ASSEMBLY: Vote now! Vote now!! VOTE NOW!!! 

MAS AMEDDA: (loudly) Order! We shall have order...

Sound: Amedda keeps banging his hand on the mike as the chant continues. 

ASSEMBLY: VOTE NOW!! VOTE NOW!! VOTE NOW!! (CON’T under following dialogue) 
PALPATINE: You see, Your Majesty, the tide is with us. Now they will elect a new Chancellor. A strong Chancellor. One who will not let our tragedy continue... one who will not let this continue… 

MAS AMEDDA: SILENCE!! (beat. The crowd dies down) The Supreme Chancellor requests a recess. Tomorrow we will begin the vote. 

Sound: The assembly explodes into chaotic yelling and cursing which continues under dialogue. 

AMIDALA: (whisper) It’s a madhouse…

PALPATINE: Not for much longer…thanks to you.   

NARRATOR: So great is the lure of power that a person can forsake his responsibilities, his beliefs…and even his planet. And as the Queen has learned, power can make even those charged with protecting a galaxy turn a deaf ear to a desperate cry for help. Now, as Darth Sidious’s plan for domination moves a step closer to completion, Queen Amidala finds she must look elsewhere for the power needed to free her world – the power of armies and battle. A pacifist all her life, she must learn how to wield that power, and wield it well, before everything and everyone she loves is lost forever…

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 
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