THE PHANTOM MENACE  - Christopher McElroy  - Chapter Six


CHAPTER SIX: 

“THREE LAPS TO FREEDOM – OR DEATH” 

CAST: (in chronological order)


SOUND/FX ROLES:

Governor Sio Bibble




            Tatooine Natives

Viceroy Nute Gunray



            Artoo Detoo


Battle Droid




                        Banthas

Battle Droid OOM-9     



            Dewbacks

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala
                                     Sith Probe Droid



Qui-Gon Jinn



                        Eopies

Jar-Jar Binks




                        Pit Droids

Kitster Banai

Anakin Skywalker

Watto

Sebulba the Dug

Captain Gordon Panaka

Obi-Wan Kenobi

Ric Olie

Fode

Beed 

Wald

Jabba the Hutt

Weazel

Graxol

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars – The Phantom Menace. Based on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Six: “Three Laps to Freedom – or Death.” 

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. Escaping from the invasion of the planet Naboo by the greedy Trade Federation, Queen Amidala and her Jedi protectors Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi were forced to land on the desert world of Tatooine for repairs. There, Qui-Gon met a strange young slave boy named Anakin Skywalker, who volunteered to stake his life in the hazardous Boonta Eve Podrace to win the money needed for the Queen’s ship to be repaired. While the Queen, in disguise as the handmaiden Padme, objected to Anakin’s reckless scheme, Qui-Gon and Anakin’s mother Shmi found themselves with no other choice than to agree to his idea.  
SCENE 6-1   INTERIOR NABOO – ROYAL PALACE – THRONE ROOM 

Sound: Ambient Naboo throne room sounds. 

NARRATOR: Meanwhile, the grip of the Trade Federation – and their secret master – tightens on the helpless people of Naboo, toiling away in concentration camps…

BIBBLE: MONSTER!!!
NUTE: (mildly) Hello to you too, Governor. 

BIBBLE: When you started demolishing our farms with your troop transports, and then began the wholesale burning of our forests, I told myself “This is it. This is as low as they could possibly go.” And then you went and proved me wrong again by forcing our children – our children – to work in the mines. But even that wasn’t enough for you. What you’re doing to the people now is…sick!!
NUTE: I am making a lazy and decadent people work for a living. What is so wrong with that? 

BIBBLE: So you want to pretend you don’t even know. Fine. Deny it all you want. But when the Senate finally sends a team to find out what’s been happening here, they will make you pay for what you’ve done!!

NUTE: I did not have you brought here again to listen to you complain. I want you to send a message for me. 

BIBBLE: I thought I’d already been through this! The answer is no! 

NUTE: I am not referring to your Queen this time. I am referring to your people. 

BIBBLE: What are you blathering on about? 

NUTE: I am receiving reports from my battle droid commander that the men are refusing to work, even after I cut off the women and children’s food supplies. I want you to persuade them to return to their duties. 

BIBBLE: Certainly not. 

NUTE: You would be saving their lives. The droids are shooting every man who lays down his tools. I am hearing reports of women throwing themselves on the droids’ rifles. Do the Naboo have a death wish? 

BIBBLE: (seething) Do you? 

NUTE: I take that as a refusal of my order. 

BIBBLE: We will either live free or die -- but we will not live as your slaves. 

NUTE: Perhaps you yourself could use a few less meals, Governor Bibble. You do seem rather…overweight…for a human. You can argue with your grumbling stomach, if you wish. Guard! 

BATTLE DROID: Yes, Viceroy? 

NUTE: Return Governor Bibble to his workstation. Cut him down to one meal a day. 

BATTLE DROID: Yes, Viceroy. Move, prisoner. 

BIBBLE: Fine, fine, I’m moving…

NUTE: What was he ranting about, Rune? I am making this occupation as fair as possible. Every hardship they endure, they are inflicting on themselves. 

RUNE: Those humans are nothing like us, Nute. They don’t understand what it means to work for your survival. 

NUTE: Indeed. I’d like to see one of their young put in with a hive of our newborn grubs, given a certain amount of food to fight over, and see how long that child lasts! (beat) Perhaps it is time I explained that concept to them. 

Sound: Nute presses a comlink button. A holoimage appears. 

OOM-9: (on holochannel) Yes, Viceroy? 

NUTE: I would like to undertake an inspection tour of Camp One. Please have a speeder and escort prepared. 

OOM-9: That is not possible. Only troop droids and prisoners are allowed in the camps. 

NUTE: What? What are you talking about? I am in charge of this occupation effort. Arrange the transport! 

OOM-9: That is not possible. You are not authorized to enter the camp. 

NUTE: By whose authority?!?

OOM-9: By Lord Sidious. (beat) Is there anything else? 

NUTE: N…no. Thank you for enlightening me. 

Sound: The holoimage fades. 

NUTE: Perhaps I am inviting trouble, Rune. But I am curious to know what is happening in that camp. 

RUNE: Something Lord Sidious obviously doesn’t want us to know about. 

NUTE: Something that could be robbing us of profit. Have we sent all the other ships back to their trade routes? 

RUNE: Not all of them. A few are still offloading supplies.

NUTE: Contact them, and have them send over copies of their manifests. I want to know just what is being done in those camps…    

SCENE 6-2   INTERIOR – SKYWALKER SLAVE QUARTERS - DAWN
Sound: Ambient house noises. Nearby, the snores of the sleeping Jar-Jar.  

PADME: Qui-Gon. Good morning. 

QUI-GON: (beat) Good morning, Padme. 

PADME: You seem troubled. Almost as though you were trying to solve the problems of the galaxy. 

QUI-GON: No, just our problems. (beat) But perhaps those problems could become the galaxy’s problems. I don’t know. 

PADME: I don’t understand. 

QUI-GON: I’m not sure I do either. (sigh) I’ve been meditating all night, calling upon the Force for knowledge and guidance. The images it has shown me…they are strange, hard to comprehend. 

PADME: What images? 

QUI-GON: Battles. In space, on land. Armies clashing together. A great evil…dark…brutal…rising to envelop the galaxy. 

PADME: The Trade Federation? 

QUI-GON: Some images were of the Federation, yes. Others…I couldn’t recognize. But they all had that evil in common. That black presence. If they weren’t all dead long ago, I’d almost think…

PADME: What? 

QUI-GON: Forgive me, handmaiden. I’ve said too much. (Sound: he pulls himself up and stretches) I need to get going. I have to meet Watto at the arena before the race. Jar-Jar’s going with me. 

PADME: I’ll go wake Anakin and his mother up. 

QUI-GON: All right. Jar-Jar…Jar-Jar…

JAR-JAR: Wha…oh. Oh. Mesa still dreamin’. Okeyday…

QUI-GON: No, Jar-Jar, wake up. 

JAR-JAR: Ah… all dis isn’t a dream? 

QUI-GON: Unfortunately. Get up, we have a big day ahead of us. 

JAR-JAR: (yawn) Where wesa goin’? 

QUI-GON: To the Podrace Arena. Anakin gave me directions to it yesterday. We have to talk to Watto. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa hungry…

QUI-GON: I’ll buy you something when we get there. Anakin’s given me some of the local currency. Now come on. (door opens) Hopefully they have a taxi service in this town. Otherwise, it’s a long walk… 

SCENE 6-3 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - SLAVE QUARTERS - BACK YARD - SUNRISE 

Sound: Exterior Tatooine noises. The gear whirring of Threepio and Artoo.  

ARTOO: MOANS WITH WORRY. 

THREEPIO: I know, and we haven’t much time. Well, we’ll both have to do our best… 

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 

THREEPIO: Oh my! Is that really necessary? 

ARTOO: BEEPS AT LENGTH. 

THREEPIO: I’m quite sure you do, but it’s especially important today. This is my master’s biggest race ever, and I want the Pod to look perfect.  

Sound: Padme walks down the steps and walks by Artoo. 
ARTOO: WHISTLES A HAPPY TUNE AS IT WORKS. 

THREEPIO: Hello, Miss Padme. 

PADME: Hi, Threepio. I hope you're about finished painting that Pod. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES IN THE AFFIRMATIVE. 

THREEPIO: Oh, we’ve finished already. We’re polishing it now. 

PADME: You worked all night on it? 

THREEPIO: Oh yes, ma’am. Your Artoo unit has been very helpful. Though he initially had some rather…radical…ideas about how the Pod should look. 

ARTOO: BLATTS AT THREEPIO. 

THREEPIO: Now, is that really called for? Who programmed you anyway? I’ve never heard such rudeness out of an astromech unit before – 

ARTOO: STARTS TO BEEP FURIOUSLY AT THREEPIO. 

PADME: Droids, droids, please! Where’s Anakin? 

THREEPIO: He’s behind you, Miss Padme, propped up on that wall.  
PADME: Ani… wake up... 

ANAKIN: (yawns) Unn…Padme? 

PADME: What are you doing out here? I thought you were sleeping in your bed. 

ANAKIN: I was, uh…I was doing something. (realizing) You…you were in my dream... 

PADME: I was? 

ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. You were leading a huge army into battle. 

PADME: I hope not; I hate fighting. 

ANAKIN: Artoo and Threepio were there too, but Threepio had a metal skin. You were all in white. You were so beautiful…

PADME: You can tell me all about your dream later. Your mother wants you to come in and clean up. We have to leave soon. 
ANAKIN: (yawn, gets up) Okay. (stretching) Artoo, you feel up to towing the Pod to the arena? 

ARTOO: BEEPS AN ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 

Sound: The snorts and clipclops of eopies coming up. 

KITSTER: (coming up) Hi, Ani! 

ANAKIN: Hi! 

PADME: Hello! You’re…Kitster, right? 

KITSTER: Uh-huh. Watto brought some eopies to take us to the arena. 

PADME: I didn’t know you worked for him. 

KITSTER: I got permission from my master to help. He knows Anakin’s my friend. I volunteered over at Watto’s. 

ANAKIN: Kitster, hook some towing lines from the Pod on to Artoo, okay? 

KITSTER: Okay, Ani. 

ANAKIN: I won't be long, Padme. Where's Qui-Gon? 

PADME: He and Jar-Jar left already. They're gonna meet Watto at the arena. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Thanks. I’ll be right back… 

Sound: Anakin runs off. 

ARTOO: BEEPS A BIT. 

THREEPIO: Artoo, please be careful with that cloth! After all, we want this to be the shiniest Podracer on the track today. 

ARTOO: WEARY AGREEMENT. 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 6-4   INTERIOR MOS ESPA – PODRACE ARENA - MAIN HANGAR - DAY 

Sound: A cacophony of machine noises, sparking, wild lines, creature noises. The flapping of Watto’s wings. 
WATTO: So where’s the boy – and the Pod? I sent that friend of his with my eopies over an hour ago!

QUI-GON: Anakin’s with the Pod. They should be here in a few minutes. 

WATTO: This is gonna be a great day, huh? I’m about to make a fortune, and get a beautiful spaceship in the bargain! I’ll finally be able to leave this wretched sand heap, and travel from world to world selling my junk! (laughs, then sharply) I want to see your spaceship the moment the race is over. 

QUI-GON: Patience, my blue friend. You'll have your winnings before the suns set, and we'll be far away from here. 

WATTO: Not if your ship belongs to me, I think, huh? (chuckles) I warn you, no funny business. I don’t think you want me to tell the Hutts you were a sore loser, hmm?  

QUI-GON: You don't think Anakin can win? 

WATTO: Don't getta me wrongo. I have great faith in the boy. He's a credit to your race. But uh, Sebulba there is going to win, I think. 

SEBULBA: (far off) Ee chula…

JAR-JAR: Dat’s Sebulba?!? Dat’s da one who nearly crunched my yestieday! Oh no!!!         

SEBULBA: (far off) Oni chi chi dua…                                                                                                                              

QUI-GON: Quiet, Jar-Jar. Don’t let him notice you. You believe he’s going to win, Watto? Why do you think that? 

JAR-JAR: (under next dialogue) Okeyday. My just stay back here…behind yousa…(Watto bumps him) OOF!!

WATTO: He always wins!! (laughs) He’s been the undefeated Boonta Eve Podrace champion for three years now! I'm betting heavily on Sebulba. I’ll make so much money off him this year, I’ll be able to finally sell that junk shop, and I’ll have your ship waiting to take me off this world forever! (laughs)  

QUI-GON: I'll take that bet. 

WATTO: (suddenly stops laughing) What??!! What do you mean? 

QUI-GON: I'll wager my new racing pod against...say...the boy and his mother. 

WATTO: A Pod for slaves?!? I don't think so!! (beat) Well, perhaps…just one...the mother, maybe. The boy is not for sale. 

QUI-GON: The boy is small, he can't be worth that much. 

WATTO: No. 
QUI-GON: Not even for the fastest Pod ever built?! 

WATTO: No! 
QUI-GON: Both, or no bet. 

WATTO: Then it’s no bet! No Pod's worth two slaves, not by a long shot! One slave or nothing! 

QUI-GON: The boy, then. 

WATTO: You really want a slave that bad, hmm? Hmm. Well…we'll let fate decide, huh? I just happen to have a chance cube here, in my pocket... I’ll roll it here on the ground. You see here half the cube’s sides are red, and half are blue. We’ll see which color comes up on top, hmm? Blue it's the boy, red his mother. 

QUI-GON: Very well. 

WATTO: Here we go…
Sound: The cube rolls on the floor. 
WATTO: Ah, too b—WHAT?!?

JAR-JAR: Itsen come up blue! Too bad, Watto! You lose!! (laughs) 

WATTO: But how d..uh…Hmph! (moving off) You won the small toss, outlander, but you won't win the race, so it makes little difference!! 

JAR-JAR: Whew. Wesa lucky! 

QUI-GON: It wasn’t just luck. It was the Force. I made that cube come up blue.  

JAR-JAR: You…you cheated! A Jedi cheated! My don’t believe it…

QUI-GON: There’s nothing wrong with cheating a cheater. His chance cube was weighted. It was going to come up red. 

JAR-JAR: Did Ani tell you dat? 

QUI-GON: He didn’t have to. I could sense the deceit in Watto’s mind. And speaking of Anakin, here he comes… 

Sound: The clip-clops of the eopies coming up. 
ANAKIN: Isn’t this great, Padme? The Boonta Classic always gets a crowd. 

PADME: It’s incredible! There must be thousands of people out there, Ani!

ANAKIN: Everyone comes from all over the Outer Rim Territories. They come because this is the most dangerous race of all. Okay, down eopie…down…

Sound: The eopie snorts and hunches down.   
WATTO: (moving off) Bonapa keesa! 

ANAKIN: Hello, Master. 

WATTO: Tola ba dunki pooti chanaga, o wanna meetee chobodda, huh? (moves off laughing) 
PADME: What did he say? 

ANAKIN: He said I’d better stop my friend’s betting, or he’ll end up owning him too. What did he mean by that?                                                                                                     

QUI-GON: I'll tell you later. Good morning, Shmi. Let me help you down from there. 

SHMI: Thank you, Qui-Gon… 

ANAKIN: Where’d those droids go? (loud) Artoo, over here! Put the Pod over there! 

QUI-GON: You have Artoo towing the Pod, eh? Very clever. 

ARTOO: (coming up) A LONG SPIEL OF BEEPS. 
THREEPIO: Oh my! Space travel sounds rather perilous. 

ARTOO: A SERIES OF BEEPS. 
THREEPIO: I can assure you they will never get me onto one of those dreadful starships! 

PADME: Tell me, Ani. If a slave tried to escape, could his master really just…blow him up?                                                                                                                                   

ANAKIN: Oh, sure. I’ve seen it happen before. (beat) You get used to it.                                        

PADME: That is…unacceptable. (sighs) The Queen will be made aware of this. Someday, I promise you, the Republic will eliminate slavery… on all worlds.                                              

ANAKIN: Padme, someday – one way or another – I am leaving this planet. And if I can leave a free man, that will make things much easier when we get married. 

PADME: GIGGLES. 

KITSTER: (coming up) This is so wizard, Ani! The Podrace of podraces, and you’re in it! I'm sure you'll do it this time. 

PADME: Do what? 

KITSTER: Finish the race, of course! 

PADME: You've never won a race? 

ANAKIN: Well...not exactly... 

PADME: Not even finished?! 

ANAKIN: Well, not a major league one…uh…um…Kitster's right, I will this time!

KITSTER: Yeah! That’s right!  

QUI-GON: Of course you will. 

PADME: (beat) Qui-Gon…we need to talk. 

QUI-GON: Excuse me, Ani. Kitster. 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Padme walk off a way. Ani chews Kitster out in the background. 

PADME: Did you know this?!? That he hasn’t even finished a race?!? 

QUI-GON: He’ll finish this one. And he’ll win it. 

PADME: How can you be so sure? 

QUI-GON: I have faith in him. 

PADME: You barely know him! 

QUI-GON: Padme…trust me. 

PADME: (beat, then a frustrated sigh) Well, I have little choice now, do I? We’re committed. 

QUI-GON: You have little choice period. You are only a handmaiden, and I am in charge of this mission. 

PADME: (whisper) How little you know. 
SCENE 6-5   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – COCKPIT

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Static and distorted stations (as on a radio). A door opens.  

PANAKA: Found the station yet? 

OBI-WAN: Not yet. The race should be starting any minute. 

PANAKA: This would be hilarious, were it not for real. The fate of an entire planet resting on a sporting event. (sigh, sits down)

OBI-WAN: There must be something to this boy, or Qui-Gon wouldn’t be taking this risk. 

RIC OLIE: I’ll be surprised if the boy lasts one lap. 

OBI-WAN: Let’s try to keep a little optimism here…ah. Here’s the station. 

Sound: On the hyperstation, the roar of crowds and the beginning of The Flag Parade. 

BEED: Greetings! This is Beed and Fode, reporting live from the Mos Espa Podrace Arena here on sunny Tatooine. We have perfect weather today for the Boonta Eve Classic, the most hazardous of all Podraces. 

SCENE 6-6   INTERIOR MOS ESPA – PODRACE ARENA - ANNOUNCER'S BOX

Sound: The crowds and music are louder and clearer, as we’re now at the arena. 
FODE: That's absolutely right, Beed. And a big turnout here, from all corners of the Outer Rim territories. The arena is packed. Well over 100,000 in attendance. 

BEED: The festivities, as always, will begin with a parade of flags from each of the podracers as their pods are towed out onto the racetrack. 

FODE: I see the contestants are making their way out onto the starting grid.

Sound: The crowd ROARS.   

BEED: Yes, there they are! And the pods are being towed out as well.  

FODE: I see Ben Quadinaros from the Tund system. A last minute addition to the roster, Ben is apparently entering this race on a bet!  

BEED: And Gasgano in the new Ord Pedrovia. The oddsmakers are putting him as likely to place in the top three. 
FODE: Two-time winner and music sensation, Boles Roor. He rocked the house last night at the Poodoo Lounge! My ears are still ringing!   

BEED: I told you to wear earplugs! And coming up on the front line is the reigning champion from Pixelito, Malastare… SEBULBA!!

Sound: The crowd ROARS. 

FODE: Look at that huge Collor Pondrat Plug-F Mammoth Split-X that Sebulba will be riding in today. That is beautiful! 
BEED: Sebulba playing to the crowd. I see he’s wearing that custom-made leather-racing outfit. By far he’s the favorite today, with the oddsmakers and the crowd. 

FODE: And in the front row, nearside pole position, Mawwwwwhonic!! (beat, crowd cheer) And a hearty hello to Clegg Holdfast and his Voltec KT9 Wasp! (beat, crowd cheer) Lookee there. It’s Elan Mak, always a threat on this course. And back again, it’s the mighty Dud Bolt, with that incredible racing machine, the Vulptereen 327. (beat, crowd cheer) A newcomer, moving up from the minor rim leagues. First-time big-time, Mars Guo! (Crowd cheer)

BEED: Hey, who’s that tall funny-looking orange creature with the big ears? He’s hogging Mars’ moment! 

FODE: Oh, it’s okay, that bearded man’s dragging that critter off. Idiot. Oh – this cocky little guy does not know the meaning of the word “fear.” It’s Ratts Tyrell! (Crowd cheer) His whole family’s here today to cheer him on – his wife, three kids, one of them newly born. Aww. We understand Mrs. Tyrell just got out of the hospital, so we wish her and her family the best of luck today. (beat) He’s not good-looking, but he’s not shy. Ark “Bumpy” Roose! 

Sound: A woodwind fanfare plays for Ark. 

BEED: Oh, he’s got a Bith band to play for him. Not too flashy, but it gets the job done. 

FODE: And hoping for a big win today, Ody Mandrell with his record-setting pit droid team!
BEED: (laughs) Looks like the pit droids are as good at beating themselves into shape as beating a pod into shape! Maybe they should go into comedy. 

FODE: And a late entry, Anakin Skywalker, a local boy. I remember he wiped out at the qualifying trials last month.  

BEED: I hope he has better luck this time.
FODE: I see the flags are moving onto the track. A colorful display from friends of each of the podracers…

SCENE 6-7 -- EXTERIOR – POD RACE ARENA – NEAR ANAKIN’S POD

Sound: The sound is isolated as Sebulba walks up. A banging noise on the side of the Pod, and a cracking noise. 

FODE: (in background, under dialogue) …as they each carry a large flag with their handpicked logo across the width of the racetrack. Looks like a protocol droid’s carrying Skywalker’s flag. What little there is of him, anyway. (laughs)

SEBULBA: Uh oh. A loose fuel distributor. That won’t do Skywalker much good. Heh heh heh…

WALD: (sentence in Huttese) 

SEBULBA: Wha--?!? Oh – one of Anakin’s friends.

WALD: (accusing sentence) 

SEBULBA: Listen, you Rodian runt. You did not see me by Anakin’s Pod. You did not see me mess with one of the engine parts. 

WALD: (Oh yes I did!) 

SEBULBA: If you did, then you will be another missing child off the streets. Another victim of the Hutts’ appetites. Do you understand me? 

WALD: (terrified agreement) 

SEBULBA: Good. Then take that eopie’s rein and get out of here. 

WALD: (runs off wailing) 

SEBULBA: And there’s the little wermo now, fueling up his Pod…

KITSTER: (far off) There you go, Ani. The engines are hooked up to the Pod now. Cables are secure. 

Sound: Sebulba moves closer to Anakin and his friends. 

KITSTER: I’m taking the last eopie off the track now, Ani. Me, Wald, Artoo and Threepio will be on the sidelines, cheering you on. Come on…

Sound: Eopie snort and clipclops.

ANAKIN: Great, Kitster. I’m fueling her now. Mom…I guess this is it. 

SHMI: I guess so. 

Sound: Shmi hugs Anakin. 

SHMI: Be safe. 

ANAKIN: I will, Mom. I promise. 

SHMI: I’ll be able to see you from one of the observation towers. They gave me a viewscreen for better viewing. 

ARTOO: WISHES ANAKIN LUCK AS IT ROLLS OFF. 

ANAKIN: Thanks, Artoo. Padme, Jar-Jar…I’ll do my best.  

JAR-JAR: Dis berry loony, Ani. May da guds be kind, mesa palo.

Sound: Padme kisses Anakin on the cheek. 

PADME: A kiss for luck. You carry all our hopes. 

ANAKIN: I won’t let you down, Padme.

Sound: The others walk off. After a moment, Sebulba walks up.  

SEBULBA: Skywalker. Against all odds, you managed to make it into the Boonta. You’ve gone to a lot of effort to ensure yourself a spectacular death. 

ANAKIN: A spectacular victory, you mean. 

SEBULBA: Bazda wahota, shag. Dobiella Nok. 

ANAKIN: Cha skrundee da pat, sleemo. I will walk away from this one, and I’ll be laughing about this day for years to come! 

SEBULBA: Yoka Bantha poodoo! (moves off) Heh heh heh… 

ANAKIN: Yeah, we’ll see who the Bantha poodoo is…    

QUI-GON: (coming up) You all set, Ani?                                                                                                 

ANAKIN: Yep. Pod’s ready. Help me in, will you? 

QUI-GON: Right. 

Sound: Qui-Gon pulls Anakin into the cockpit. 

ANAKIN: Whoa! 
QUI-GON: Here’s your helmet and goggles. 

ANAKIN: Thanks.                                                                                                                               

QUI-GON: I’ve got to join the others at the observation tower. Anakin…

ANAKIN: Yes? 

QUI-GON: Remember, concentrate on the moment. Feel. Don't think. Use your instincts. 

ANAKIN: I will.                                                                                                                                

QUI-GON: (he smiles) May the Force be with you.

Sound: Anakin pulls on his helmet. 

ANAKIN: (to himself) Here we go…

SCENE 6-8 - INTERIOR PODRACE ARENA – ANNOUNCER’S BOOTH

Sound: The crowd goes into an extended ROAR. 
BEED: And here he is! The First Citizen of Tatooine. His honor, our glorious host, Jabba the Hutt has entered the arena.

FODE AND BEED: Ahlalalalalalalala!! 
JABBA: (on speakers) GRUNTS. 

FODE: I see his majordomo, Bib Fortuna, with him. And is that…yes! Behind him is Gardulla the Hutt, with her aide Diva Funnnn-qui-ta!! 

BEED: Oh, she looks gorgeous today. And so does her aide. 
JABBA: (on the speakers) Chas beilya da unta Boonta!! 

BEED: (translating) Welcome one and all to the Boonta!!

JABBA: Yas ka buscka nolyia! 

BEED: Let the race begin!! 

Sound: The crowd ROARS once, then settles down. Several energy binder beams activate. 

BEED: The power couplings are being activated! 

FODE: Hey, it looks like they're clearing the grid. There go the flag bearers…
SCENE 6-9 -- EXTERIOR MOS ESPA PODRACE ARENA – VIEWING PLATFORM 

Sound: The crowd murmurs in the background, as the energy binders hum. Qui-Gon and Jar-Jar step into the platform. 

QUI-GON: Hurry up, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa comen, mesa comen. 

SHMI: Is he nervous? 

QUI-GON: He's fine.   

PADME: You Jedi are far too reckless. The Queen is not going to be pleased when she hears my report, especially if this fails --  
QUI-GON: The Queen trusts my judgment, young handmaiden. You should too. 

PADME: You assume too much. I don’t see the wisdom in putting our lives in the hands of a young boy –                                                                                                                                   

QUI-GON: And did the people of Naboo err when they put their lives in the hands of a young girl?

PADME: (shocked beat) You…!!

QUI-GON: You need to have faith.                                                                                           

PADME: I only have faith in the things I can see or touch.                                                         

QUI-GON: Ah. Perhaps that is your mistake, young handmaiden. Shmi, are we ready? 

SHMI: Yes. Viewing platform is lifting…now. 

Sound: A hydraulic whine as the platform rises up the tower. The crowd and race noises move below the platform. 

SHMI: Here. Everyone gather around me. I’ve got the viewscreen. We can watch the race with this. 

FODE: (on the viewscreen) Start your engines!! 

Sound: The ROAR of several Podrace engines igniting. 

SHMI: This is it…

JAR-JAR: Dissen ganna be messy! Me no watchen!

Sound: The engines rev up. 

FODE: On your mark…

PADME: Ani, please be all right…

FODE: Get set…

Sound: A beeping countdown noise. 

FODE: Wait for it…

Sound: A gong. 

FODE: GO!!!!

Sound: The Podracers shoot past the starting line with a scream of high-pitched energy.   

BEED: And they'rrrrre off! Lap One has begun!! 

Sound: The coughing and dying of one Podracer’s engines. 

FODE: Oh...wait. Little Skywalker has stalled.

SHMI: Oh, no…

Sound: The growing laughter of the crowd. The coughing of Anakin’s Pod trying to restart. 

BEED: A little quick on the draw, eh? Sounds like he’s flooded his engine. 

JAR-JAR: Wesa doomed! 

FODE: It looks like Quadrinaros is having engine trouble also. He can’t seem to get his Pod going at all!  

JAR-JAR: Come on, Ani!! 

PADME: (enraged) Trust me, you said. Have faith, you said. Now look where your reckless actions have brought us, Jedi! 

QUI-GON: Padme – 

PADME: No, don’t tell me to shut up!! This is your f—

Sound: A roar from the racetrack, as Anakin’s Pod finally reignites and takes off. 
FODE: And there goes Skywalker, finally... 

JAR-JAR: Go Ani, go!!

FODE: He'll be hard pressed to catch up with the leaders. 
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Sound: The crowds are much closer now. 

WATTO: (laughing) That’s right, Anakin…Take your time, no hurry. There’s no chance you or that stupid farmer can win now…

WEAZEL: You’re really betting against your own slave, Watto? 

WATTO: That’s right, Weazel! All my money’s on Sebulba this time! To win the Boonta takes aggression – and Sebulba has that in spades! 
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BEED: Let’s see…the other racers are at Mushroom Mesa now. Sebulba’s taking an early lead, with Mawhonic right behind him. No, wait – 

Sound: Explosion. 

FODE: Oh no, Mawhonic lost control of his Pod and crashed into the side of a huge boulder. What a shame. 

BEED: But it looked to me like Sebulba rammed his p—

FODE: Beed? What did I tell you before the race? 

BEED: It was an accident folks, plain and simple. Salvage crews are en route, but it doesn’t look good for the Gran competitor. 

SHMI: He did ram that racer! It was clear as daylight! 

QUI-GON: A racer who has the favor of the Hutts has little to fear in the way of reprisals. 

FODE: And Sebulba now has a comfortable lead. Followed by Wan Sandage in second, Ody Mandrell in third. The racers are heading straight for the notch into Beggar’s Canyon! They are all very close together! 

BEED: This is competitorship at its best, Fode! 

FODE: Here’s where things get dangerous, folks. In the qualifying heat the racers chose safety over speed. But now they have to take those sharp turns at full throttle! We’re talking 600 miles an hour here, folks! 

PADME: Those floating cameras of theirs have a great view. 

JAR-JAR: Deysa got camera on some of da Pods too. Oh, disa would make my sick if it was my in one of dose pods. 

BEED: We’re past the canyon now, into the Desert Plain. Sebulba in the lead, Ody in second, Ratts Tyrell in third. 

FODE: They’re flashing through the Arch Canyon, flying almost blind! 

PADME: This is terrifying! I can’t believe Anakin is still in this! 

SHMI: And there’s still two and a half laps to go…
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GRAXOL: Your boy is still in this, Watto. He may not have aggression, but he does have a certain spunk. What do you say…ten wiuppiwiuppi that he at least finishes? 

WATTO: Hah! Skywalker didn’t finish the qualifying heat, did he? 

GRAXOL: Come on. Fifteen wiuppiwiuppi. 

WATTO: Don’t insult me, Graxol. Make it twenty. 

GRAXOL: You’re on. 

WEAZEL: Hey, I want in on this! Thirty says he places in the top five! 
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BEED: And already they’re into the Whip. Wow, this is almost too fast to keep up with! 

FODE: Already midway through the first lap, as the racers tear into the Laguna Caves. From blinding bright sunlight into utter darkness, with only the occasional hole in the ceiling to tell you where you are – and more important, where the stalactites and stalagmites are! 

Sound: Explosion. 

FODE: OOO!! Ratts Tyrell just smashed head-on into a stalactite at nearly 650 miles per hour!! The caves are a fireball – and here come the other pods, only a little scorched, tearing out into the canyon dune turn. 

BEED: Oh, his poor family. That cute lil’ tyke’s an orphan now. Poor little thing…

SHMI: Ani…

PADME: There he is – he’s all right. Thank the gods…

BEED: I hope their clothes are fireproof, Fode. 

FODE: Indeed. Oh, wait a minute, wait a minute – 

Sound: Distant shooting. 
FODE: Looks like a few Tusken Raiders have camped out on the canyon dune turn. They’re taking potshots at the racers – like they didn’t have enough to worry about, now they’ve got to worry about bullets! 

PADME: Potshooters? I thought you said the Tuskens were scavengers, Qui-Gon! 

QUI-GON: No, the Jawas are the scavengers. The Tusken Raiders – the Sandpeople – are predators. Though I wouldn’t be surprised if one of the Hutts put them up to this to spice things up. 

BEED: Risk is the name of the game, Fode. 

FODE: Really? I thought it was called a Podrace? 

FODE AND BEED: HOKEY LAUGH. 

FODE: Okay, heading out into the Hutt Flats, I see Sebulba in first, Clegg Holdfast in second, Ody Mandrell a close third. 

 Sound: Whirring noise from Ben’s pod. 

BEED: WHOA, LOOK OUT!! DUCK, EVERYBODY!! 

Sound: A crashing noise and several small explosions. A sigh of relief and a few laughs from the crowd. 

FODE: Ooh. There goes Quadinaros' power couplings. His engines just flew apart from each other and buried themselves in the rock walls. Ben himself seems to be okay. 

SHMI: Oh, that poor racer…

PADME: Poor nothing! At least he’s still alive! 

BEED: He’d better duck, because here come the other racers!!! 

Sound: The pods tear past the starting line in a blur of speed. 

BEED: Sebulba tears into lap two, in record time!!
FODE: Ody Mandrell in second, Clegg Holdfast in third…

BEED: Wait a minute, Ody’s slowing down. Yes, he’s pulling over for a pit stop. 

FODE: I see him ordering his pit droids around. There’s one that’s a little too close to the engine manifold. He’d better watch –

Sound: A crunching sound, and a small boom from one of Ody’s engines. 
FODE: Oh no! That pit droid just got sucked right up into the engine, blowing it out! Looks like Ody’s out of the race, folks. 

BEED: And there go the other racers, one by one! Hey, look – that pit droid actually survived that trip through Ody’s engine! Boy, droids like that don’t come along every day! 
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WATTO: Hah! You hear that – record time! Ten wiuppiwiuppi says Sebulba sets a new speed record when he wins! 

GRAXOL: Fifteen, and you have a bet! 

WEAZEL: Too rich for my blood. Count me out. 
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PADME: Anakin. Where’s Anakin?? I don’t see him!! 

QUI-GON: Don’t panic, Padme. Remember, he had a lot of ground to catch up on. 

PADME: You’re right. I’m sorry I jumped to conclu – look! Here he comes! 

FODE: It looks like Skywalker’s moving up the field. He’s in…

BEED: Sixth place. Not bad for a racer who started in seventeenth! 

Sound: Anakin’s Pod shoots by. 

JAR-JAR: Great going, Ani!! Hooray!! 

SHMI: Don’t celebrate yet. He still has two more laps to get through. 

FODE: Here we go again! 

BEED: Sebulba right by Clegg, ramming him. Wait a minute…is that flame coming from Sebulba’s Pod…

FODE: No it’s not, Fode! It’s coming from Clegg’s! He’s heading into the canyon wall! 

Sound: Distant explosion. 

FODE: Ohh, and there’s Clegg out of the race but good. 

BEED: Are you sure? I could’ve swore that was – 

FODE: Beed, we’ve talked about this…

BEED: All right, all right. I see the salvage droids are out there now, picking up pieces of wrecked racers’ pods. Those racers better watch it; they don’t want to run into any of them.

FODE: Whoa – Skywalker just clipped that one! Close call. Oh no…it’s Bumpy Roose into the pits! Okay, let’s see…. doesn’t look too serious… Through the Mushroom Mesa… Skywalker’s catching up fast to Gasgano. But the Xexto sees him coming, he’s weaving to block the boy’s path…Skywalker hits the gas, and a sharp drop into Ebe Crater Valley…

BEED: And from there straight towards Beggar’s Canyon! And Skywalker jumps ahead of Gasgano! 

JAR-JAR: My don’t know if my can take two more laps of dis! 

PADME: I’m with you there, Jar-Jar! This is nerveracking. 
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FODE: (over speakers) Teemto Pagalies is moving ahead in the track, past Skywalker…no wait! That boy just flipped his pod over Teemto! I’ve never seen that done before!
GRAXOL: Hmm. What do you say of the boy’s chances of finishing now, Watto? 

WATTO: Bah! He’s just a human! He won’t last much longer! 
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FODE: Skywalker is just flat out burning up the racetrack! He’s in fourth…no, make that third place, right behind Mars Guo in second and Sebulba in first! 
BEED: We’ve heard Sebulba has a grudge against that boy. If he gets into second, things are really gonna get interesting! 

Sound: Explosion and crashing noises. 

FODE: Explosion!! One of Mars Guo’s engines has just blown! He’s being splattered all over the Desert Plain! 

PADME: Yeah, because Sebulba just tossed a piece of junk behind him into the engine! Open your eyes, you two-headed idiot!! 

SHMI: NO!! ANI, LOOK OUT!!! 

Sound: The whistle of a near miss. The crowd cheers.

JAR-JAR: (gasp) 

FODE: Whew! Part of Guo’s Pod nearly went right into Skywalker. That was so close, my life flashed before my eyes!  

BEED: Mine too! Hmm – my life’s been pretty good so far! 

FODE: Whoa!! That piece must’ve snapped one of Skywalker’s control cables! He’s only tied to one engine now! Skywalker’s spinning out of control! 

PADME: No! Gods, no!!
BEED: Oh, that kid’s a goner! He’s gotta be dizzy – how’s he gonna get out of this one?
FODE: Racers are shooting right past him. Whatta disappointment for the locals…
QUI-GON: Focus, Ani. Focus…
BEED: Whoa whoa whoa, what’s this?? He’s stabilized his pod, and it looks like he’s trying to snag that cable with a magnetic winch! YES!! He’s got it!! He’s reattaching the cable to the pod! 

PADME: He did it…but can he still win??
BEED: Boy, that kid’s luck is just unreal!!
FODE: I hope Mars Guo can say the same – I don’t think he’s walking away from that one. Computer scan says he hit the desert floor at nearly seven hundred miles an hour! Better luck next time – if there is a next time!
BEED: Well, while we’ve been jawing, the racers have moved into Crag Gorge. Sebulba in first, Skywalker in second, Sandage in third. 

PADME: I’ve got a bad feeling about this. Every racer who’s gotten close to Sebulba has wrecked. 

QUI-GON: It’s a risk Anakin will have to take. Sebulba won’t give up his lead for anything.

FODE: And into the Laguna Caves again. Will another racer get wiped out here? 

JAR-JAR: Not Ani! Pleez, any racer but Ani!!

BEED: Nope! They all made it out okay! 

JAR-JAR: Whew! 

FODE: Back out in the canyon dune turn. Better watch out for those Sandpeople, racers! 

Sound: The bullets start flying again. 

BEED: It’s a shooting gallery out there! 

FODE: Skywalker’s Pod just took a hit! 

PADME: NO!! 

FODE: Oh, he’s okay. It just nicked the side of his Pod. 

Sound: Explosion and crash. 

BEED: Oh, but Teemto Pagelies isn’t so lucky! A bullet went through his fuel tank! Ouch!! I don’t care what galaxy, universe, or dimension you’re from, that has got to hurt!!

FODE: The Tusken Raiders are cheering their kill. Uh oh – there’s a few Jawas down there trying to get first pick of the debris. The Sandpeople are shooting at the Jawas…and the little critters get away clean! 

BEED: No goods for the Tuskens today!

FODE: The other racers are way behind now, as we head up the stretch of Hutt Flats. It’s all Sebulba and Skywalker now. They’re getting up close…

BEED: I’m seeing flames again…from Sebulba to Skywalker. Can we get a closeup – 

FODE: No! Do not closeup, cameradroid! I’m warning you, Beed – (whisper) Jabba’s not gonna be happy with us if we make his favorite racer look bad. Get me? 

BEED: Well, it doesn’t matter now, Skywalker’s moved back and the flames have disappeared.  

JAR-JAR: Here they comes!! YAHOO!!! 

FODE: At the start of the third and final lap, Sebulba is in the lead, closely followed by Skywalker...

PADME: It’s the last lap, Ani! Come on! You can do it!! 

JAR-JAR: Come on, Ani, beat dat Sebulba fella! 

SHMI: You’re being mighty quiet, Qui-Gon. 

QUI-GON: I am concentrating. Using the Force to look into Ani’s mind. His heart. 

SHMI: You already know his heart is pure. His mind is clear. 

QUI-GON: In normal circumstances, yes. But this is anything but normal. And this is the time I most need to know his soul. His future may depend upon it.  

FODE: (on speakers) The racers are blasting into Beggar’s Canyon. Skywalker is remaining right behind Sebulba….
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Sound: The crowds are closer. 

WEAZEL: Hey, uh…you don’t think Skywalker might actually…win, do you? 

WATTO: No! Impossible! No one can beat Sebulba!! 

GRAXOL: You’d better hope not, anyway. You said all your money was riding on Sebulba? 

WATTO: (a little scared) Every last trugut…

GRAXOL: Then you ain’t got enough to spare for a last minute bet? 

WATTO: (quickly) I have some money left. What bet? 

GRAXOL: Every last cent in your pocket, minus what you bet Weazel here, that Skywalker wins. You win, you get every last cent in my pocket. 

WATTO: Deal!! 
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FODE: This is gonna be a close one, folks. Sebulba and Skywalker are now rating nearly 725 miles per hour – as fast as any Podracers have gone! 

BEED: They’re just a blur in Ebe Crater Valley! That they are able to maneuver around those boulders, at their speed, is almost miraculous!! 

FODE: Skywalker just can’t seem to edge past Sebulba – and now he won’t get the chance for a while, as they shoot into Beggar’s Canyon! 

BEED: Wait a minute, what’s Skywalker doing?! He can’t be – oh my gods – he’s threading the Stone Needle!! He’s suicidal – but HE DOES IT!!!

Sound: The crowd ROARS in shock and delight. 

FODE: Skywalker and Sebulba, side by side in Beggar’s Canyon! There’s barely enough room for one Pod at a time in that narrow gorge, let alone two!! 

BEED: They’re smashing through track markers, bumping each other’s sides!!
FODE: Boy, if you’re one of them, right now you’ve gotta wonder – who’s this racer beside me? Why’s he trying so hard?!? He can’t be in it for the money now, I sure ain’t! 

BEED: No, he ain’t! This is personal!! 

SHMI: Ani, be careful…this is Sebulba’s territory here…
BEED: Sebulba just hit Skywalker again! Look at that close-up – he is mad!! 

FODE: Beed, I warned you – 

BEED: Oh come on, how am I supposed to cover up something like that – 

FODE: Skywalker’s been forced onto the service ramp!! He’s shooting right up the side of the mountain – right into the sky!! This could be all for him, folks!! 

Sound: The crowd gives a collective gasp. 

BEED: Oh, this is the end for Skywalker now. Up, up, up he goes…and what goes up has to come down…

SHMI: (about to cry) Oh no…no no…

FODE: There he drops…but…look at that! That’s a controlled descent!! 

BEED: He’s firing his engines, propelling him ahead as well as down! He’s aiming ahead of Sebulba! 

FODE: Oh, if he makes this one…it’s gonna be one for the history books…

Sound: Anakin’s Pod bumps the ground. The crowd SCREAMS in delight. 

BEED: HE DID IT!!! HE’S IN THE LEAD!!!

PADME: SQUEALS IN EXCITEMENT. 

FODE: IT’S SKYWALKER!! HE’S AHEAD OF SEBULBA!!

BEED: THE FIRST EVER SURVIVED DESCENT IN PODRACE HISTORY!!  

FODE: Amazing!! A quick controlled thrust, and he’s back on course and in the lead!! They’re out of Beggar’s Canyon now, shooting across the Desert Plain! 

JAR-JAR: Did he crash it? 

PADME: Does it look like he crashed it?? He’s gonna win!! 
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GRAXOL: (laughing) Oh, Watto. You fool. You have just made the absolute worst bet of all time. 
WATTO: Not yet I haven’t!! Come on, Sebulba!! KILL the little worm!!
WEAZEL: Kill your slave? That’s rather cold. You’ve only got two. 

WATTO: I don’t care!! I’d rather be out a slave than out my money!! Come on, Sebulba!! COME ON!!!
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FODE: Sebulba hits the drop so fast he bangs the underside of his Pod on the desert floor! But he doesn’t care – it’s the finish line or death now!! He’s pouring on the speed, coming up right behind Anakin!! 

BEED: I think he’s gonna try ramming Anakin into a boulder, like he did Mawhonic! 

FODE: Beed, I – maybe. Maybe you’re right. No, wait a minute, I see what he’s doing – he’s trying to send his energy binder beam into Anakin’s Pod! He’s gonna electrocute the kid and take his chances with the crash!! 

Sound: The crowd is alternately gasping and screaming. 

BEED: That may not be necessary – I see something shaking on the side of Anakin’s Pod. Can we get a closeup on that? Yes, I see it now – a loose fuel distributor! If it breaks, Skywalker’s Pod may catch fire!! 

PADME: Oh God!! 

FODE: Skywalker doesn’t dare slow down now!! The Whip is coming up, and Sebulba is literally breathing down his neck!! 

Sound: A snapping noise. 

BEED: There goes that distributor!! 

FODE: Wait a minute, what’s that? That’s…that’s a flamethrower on the side of Sebulba’s Pod!! He’s trying to ensure Skywalker’s Pod explodes!! That’s illegal!! 

BEED: I thought you were telling me – 

FODE: Never mind what I told you!! 

SHMI: He’s going to kill my son. That insane Dug is going to kill my son…
QUI-GON: Calm down, Shmi. It’s not over yet. 

SHMI: What do you sense? 

QUI-GON: Anakin is quieting his mind… he is at peace…

FODE: Skywalker has no choice now – he’s decelerating, letting Sebulba pass him, while he tries to put out his burning engine!! There’s a bright flame on that side of that engine! Skywalker’s in trouble! Sebulba takes the lead as they approach the Whip! 

PADME: He’s not gonna make it…

QUI-GON: (quietly, to himself) That’s it, Anakin. Put all other thoughts out of your mind. Concentrate solely on your Pod…

BEED: The fire’s out! He managed to get the repair circuits going just in time. 

FODE: But he’s still out of power on that one engine! Not enough fuel! Sebulba’s in Jag Crag Gorge and pulling ahead!   

BEED: Looks like he’s trying a power transfer, from one engine to the other! 

PADME: How can he be so calm?!? 

QUI-GON: He’s letting the Force flow through him. He doesn’t know it, but he is. 

Sound: Anakin’s other engine reignites. 

BEED: He did it!! But is he in time? 

FODE: We’ll find out! He’s throwing the control sticks full ahead, and shooting into the Whip! Straight into Jag Crag Gorge!! HE’S CATCHING SEBULBA!! 

BEED: INCREDIBLE!! 

JAR-JAR: Careful, Ani! Careful, Ani!! 

FODE: Straight out of the Laguna Caves without a scratch!! Canyon Dune Turn! No Sandpeople this time!!  

BEED: Now it’s Skywalker’s turn to breathe down Sebulba’s neck!! 

FODE: Bindy Bend!! The Coil!! Jett’s Chute!! The two Pods are a blur!! 

BEED: Through the Corkscrew! In the Hutt Flats now!! They’re in the homestretch!! 

PADME: Anakin…please…
FODE: Skywalker’s making his move – around Sebulba’s Pod!! The slave boy is less than a minute away from upsetting the champion!! 

BEED: Sebulba’s lost it!! He’s ramming Anakin’s Pod, he doesn’t care who sees him!! It’s all or nothing!! 

Sound: The crowd SCREAMS IN HORROR!!

JAR-JAR: OH NOAH!!! 

FODE: Uh…oh…

BEED: Sebulba’s Pod has caught on Skywalker’s!! The two pods are jammed together!! 

FODE: I can see them from here!! 

BEED: They can’t get free!! 

QUI-GON: (quietly) Focus, Anakin. Reach out to the supports of your Pod. Reinforce them with your power. Use the Force…
BEED: Skywalker’s trying to break free!! 

FODE: That little human is out of his mind!! They’re side by side!! 

BEED: Shoulder to shoulder!!

FODE: They’re gonna tear each other apart!! Cross your appendages…!!

Sound: HUGE EXPLOSION!! A startled gasp from the crowd – and then a GIANT CHEER OF JOY!!!

FODE: SKYWALKER!!! HE’S OUT OF THE EXPLOSION!! FIVE SECONDS TO THE FINISH LINE…THREE…TWO…ONE…

Sound: The Pod roars by!! THE CROWD EXPLODES!!!!

PADME: YYYYEEESSSS!!!!

JAR-JAR: YYYYAAAAHHHHOOOOOOO!!!!!

FODE: SKYWALKER WINS!!! SKYWALKER WINS!!!! THE CROWDS ARE GOING NUTS!!!

FODE AND BEED: OOH!! AHH!! OOH!! AHH!! OOH!! AHH!!

BEED: Skywalker’s stopping his Pod! He’s being hoisted out by his party of family and friends!! 

ANAKIN: (on loudspeakers) I DID IT!!! MOM, I DID IT!!! WHOOOO!!!

FODE: Even more miraculous, Sebulba survived as well! His Pod landed intact, and rescue crews are heading out to him now!! 

BEED: Can somebody please wake Jabba up and tell him what he missed?!? Oh, this is so beautiful…I’m about to cry…(sniff) 

FODE: THE YOUNGEST CHAMPION IN PODRACE HISTORY!!! THE FASTEST CHAMPION IN PODRACE HISTORY!!! THE GREATEST PODRACE IN HISTORRRYYY!!!
Music: Climb to a triumphant crescendo, and then fade into a brief reprise of Anakin’s Theme.

NARRATOR: Against all odds…against reason itself…Anakin Skywalker has won. But what exactly has he won? A chance at escape for the Queen, certainly. And unknown to himself, a chance at freedom and the fulfillment of a lifelong dream to be a Jedi Knight. But with the price he will have to pay, he may look back at this day and wonder…. was it even worth it? 

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS.  N

ARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 
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