THE PHANTOM MENACE  - Christopher McElroy  - Chapter Five


CHAPTER FIVE: 

“A BOY, A GIRL, AND A GALAXY” 

CAST: (in chronological order)


SOUND/FX ROLES:

Battle Droid





            Artoo Detoo
                      Governor Sio Bibble                                                              Banthas

Viceroy Nute Gunray                                                            Sith Probe Droid

Gode Takrab

Anakin Skywalker

Kitster Banai

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala

Qui-Gon Jinn

Jar-Jar Binks

Gragra

Sebulba the Dug

Jira

Shmi Skywalker

See-Threepio

Obi-Wan Kenobi

Captain Gordon Panaka

Darth Sidious

Darth Maul

Watto

Amee Itaker

Wald

Seek Townson

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars: The Phantom Menace. Based on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Five: “A Boy, A Girl, and a Galaxy.” 

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. Sent on a diplomatic mission, the Jedi Knights Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi have been swept into a confusing chain of events. The planet Naboo has been invaded by the greedy Trade Federation, in direct defiance of the laws of the Republic. Rescuing the teenage Queen Amidala from the Federation’s clutches, Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan escaped Naboo with the Queen in her chromium-covered royal yacht. But in the escape, the Royal starship was damaged and rendered unable to reach the Republic’s capitol world of Coruscant – and safety. 

Sound: Ambient spaceship noises. 

NARRATOR: Now the ship has landed on a small desert world called Tatooine. Qui-Gon, the Gungan Jar-Jar Binks, the droid Artoo Detoo, and royal handmaiden Padme Naberrie – secretly the Queen herself in disguise – have traveled to the dusty, corrupt town of Mos Espa, desperately hoping to find the parts needed to repair the ailing vessel before the Federation can find them. Meanwhile, on Naboo, things are rapidly going from bad to worse… 

SCENE 5-1   INTERIOR NABOO ROYAL PALACE – THRONE ROOM 

Sound: The marching of several battle droids on the marble floor. 

BATTLE DROID: Here is the prisoner, Viceroy. 

BIBBLE: Look at you, sitting in that throne as if it actually belonged to you. Whatever you’ve brought me here for, I will not cooperate. 

NUTE: You have little choice, Governor, as your only alternative is death. 

BIBBLE: I would rather die than bow before a leech such as you. When the Queen returns with the Republic Judiciary Force – 

NUTE: Your Queen did not reach Coruscant, I’m afraid. 

BIBBLE: (shocked whisper) You…you killed her?!? 

NUTE: I did not say that. Her ship was merely damaged. We are concerned for her safety, and would like your help in locating her. 

BIBBLE: Betray my Queen? Never! 

NUTE: I strongly urge you to reconsider. I am sure a man of high standing such as you must have a large family…

BIBBLE: You craven beast…

NUTE: Relax, Governor. We shall take no action against them. For now. What happens to them…will be up to you. Guards, take him away. 

BATTLE DROID: Move. 

Sound: The marching again, which fades off into the distance. The door shuts. A small machine begins to beep and whir. 

NUTE: Well, Gode? Did you get a sufficient video and audio sampling? 

GODE: Oh yes. It should only take me a few minutes to construct a convincing holographic double of Bibble. Have you written the message you want sent to the Queen’s ship? 

NUTE: Yes. I also have the frequency to reach the Queen’s vessel. How long will it take you to construct a similar holo-copy of the Queen? 

GODE: Hard to say. There aren’t many holorecordings of her here, and the ones there are don’t seem to match for some reason. The voice patterns vary… 

NUTE: Just finish the Bibble recording. We’ll worry about the Queen later. If we can convince her to return with this message, or even get a response, it may not even turn out to be necessary… 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 5-2   EXTERIOR MOS ESPA – STREET

Sound: Street noises. Anakin huffs and puffs as he comes up. 

ANAKIN: (frantic) Kitster! Hey, Kitster!! 

KITSTER: Oh, hi Ani! We gonna have lunch together? 

ANAKIN: Huh? Uh, no. I’m looking for somebody – a guy with long brown hair and a beard, a pretty girl – 

KITSTER: Pretty girl?!? Ani, are you crazy? There’s nothing pretty in this town! 

ANAKIN: I swear to you, Kitster, honest to God, she’s the most beautiful girl you could ever imagine! Now have you seen anyone like ‘em at all? 

KITSTER: No. I’ve been busy carrying foodstuffs for my master. 

ANAKIN: Well… (pauses, takes a couple of deep breaths to calm down) – th-there was a creature with ‘em. Yeah, eyes on stalks, orange skin with freckles, big ears, a duckbill, wearing overalls and a brown vest– really silly looking. 

KITSTER: Um…yeah. Yeah, I did see a creature like that. I think it was heading up towards Akim’s Munch café. 

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

Sound: Anakin runs off. 

KITSTER: What’s gotten into him?  

SCENE 5-3 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - MARKET - DAY 

Sound: Crossfade to indicate another street in town. Street noises. Numerous wild lines and footsteps. 

PADME: (a bit tired) Perhaps we should try another town. We’ve been to five junk shops in the last hour, and none of them have had what we needed. And the one that did wouldn’t accept our money.     

QUI-GON: No, our answer lies here in this settlement. I feel certain of it. I thought that Toydarian would be the answer to our problems, but…                                                                                         

PADME: What is it?                                                                                                                        

QUI-GON: I have this strange feeling. As though I’ve missed something very important… 

PADME: I’ve noticed you seem to be looking around for something. Not necessarily a junk shop, either. What are you looking for?                                                                                               

QUI-GON: (sighs) I’m not sure. The Force is telling me there is someone here. Someone I have to find. 

PADME: Who? 

QUI-GON: I don’t know. I’m hoping I’ll know them when I see them. 

Sound: The walking noises fade off a bit into the distance. 

JAR-JAR: Huh? Oh, mooie-mooie! Yummy munchen! No one’s a-lookin’…

Sound: Jar-Jar shoots out his tongue. Wire noises as it’s pulled with the gorg. 

JAR-JAR: (tongue sticking out) Eeh, wha gib? Munnen suk sus suthen… (“Munchen stuck to somethin’”) 
GRAGRA: (guttural female voice) Hey! HEY!!                                                                                                                    

JAR-JAR: Huh?                                                                            

GRAGRA: Are you going to pay for that? It costs seven wiuppiwiuppi. 

JAR-JAR: Uhh…

GRAGRA: If not, would you please remove your tongue from it before the wire breaks? I have other customers, you know! 

JAR-JAR: Umm….neber mi.. 

Sound: Jar-Jar spits out the gorg, and the wire parts with a “clang!” The gorg flies through the air with a flopping noise, and lands with a “splash” in some liquid (Sebulba’s soup). 

SEBULBA: CHUBA!!! My soup!! My clothes!!                                                                                                                
GRAGRA: Ooh, now you’ve done it! You picked the wrong soup bowl to spit that gorg into. That’s Sebulba the Dug there. 

JAR-JAR: Ooops…

GRAGRA: If I were you, I’d get out of here. Fast. Maybe he didn’t notice you. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off, whistles nervously) 

Sound: Sebulba growls and jumps off his chair, knocking it over. He rams Jar-Jar in the chest, knocking him to the ground. 

JAR-JAR: OOF!! 
SEBULBA: Na chuba nien?

JAR-JAR: Wha…what yousa say??  

GRAGRA: Ohh, he’s really mad. He always speaks in Huttese when he’s mad. He wants to know if that gorg’s yours. 
JAR-JAR: Who, mesa?? (chokes as Sebulba grabs his throat)                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       
Sound: The murmurings and wild lines of the creatures around the two. 
SEBULBA: Googa da pom-pom? Hmm??       

GRAGRA: I don’t think you want me to translate that one. You can probably guess by that fist he’s waving what he means anyway.         

JAR-JAR: No, no, mesa sorry… 

GRAGRA: Hey, Sebulba, leave this one. He ain’t worth the trouble. And a fight out here’s bad for business. 

SEBULBA: Shut up, Gragra! I don’t take insults from anyone! This ugly creature ruined my lunch! 

JAR-JAR: (to himself) Why mesa always da one?? 

ANAKIN: (coming up) Because you're afraid. 

JAR-JAR: Huh? Oh – yousa boy dere. Hep me, please! Hisen talking about pom-pom…

ANAKIN: I’ll see what I can do. (self-assured) Chessko, Sebulba. Coo wolpa tooney rana.
SEBULBA: Tooney rana nu pratta dunko, shag?
ANAKIN: Oh da Hutt. Cha porko ootman geesa...me teesa rodda co pana pee choppa chawa.
SEBULBA: Neek me chowa, wermo, mo killee ma klounkee. Una noto wo shag, me wompity du pom pom.
Sound: Sebulba jumps off Jar-Jar and slinks away. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh, dat hurt…
ANAKIN: (chuckles) Eh, chee bana do mullee ra.

GRAGRA: (sigh) Thanks, kid. I didn’t want to have to clean up. 
ANAKIN: No problem. 

Sound: Qui-Gon, Padme, and Artoo walk back into the scene. 
ANAKIN: Hi.                                                                                                                    

QUI-GON: Hi there.                                                                                                                

ANAKIN: Your buddy here was about to be turned into orange goo. He picked a fight with a Dug. An especially dangerous Dug called Sebulba. 

JAR-JAR: Nosir, nosir. Mesa hate crunchen. Dat's da last ting mesa wanten!                                                                                                                                                                                                           

QUI-GON: Nevertheless, the boy is right...you were heading into trouble. How did you stop this, boy? 

ANAKIN: I told him your pal was very well connected with the Hutts. I didn’t want to see Sebulba get diced before we could race again. 

PADME: What did he say to that? 

ANAKIN: Oh, he promised the next time I race against him, he’ll take me out. Said he’d squash me right here if I wasn’t a slave, but I’m not worried about that. Besides, if he did kill me, Watto would charge him a fortune. 

PADME: (disturbed) Uh…yes. 

QUI-GON: At any rate, a fight was averted. Thank you, my young friend. 

PADME: Thank you, Anakin. 
JAR-JAR: But…but…mesa doing nothing! 

ANAKIN: You were afraid of him. Fear attracts the fearsome, like the smell of that food attracted you. And he was afraid of looking bad in front of others, so he was trying to overcome his fear by squashing you. You can help yourself by controlling your fear and not letting it control you. You learn to do that, and in time you’ll be less afraid.   

PADME: And that works for you?
ANAKIN: Well…up to a point. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa not sure my understand dat…
QUI-GON: Tell me, boy…who taught you such beliefs? 

ANAKIN: No one. That’s just the way things are. 

QUI-GON: You’re very wise for someone so young. Why did you follow us? 

ANAKIN: It’s my lunch break. Since you didn’t have any money, I thought that maybe, if you were hungry, I could get you something. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh, mesa definitely hungry. 

QUI-GON: That’s very kind of you, uh…

ANAKIN: Anakin. Anakin Skywalker. 

QUI-GON: Anakin. Are you usually this generous to total strangers? 

ANAKIN: Uh…not usually. I just…um…

PADME: (laughs) I’ll save you the embarrassment. Me and Anakin talked while you and Watto were out in the junkyard. I guess you weren’t ready to see me go so soon, huh? 

ANAKIN: Uh, no. No, I wasn’t. 

JAR-JAR: Yousa said yousa getting us food. Where wesa go to get it? 

ANAKIN: Well, the café’s out…Jira’s stand is nearby…

PADME: Who is Jira? 

ANAKIN: She’s an old lady who runs a fruit stand. I’ve helped her out, and she sometimes gives me fruit for half-price. Come on, I’ll buy you all a snack! 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

ANAKIN: Well, maybe not you. I don’t think she sells power generators. Come on, let’s go!  

SCENE 5-4 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - FRUIT STAND - DAY 

Sound: Slight crossfade to indicate another section of town. 
ANAKIN: Hi, Jira. How are you feeling today? 

JIRA: Hi, Anakin. Well enough, I guess. The heat's never been kind to me you know, Ani. Who are your friends?   

ANAKIN: Oh, these are people who stopped by the shop for something. I promised ‘em a snack. 

QUI-GON: You don’t have to, you know. 

ANAKIN: It’s all right, sir, I want to. Guess what, Jira? I've found that cooling unit I've been searching for. It's pretty beat up, but I'll have it fixed up for you in no time, I promise. 

JIRA: Oh, wonderful! You're a fine boy, Ani. What would you like?  

ANAKIN: I'll take four pallies today, if you’ve got ‘em.  

JIRA: All right. Let me see… here you go. Fresh and sweet. 

ANAKIN: Thanks, Jira. Here, Padme. You'll like these pallies. Here’s one for you…and one for you… 

QUI-GON: Thank you. I’ll keep mine in my belt pouch for now. (beat) Anakin? 

ANAKIN: (as if jerked out of a dream) Huh? 

QUI-GON: What is it? You look like you’ve seen something scary. 

ANAKIN: Uhh… nothing. It’s nothing. Um, how did you get h-- 

Sound: The wind starts to kick up. 

PADME: Ach! I’ve got sand in my eyes! 

QUI-GON: Here, put your back to the wind. 

JAR-JAR: It’sen getting pitty breezy…

JIRA: Oh, my bones are aching...storm's coming on, Ani. I can see the other dealers starting to close up shop. I’ve got to start sealing up mine. You'd better get home quick. 

ANAKIN: I will, Jira! Be careful! Padme, do you have shelter? 

QUI-GON: We’ll be all right. We'll head back to our ship. 

ANAKIN: Is it far? 

PADME: It’s on the outskirts. A few miles off. 

ANAKIN: Oh no, you'll never reach the outskirts in time...sandstorms are very, very dangerous. People choke on the sand when the wind really gets going. Come on! I’ll take you to my place. It’s right down the road…
PADME: (talking louder because of the wind) You have a house? 

ANAKIN: (louder) Well, sort of. It’s in the slave quarters. Me and my mom live there. Come on, the storm’s gonna be on us any minute! 

Sound: The wind rises to a wail. 
SCENE 5-5 INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - MAIN ROOM - DAY 

Sound: The roaring of a full-out sandstorm outside a small building. A door opens, letting in the noise and wind. Coughing and footsteps through the door, then the door shuts. 
ANAKIN: (coughing) Whew…got here barely in time... 

PADME: (coughing) We are in your debt, Anakin. 

ANAKIN: (louder) Mom! Mom! I'm home… 

JAR-JAR: Dissen cozy. 

SHMI: (coming up) Oh, my!! Ani, what's this? 

ANAKIN: These are my friends, Mom. This is Padme, and... gee, I don't know any of your names. 

QUI-GON: I'm Qui-Gon Jinn, and this is Jar-Jar Binks. 

ARTOO: AN INTRODUCTORY BEEP. 
PADME: ...and our droid, Artoo-Detoo. 

ANAKIN: I'm building a droid. You wanna see? 

SHMI: Anakin! Why are they here? 

ANAKIN: There’s a sandstorm, Mom. Listen! (beat to let the wind be heard)  

QUI-GON: Your son was kind enough to offer us shelter. We met at the shop where he works. 

ANAKIN: Come on, Padme! My room’s over here! I’ll show you Threepio! 

ARTOO: (moving off) BEEPS IN INTEREST. 

JAR-JAR: (scratching) Dat sand hurt my skin so bad. Mesa so flaky…

QUI-GON: Do you have any water facilities? My friend here is from a water-rich planet, and the heat and sand have been harsh on him.                                                                                        

SHMI: We have a shower upstairs. He can use it. Up the stairs and to the right, Jar-Jar.                                                                         

JAR-JAR: (moving off, weary) Tank you. 

Sound: Jar-Jar walks up the stairs. 

SHMI: I am Shmi Skywalker. Anakin and I are pleased to have you as our guests. 

Sound: Qui-Gon opens one of his pockets and pulls out a small box. 

QUI-GON: I know this is unexpected. Take these food concentrate capsules. Hydrated, they should make a nourishing soup. 
SHMI: Oh, thank you. Thank you so much. I'm sorry if I was abrupt. I'll never get used to Anakin's surprises. 

QUI-GON: He's a very special boy. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  SHMI: (beat, then a whisper) Yes, I know. 

SCENE 5-6 INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - BEDROOM - DAY 

Sound: Ambient hovel sounds. A cloth cover is pulled off of something metallic. 
ANAKIN: There he is… my very own droid. Isn't he great?! He's not finished yet. 

ARTOO: “WOO.” 

PADME: What is he? 

ANAKIN: A Cybot Galactica droid. Humanoid model. I found him in the junkyard last year. I don’t know how long he’s been there – his skeleton’s about eighty years old. Plus his memory’s been wiped, so it was like having a brand new droid. I’ve been able to put his structural components back together, so all he needs now is his metal skin.  

PADME: You’ve done a great job putting him back together. He's wonderful!  

ANAKIN: You really like him? He's a protocol droid...to help Mom. Here, I’ll turn him on for you. Watch! 

Sound: A switch is thrown, and a hum of power comes from the droid. 

DROID: (his voice coming up to speed) Oh! Oh. Where is everybody?                                                                                    

ANAKIN: Oops. I forgot to put his other eye in. Here it is. Just a sec…

Sound: Anakin fumbles around his room, and sticks Threepio’s other eye with a ‘click’ in his body. 
ANAKIN: Here we go…
DROID: Oh, hello. Master Anakin. Who is this young woman and her droid companion? 

ANAKIN: Hi, Threepio. This is Padme and Artoo. Say hello to our guests. 

THREEPIO: A pleasure. I am See-Threepio, Human-Cyborg Relations. How might I serve you? 

PADME: He's perfect.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        

THREEPIO: Oh. Perfect…?                                                                                                                                                            

ANAKIN: Well, not yet…but he’s getting there. Here, Threepio, let’s get you up and about. (pulls Threepio upright) When the storm is over, I’ll show you my racer. I'm building a Podracer! 

PADME: Wow! How did you get so good at building things, Anakin? 

ANAKIN: My mom taught me a lot. I picked up the rest working at Watto’s. 

Sound: The squeaking of Threepio’s unfinished legs. 

THREEPIO: I’m not sure this floor is entirely stable…

ANAKIN: The floor’s stable, Threepio. I’ve just got to work on your legs some more. 

THREEPIO: Oh. Very well then. 

ARTOO: A FLURRY OF BEEPS AND WHISTLES. 
THREEPIO: Oh! Hello. I don’t believe we have been introduced. 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

THREEPIO: Artoo-Detoo? A pleasure to meet you! I am See-Threepio, Human-Cyborg relations.  

ARTOO: LETS OUT A SNIGGERING BEEP. 

THREEPIO: I beg your pardon, but what do you mean… naked? 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

THREEPIO: (horrified) My parts are showing? Oh, my goodness. How embarrassing! 

ARTOO: LETS OUT AN ELECTRONIC GIGGLE.

PADME: Now, Artoo…we are guests in this house. Let’s be polite to our hosts.  

SCENE 5-7   INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - MAIN ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Some futuristic “cooking” sounds. 

SHMI: Could you pass me those dishes? I need to clean them off. 

QUI-GON: Certainly. Here you go – 

Sound: A beeping noise. 

QUI-GON: Sorry – that’s my comlink. Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: (coming up) Oh, tank you, Miz Skywalker. My needen dat shawor. (shakes himself off) 

QUI-GON: Can you help her with the dishes? I have to take a call. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. 

Sound: Qui-Gon walks off a bit, and then activates his comlink. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan?  

OBI-WAN: Master, we have a problem. 

QUI-GON: Go on. 

OBI-WAN: We’ve received a holomessage from Governor Bibble on Naboo. It’s… very disturbing. 

QUI-GON: Play it back for me. 

OBI-WAN: All right. Stand by…

Sound: A beeping noise, and the crackle of holo-static. 
BIBBLE: 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 holorecording crackles and fades out. 

QUI-GON: I hope you didn’t let the Queen send a reply. 
OBI-WAN: I didn’t. The Queen is upset, but absolutely no reply was sent. 

QUI-GON: Good. You made the right decision. It sounds like bait to establish a connection trace. 

OBI-WAN: Just what I thought, and Captain Panaka agrees as well. (beat) What if it is true and the people are dying? 

QUI-GON: Either way, we're running out of time. If they’re trying a connection trace, they already know what planet we’re on.

Sound: Qui-Gon shuts off the comlink. 
SCENE 5-8 EXTERIOR CORUSCANT - BALCONY OVERLOOKING CITY - NIGHT 

Sound: The distant roar of flying traffic. A slight breeze. 
DARTH MAUL: (a gravelly whisper) You summoned me, my master? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Look out there, Maul, at the skyline. Miles-high skyscrapers, as far as the eye can see. And at night, they glitter and glow so bright you can see it from space. What does it remind you of? 
DARTH MAUL: It reminds me of nothing. They are just buildings. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Not to me. To me, they seem like a giant forest. A forest made of permacrete and transparisteel. And within those mighty artificial trees…are the fruit of life. The entire Galactic Republic in microcosm. So close…and yet out of reach. 

DARTH MAUL: But not for much longer. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You did locate the Queen’s ship, then. 

DARTH MAUL: Yes. They are on a desert world on the Outer Rim, a world known as Tatooine. Did the Neimoidians succeed in their tracing attempt?  

DARTH SIDIOUS: The Queen and her group have accepted a communication from Sio Bibble. They haven’t answered it, but I think we can be reasonably certain that they’re still on Tatooine.                           

DARTH MAUL: Tatooine is sparsely populated. If the trace was correct, I will find them quickly, Master. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Move against the Jedi first. You will then have no difficulty in taking the Queen back to Naboo to sign the treaty. By the time the Chancellor learns what has become of his Jedi agents, the Senate will be rising against him. I have already briefed Senator Dod and Senator Teem. They know what to do.   

DARTH MAUL: Assuming the senator from Naboo creates the situation we require. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: (chuckling) Senator Palpatine will play his role beautifully. He is frustrated by the Senate’s worthless squabbling, and will quickly declare the treaty a fraud, signed under duress. Senator Dod will of course bicker and delay as long as he can, but the Senate will eventually send an investigative team to Naboo…where they will find the planet has been raped of its natural beauty and wealth. Its’ people slaughtered like cattle. And on top of the mound of bodies…. that of a teenage girl in royal clothing. All because of Valorum’s incompetence. Valorum’s head will be placed on the chopping block, Senator Palpatine will wield the axe, and Senator Teem will make his bid to replace Valorum as Chancellor.  

DARTH MAUL: A well thought-out plan, my Master. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: And it is only the beginning, my apprentice. Only the beginning. 

DARTH MAUL: It is exhilarating, my Master. For a thousand years, since the time of Darth Bane, our predecessors have hidden and plotted. Now, in our very lifetimes, all of that work will finally come to fruition. At last we will reveal ourselves to the Jedi. At last we will have revenge. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You have been well trained, my young apprentice. They will be no match for you. 

DARTH MAUL: I am honored that you think so highly of me, Master. I only hope the Jedi do not find some way to sabotage our work. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: The Jedi have no clue what is happening. And even if they did, it is too late for them to stop us now. Everything is going as planned. The Republic itself will soon be under my control…   

SCENE 5-9   INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - MAIN ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Ambient hovel sounds, including kitchen noises. The distant roar of the wind outside. Shmi sets plates on the table.  
SHMI: Here you all go. Fresh steaming bowls of…what is this made of, Qui-Gon? 

QUI-GON: Dehydrated nutrient complex. 

SHMI: Fresh steaming bowls of dehydrated nutrient complex soup. And some bantha milk, and some fresh fruit from Jira’s stand. 

ANAKIN: (wades in) Yum! 
JAR-JAR: (slurping) Ooh, mooie-mooie! 

PADME: Not very tasty. But then, I suppose it’s not meant to be. Back at the family farm, we always had spices and such. 
JAR-JAR: (slurps his soup. A beat) Oops. Exsqueeze me. 

SHMI: That’s all right, Jar-Jar. I do have some seasonings here. Would you like some Bumbuu extract, Padme? It’s very mild…
PADME: Thank you, ma’am. Watto’s not going to mind our eating here, is he? He didn’t seem to me to be very generous. 

SHMI: Watto never comes around here. He trusts us by now to maintain our home, report to work at the right time, and get the job done. Anything we do after that, as long as we stay within the city, is our business. 

ANAKIN: Getting bought by Watto was actually a lucky break for us. He’s not all that kind, but at least he doesn’t beat either of us. 

QUI-GON: You seem to live very well for someone of your station.                                            

SHMI: Watto spends most of his time gambling on races. That’s how he was able to afford this place for us.                                                                                                                             

PADME: How long have you been a slave, Mrs. Skywalker?                                                    

SHMI: Ms. And I’ve been a slave since I was a little girl. I was taken from my parents by pirates and sold to the Hutts.                                                                                                                    

QUI-GON: And what do you do for Watto?                                                                                 

SHMI: I take care of his house on the other side of town. I also occasionally work on repair jobs Anakin cannot handle. Not nearly as much nowadays. 

PADME: Why don’t you simply escape? Surely you can get away from that little pest.            

SHMI: I’m afraid it’s not that simple. All slaves have a transmitter placed inside their bodies somewhere.                                                                                                                                  

ANAKIN: I've been working on a scanner to try and locate them, but no luck. 

SHMI: Any attempt to escape... 

ANAKIN: ...and they blow you up… BOOM! 

PADME: (gasp)  

JAR-JAR: How wude. 

PADME: I can't believe there is still slavery in the galaxy. The Republic's anti-slavery laws are --  

SHMI: The Republic doesn't exist out here. We must survive on our own.  

PADME: It’s so horrible. For this to exist so close to my own home…I never realized just how evil this galaxy can be. 

SHMI: You just haven’t lived long enough. When you’ve seen as much as I have, nothing surprises you anymore.  

Sound: Jar-Jar does the tongue snatch again. 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar, that’s rude. If you’re going to get fruit from the bowl, use your hands. Not your tongue. 
JAR-JAR: (gulps) Exsqueeze me again.                                                                                                      
ANAKIN: (beat) Has anybody ever seen a Podrace?

PADME: No, I haven’t. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa needer. 
QUI-GON: I did once. They have Podracing on Malastare. Very fast. Very dangerous. 

ANAKIN: I’ve been in eight Podraces so far. I'm the only human who can do it. 

SHMI: Anakin! 
ANAKIN: Mom, what? I'm not bragging. It's true. Watto says he's never heard of a human doing it. 

QUI-GON: You must have Jedi reflexes if you race Pods. 

ANAKIN: Tha -- 

Sound: Jar-Jar starts to do a tongue snatch again – and Qui-Gon grabs it in mid-air. 

JAR-JAR: AGG!! Leb lo, leb lo!! (Let go, let go!!) 

ANAKIN: Wow. I’m not that fast. Then again, I’ve never tried to snatch a tongue in mid-air before. 
QUI-GON: Jar-Jar. Don't do that again. Or your next meal will consist of the leftovers of whatever those banthas out there eat.  

JAR-JAR: (MUMBLING)

Sound: Qui-Gon lets go of the tongue, and it snaps back into Jar-Jar’s mouth. 
JAR-JAR: Oucho! Sorry…

ANAKIN: You’re a Jedi Knight, aren't you? 
PADME: (beat) Qui-Gon…
QUI-GON: It’s all right, Padme. What makes you think that, Anakin? 

ANAKIN: Back at Jira’s, when you put your pallie in your pocket. Your robe parted a bit, and I saw your laser sword hooked to your belt. Only Jedis carry that kind of weapon. 
QUI-GON: Oh? Not all of them. Perhaps I killed a Jedi and took it from him. 

ANAKIN: I don't think so. I’ve heard all the stories. No one can kill a Jedi Knight. 

QUI-GON: (quiet and wistful) I wish that were so. I truly do.  

ANAKIN. I had a dream once that I was a Jedi. I came back here to Tatooine, and freed all the slaves...starting with my mom. Have you come to free us? 

QUI-GON: No, I'm afraid not. Our being here is mere circumstance.  

ANAKIN: I think you have come to free us. Why else would you be here? 

QUI-GON: (beat) I can see there's no fooling you, Anakin. You mustn't let anyone know about us. 

ANAKIN: No problem! I’ll keep my mouth shut! Honest! So…why are you here? 

QUI-GON: We were waylaid on our way out of a planet not very far away from this one. We're on our way to Coruscant, the central system in the Republic, on a very important mission, and it must be kept secret. 

ANAKIN: Coruscant? Wow...how did you end up here in the Outer Rim? 

PADME: Our ship was damaged, and we're stranded here until we can repair it. 

ANAKIN: I can help! I can fix anything! 

QUI-GON: (chuckle) I believe you can, but first we must acquire the parts we need. 

JAR-JAR: Wit no-nutten moola to trade. Dat Watto fella no take our credits. 

ANAKIN: Yeah, I remember. He doesn’t trust any electronic money. Says it’s too easy to forge.  

PADME: These junk dealers must have a weakness of some kind... 

SHMI: Gambling. Everything here revolves around betting on those awful races. And Watto is a compulsive gambler. He loves it – it’s all the entertainment he can find here.
QUI-GON: Podracing... Greed can be a powerful ally, if it's used properly. 

ANAKIN: I've built a racer! It's the fastest ever...There's a big race tomorrow, on Boonta Eve. You could enter my pod. 
SHMI: Anakin, Watto won't let you... 

ANAKIN: Watto doesn't know I've built it, Mom! Qui-Gon, you could make him think it's yours, and get him to let me pilot it for you. I’ll share the winnings!  

SHMI: Please. I don't want you to race, Ani. It's awful. I die every time Watto makes you do it. It’s not just the speed, it’s the treachery of those other drivers....                                                          

ANAKIN: But Mom, I love it! And they need help, they're in trouble. The prize money would more than pay for the parts they need.                                                                                                  

SHMI: (gently) Anakin…
QUI-GON: Your mother's right. You mean well, but it wouldn’t be right for us to ask you to risk your life. Ms. Skywalker, is there anyone friendly to the Republic in this town who might be able to help us? 
SHMI: (beat) No. 
ANAKIN: (a longer beat) Mom...you said that the biggest problem in the universe is no one helps each other. 

SHMI: Anakin, don't... 

ANAKIN: You said it, Mom. 

SHMI: (sigh) 
PADME: I'm sure Qui-Gon doesn't want to put your son in danger. We’ll find some other way. 

SHMI: No. Ani’s right…there is no other way. I may not like it, but he can help you. (beat)  Perhaps…he was meant to help you. 

QUI-GON: Perhaps. (A strange tone, as if realizing something) Perhaps... 
Music: Transition. 

SCENE 5-10 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - JUNK DEALER PLAZA - DAY 

Sound: Street sounds. 

PADME: I’m amazed. The storm only ended a few minutes ago, and everything’s almost back to normal in the streets. 

QUI-GON: These people have to live with storms like that every day. All right, Anakin’s had enough time to talk to Watto about us by now. Padme, Jar-Jar, sit right here on this bench while I go inside – it shouldn’t take long to convince Watto to back us.  

PADME: Are you sure about this? Trusting our fate to a boy we hardly know?!?                         

QUI-GON: Yes, I am.                                                                                                                         

PADME: And break his mother’s heart if he’s killed?!?                                                                                         

QUI-GON: She has willed it.                                                                                                    

PADME: The Queen will not approve.  

QUI-GON: The Queen doesn’t need to know. Excuse me, I’ll be right back.  

Sound: Qui-Gon walks into the junkshop. 

PADME: (pouting) Well, I don't approve. 

JAR-JAR: Itsen all right, Padme. My has a good feelin’ ‘bout dis. 

PADME: I don’t. There’s enough blood on the Queen’s hands – she doesn’t need any more…
SCENE 5-11 INTERIOR WATTO'S JUNK SHOP - DAY 

Sound: Junkshop noises. Qui-Gon walks in, and the doorbell rings. 
WATTO: Patta go bolla! 

ANAKIN: No batta! 

WATTO: Pedunky. Maa kee cheelya. 

ANAKIN: Bayno, Bayno! 

QUI-GON: (coming up) I’m sorry. Am I interrupting something? 
WATTO: The boy tells me you want to sponsor him inna da race tomorrow. You can't afford parts for your ship. How can you do this? Not on Republic credits, I think, huh? (he laughs) 

QUI-GON: My ship will be the entry fee. I have a small holo of it here.  

Sound: With a beep and a shimmering hum, the holoimage of the Nubian comes to life. 
WATTO: Ahhh. Not bad...not bad...huh, a Nubian. You told me it was a J-type.  

QUI-GON: That’s right. It's in good order, except for the parts I need. 

WATTO: Hmm. Once it’s fixed up…I could see myself traveling in that…

QUI-GON: Imagine it. A traveling junk shop. Beautiful outside, filled with useful parts inside. 

WATTO: Yes, yes. I can imagine very easily, heh. 

Sound: Qui-Gon deactivates the holoimage. 

WATTO: But what would the boy ride? He smashed up my Pod in the last race. It will take some long time to fix it, huh? 

QUI-GON: He smashed it? You didn’t tell me this, Anakin. 

ANAKIN: (embarrassed) It wasn't my fault! Really!                                                                                                 

QUI-GON: What happened, Anakin?                                                                                         

ANAKIN: It was at last month’s qualifying heat. Sebulba was in the lead, and me and Rimkar were right behind him. We got to Metta Drop, and Sebulba flashed me with his vent ports. Rimkar was caught in the backwash and got splattered all over the desert. Sebulba’s killed a lot of Podracers.                                                                                                              

QUI-GON: How did you survive?                                                                                             

ANAKIN: This is gonna sound funny, but…I hear a voice in my head sometimes. A little voice. It tells me when things are about to happen. At Metta Drop, it told me to pull up just before Sebulba opened the vents. And…I did. I wasn’t hurt. I actually saved the Pod...mostly. 

QUI-GON: (to himself) A little voice…

WATTO: (laughing) That you did, that you did. The boy is good, no doubts there, huh? 

QUI-GON: Well, I have acquired a Pod in a game of chance. I’ve been told it’s "The fastest ever built." 

WATTO: That’s what everyone who has a Pod says. I hope you didn't kill anyone I know for it. 

QUI-GON: Maybe. 

WATTO: (laughs) So, you supply the Pod and the entry fee; I supply the boy to ride it. We split the winnings, um, fifty-fifty, I think, huh? 

QUI-GON: Fifty-fifty, eh? (beat) If it's going to be fifty-fifty, I suggest you front the cash for the entry. If we win, you keep all the winnings, minus the cost of the parts I need. And if we lose… you keep my ship. 

WATTO: Hmm…

ANAKIN: It’s a good deal, Master. 
QUI-GON: Either way, you win. 

WATTO: Deal! 

Sound: Watto slaps Qui-Gon’s hand. 

WATTO: I’ll head to the arena at once and pay Jabba – I mean, the race officials – the entry fee.

QUI-GON: Thank you. Your boy’s already looked over my Pod – we met on the streets, and he took shelter on my ship during the sandstorm. He says I’ll need a few minor parts to complete it. 

WATTO: I’ll send the parts with the boy when his work shift ends. Do you know where this man’s keeping his pod, boy? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. I’ll be able to find it. 

QUI-GON: I’ll see you later then, Anakin. Thank you, Watto. 

Sound: Qui-Gon walks out.

WATTO: Yo bana pee ho-tah, meedee ya. 
ANAKIN: I don’t know about that, Master. Somehow, he doesn’t seem foolish to me at all. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 5-12 EXTERIOR SLAVE QUARTERS – BACK OF HOVEL

Sound: The whirring and rolling of the two droids, along with the footsteps of Anakin, Qui-Gon, Padme and Jar-Jar. Distant desert winds and animal noises. 

ANAKIN: Down here, everyone – down the steps. Watch your balance, Threepio…
THREEPIO: Oh, I’m certainly trying, Master Anakin. Artoo Detoo, would you mind if I supported myself with your head dome until we’re down the stairs? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AGREEMENT. 

THREEPIO: Oh, thank you so much. 

ANAKIN: Let me pull off this tarp and…here we are…
Sound: The tarp is pulled away. 

JAR-JAR: Wowsa!!
PADME: You made this all by yourself?!? 

ANAKIN: Well…not all by myself. The engines I got from the junkyard. Watto thought they were too burned-out to keep. I told him I took ‘em out to the desert for the Sandpeople to take. I brought ‘em here and started working on ‘em while building a control pod for myself. 

JAR-JAR: How disa work? Da inguns pull da pod? 

ANAKIN: That’s right, Jar-Jar. I control the engines from these hand controls here. Only an energy-binding beam keeps the engines pulled close together. It goes, the engines go flying apart. That’s what’s kept me from finishing this thing – until now. 

QUI-GON: Can we help? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. Padme, Jar-Jar, I need you two to fuse the energy binders to the sides of the engines. Once I have that working, I’ll fuel up the engines just enough to test ‘em out.   

PADME: Are you sure they won’t explode? You said Watto didn’t think they were salvageable. 
ANAKIN: I’ve worked a lot on these engines, Padme. I’ve rewired and rerouted the fuel systems by hand, installed air brakes in the front, and personally welded this control pod together. Trust me, this’ll work. Here’s your tools…

Sound: Anakin puts tools in their hands. 

ANAKIN: …and here’s the binders.  

JAR-JAR: How disn work again? 

ANAKIN: Okay. You see how I’ve got the engines laid out? Side by side, with the control pod between and behind them? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. 

ANAKIN: I want the energy binders to go on the inner sides of the engines on the far end from the control pod, a little way back from the air brakes. I want them directly across from each other. Got it? 

JAR-JAR: Um…yeah. Mesa tink so. 

ANAKIN: I’m gonna work on the computer relays in the control pod. Qui-Gon, can you look over the air brake manifolds, make sure they’re working? 

QUI-GON: All right. 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 
SCENE 5-13 EXTERIOR SLAVE QUARTERS – BACK OF HOVEL – LATER

Sound: Same as last scene, but fade in to indicate passage of time. A beeping comlink noise.   

ANAKIN: Huh? What’s that? 

THREEPIO: I do believe that’s a comlink beeping. 
QUI-GON: It’s mine. I’m receiving a call from my ship. I’ll take it upstairs. 

PADME: (sigh, tired) I’m gonna take a break. I need a drink. 

Sound: Padme walks off with Qui-Gon. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Jar-Jar, are the binders on there yet? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh!
ANAKIN: Okay, stand back. I’m gonna try ‘em out. 

Sound: A cracking noise, and a running hum as the beam is activated. 

JAR-JAR: Whoa! Dat pitty! 

ANAKIN: Just don’t touch it. Artoo, how are the readings on the fuel distributors? 

ARTOO: A LONG SPIEL OF BEEPS. 

THREEPIO: Artoo says the portside engine is running at optimum, but the starboard engine is showing a slight variance of five percent. 

ANAKIN: Jar-Jar, can you tighten down the fuel distributor on the right engine? Just past the air brakes. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday…
Sound: The tinkering noises move farther away to indicate Qui-Gon going up the stairs. Anakin continues giving directions to Jar-Jar and the droids in the distance. A comlink beep as Qui-Gon activates it.  

QUI-GON: Yes, Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: It’s nearly sunset. I was getting worried. Are you coming back to the ship? 

QUI-GON: No, we’re staying in town tonight. I think we have a lead to that hyperdrive generator. 

OBI-WAN: Oh? How’s that? 

QUI-GON: There’s a major sporting event occurring in town tomorrow, a Podrace. We’ve befriended a young racer who’s willing to share his winnings with us. 

OBI-WAN: A young racer? Are you sure he’s willing to share? 

QUI-GON: Yes, I’m sure.  

OBI-WAN: A Podrace…if I remember correctly, that has the highest fatality rate of any sporting event in the galaxy. 

QUI-GON: I feel confident in this boy. The Force is telling me he is capable. 

OBI-WAN: I’ll take your word on that. What if this plan fails, Master? We could be stuck here a very long time. 

QUI-GON: Well, it’s too dangerous to call for help. And a ship without a power supply will not get us anywhere. And… (quieter) there is something about this boy…

OBI-WAN: (amused) Master, I never thought I’d say this, but must I remind you to keep your focus on the here and now? Where it belongs? 

QUI-GON: (amused) No, that won’t be necessary. Did the storm hurt the ship any? 

OBI-WAN: No. Ric Olie and the pilots are checking it over, just to be sure. The other Artoo unit’s repaired now, by the way. And the other minor repairs are done as well.  

QUI-GON: All right. I’ll call back tonight. Qui-Gon out. 
Sound: Comlink beep. Shmi walks up. 

QUI-GON: Hello, Shmi. Back from cleaning Watto’s house? 
SHMI: Yes. So, the deal has been arranged? 

QUI-GON: Yes, it has. Anakin’s gotten the parts he needed, and he’s finishing up his Pod now.

SHMI: (smile) Hmm. He’s been working on that for years. It’s his only hobby.    

QUI-GON: You should be very proud of your son. He gives without any thought of reward. 

SHMI: Well, he knows nothing of greed. I’ve tried my best to shelter him. I wish I could do better. 

QUI-GON: I know. Being around someone like Watto day in and day out could easily warp one’s perspective on things. But you’ve done very well. 

SHMI: He seems to have an innate sense of right and wrong. I hardly had to teach him that. He has, um... 

QUI-GON: He has special powers. 

SHMI: Yes. 

QUI-GON: He can see things before they happen. That's why he appears to have such quick reflexes. It’s a Jedi trait. 

SHMI: He deserves better than a slave's life. So much better… 

QUI-GON: I agree. Had he been born in the Republic, we would have identified him early, and he would have become a Jedi, no doubt...he has the way. It’s too late for him now, even if he were free. He’s too old. 

SHMI: I’m sorry to hear that. 

QUI-GON: The Force is unusually strong with him, that much is clear. Force sensitivity is usually hereditary. I sense something of the Force in you, but not enough to account for what I sense in him. Who was his father? (long pause) Shmi? (pause) If you feel uncomfortable discussing this… 

SHMI: It’s…you wouldn’t believe me. 

QUI-GON: I’m willing to listen. Please. 

SHMI: There was no father. 

QUI-GON: (stunned whisper) what…? 

SHMI: I carried him, I gave birth, I raised him...I can't explain what happened. Do not misunderstand me. I am not…unfamiliar…with the touch of a man. But when I became pregnant with Anakin, it had been well over a year since I had been with one. I know…I know it sounds insane. Please believe me.

QUI-GON: (beat) I do believe you, Shmi. I can hear the truth in your words. 

SHMI: Can you help him? 

QUI-GON: I don’t know. I didn’t actually come here to free slaves. Our being here is an accident. 

SHMI: I remember something Gardulla once said. A smuggler had failed to deliver a spice shipment for her, and she sentenced him to die in her nek pens. He kept screaming that he didn’t mean to dump the spice into space – it was an accident. She responded, “Nothing happens by accident.”  I believed it then. I believe it now. 

QUI-GON: (sigh) I can’t deny that I am sensing a pattern in all of this. Everything that has occurred since my ship left Naboo has led us here. To you and your son. 

SHMI: If he cannot be a Jedi, I’ll understand. But I beg you…please…get him away from this. Sooner or later, he’ll lose hope…and that will destroy him.  

QUI-GON: I promise. I don’t know how I’ll do it, but I promise. By the time I leave this world…Anakin will be free. 

SHMI: That is all I can ask. 
Sound: Back to the area around the pod. 

ANAKIN: Turbines are prepped…You almost done there, Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Amost. 

Sound: Laughter and footsteps of Anakin’s friends as they come up. 
FRIENDS: Hey, Ani!                                                                                                                

ANAKIN: Hey! What are you guys doing here? 

KITSTER: Looking for you, of course. Where have you been? 

ANAKIN: I’ve been back here, working on my Pod. 

AMEE: You and that Pod. Is that all you ever think about? 

ANAKIN: What do you think about that’s so much better, huh? 

THREEPIO: Pardon me, Master Anakin, but don’t you think you should introduce your new friends? 

ANAKIN: Oh yeah – thanks, Threepio. Jar-Jar, this is my friend Kitster Banai. The redheaded kid is Seek Townson. The older girl is Amee Itaker, and the short dumb-looking Rodian here is Wald. 

WALD: (protests in Huttese). 

THE OTHER CHILDREN: LAUGH. 

JAR-JAR: Hello! Nice to meet yousa. 

KITSTER: So that’s the funny-looking creature you were talking about! 

JAR-JAR: Funny-looking? My look handsome for a Gungan! 

ANAKIN: Don’t mind them, Jar-Jar. They always make fun of people. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES FOR ATTENTION. 

ANAKIN: Oh yeah. Over there is Artoo Detoo.  

KITSTER: Wow, a real Astro Droid! 

ANAKIN: Uh huh. He’s helping me out on my Pod. 

KITSTER: I didn’t think Watto had an Artoo unit. How'd you get so lucky? 

ANAKIN: That isn't the half of it. I'm entered in the Boonta Race tomorrow! 

KITSTER: What? With this?? 

ANAKIN: Yeah, with this. What’s wrong with that? 

KITSTER: Well, nothing personal, but…it looks like a piece of junk. 

WALD: Oh ni oka, Ani. 
SEEK: You’ve got that right, Wald! You are a joker, Ani. 

AMEE: You've been working on that thing for years. It's never going to run. 

ANAKIN: Yes it will! Look, if you ain’t gonna say nothing nice, then just get out of here, all right?!?

AMEE: (sarcastic) Sor-ry! Didn’t mean to offend you, Mister Big-Shot Podracer!  

SEEK: Come on, let's go and play ball. He’s obviously not coming with us. Keep racing, Ani, and you're gonna be bug squash. 

Sound: Seek, Amee and Wald take off laughing. 

ANAKIN: Well, Kitster? You gonna leave too? 

KITSTER: No. What do those other kids know? I think you’ve got a real shot at it. 

ANAKIN: Really? 

KITSTER: Yeah. I mean, the pod needs a new paint job, but…the engines look fine. 

ANAKIN: (relieved) Thanks. Oh, hi Padme. Kitster, this is that girl I was telling you about. 

KITSTER: Wow, you weren’t kidding. She is pretty! 

PADME: (giggles) Hello, Kitster. How’s the work going? 

ANAKIN: (embarrassed) It’s going good. I’m fueling up the engines now. Hey! Jar-Jar! Stay away from those energy binders... 

JAR-JAR: Who, mesa? 

ANAKIN: The beam’s activated now. If your hand gets caught in the beam, it’s gonna go numb for hours.                            

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. Let me get da wrench, and I’ll – 

Sound: Loud energy zap. The wrench clatters into the engine. 

JAR-JAR: GIBIBIBIBIBI!!!

ANAKIN: I warned you, Jar-Jar. 
JAR-JAR: Dy tung…ib fat. Dy tung ib fat. Wrench…where’s de wrench? Oh…dere it ib. 

Sound: The wrench falls to the ground. The engine clicks as Jar-Jar’s hand gets stuck in it. 

JAR-JAR: Hy! Ub-ob. Oub..ub…I’m stuck. Hep. Hep – my ham’b buck…
THREEPIO: You know Artoo, I find that Jar-Jar creature to be a little…odd. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AGREEMENT. 

ANAKIN: That’s it. It’s fueled up. (calls out) Qui-Gon!! I’m ready out here – I need that power charge! 

QUI-GON: (coming up) I’m coming! 

ANAKIN: Let me climb in the Pod here…

Sound: Anakin climbs into the Pod. 
KITSTER: You don't even know if this thing’s gonna run. 

ANAKIN: It will.        
QUI-GON: I think it's time we found out. Here, use this power charge. 

KITSTER: Where’d you get that? 

QUI-GON: From Watto’s. He has less need of it than Anakin does. Here you go, Ani. Hook it up. 

ANAKIN: Yes, sir!!                                                                                                                                      
QUI-GON: Come on, Kitster…let’s move away…

JAR-JAR: My…my mout!! Hep!! Hep!! Dy tung ib fat!! 

ANAKIN: Computer’s powering up…

JAR-JAR: HEP!! HEP!! PEEZ!! 
THREEPIO: You’re quite right. He’s very odd indeed.  

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AGREEMENT.         

PADME: Here you go, Jar-Jar…

Sound: A clang as she frees Jar-Jar.                                                         

JAR-JAR: Tank you, Padme. Mesa tought my hand was gonna be grinded up. Ani…yousa okeyday! Start up da engines!  

ANAKIN: Ignition sequence starting…

Sound: He flips a couple of switches. A growing engine whine. 

ANAKIN: Adding some fuel…turbines on…

Sound: The turbines start to turn and come to speed. A roar from the engines as flames start to shoot out. 

PADME: You did it!! The engines are firing up! 

ANAKIN: It’s working! IT’S WORKING!!!   

EVERYONE: CHEERS. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 5-14 EXTERIOR SLAVE QUARTERS – BACK OF HOVEL/BALCONY - NIGHT 

Sound: Same as last, but with night noises added. 

QUI-GON: Anakin? Anakin!!

ANAKIN: I’m over here. I’m finishing up the calibration on the steering. 

QUI-GON: Anakin, it’s very late. You should get some rest. You have an important day tomorrow. 

ANAKIN: I know. I just want to make sure this Pod’s as good as I can possibly make it. 

QUI-GON: It won’t help if you’re still sleepy when you race. 

ANAKIN: (laughs) I’m not worried. Once I’m in this cockpit, I’m zoned in. The only problem I’m gonna have in that race is Sebulba. 

QUI-GON: Yes, that Dug we met. Anakin…

ANAKIN: Yeah? 

QUI-GON: I want you to be totally honest with me. Forget the pod for a moment, shut everything else around you out, and concentrate on my question. 

ANAKIN: Okay.  

QUI-GON: Are you afraid of Sebulba? 

ANAKIN: Honestly? Um…no… 

QUI-GON: This is very important. Do you hate him? 

ANAKIN: (pause) No. No, I don’t hate him. 

QUI-GON: Why not? 

ANAKIN: Because I see him for what he is. He doesn’t know he’s bad. He’s full of pain. And I actually think he’s afraid of me. 

QUI-GON: But you’re not afraid of him at all. 

ANAKIN: Nope. 

QUI-GON: That’s good. Fear is the root of all evil. 

ANAKIN: I thought that was greed. 

QUI-GON: What is greed but the fear of not having? 

ANAKIN: Good point. (yawn) Okay, I guess it is time to turn in. The Pod’s as good as it’s ever gonna get. 

QUI-GON: Tell me, would you be willing to…oh. Oh, you’re cut. 

ANAKIN: Huh? 

QUI-GON: On your arm. See? 

ANAKIN: Oh. Yeah. Funny, I haven’t felt any pain. See what I mean about being zoned? 

QUI-GON: Come on up here to the door, Ani. I think I saw a cloth around here. Here it is. Looks clean enough. We need to clean you up. 

ANAKIN: Okay… 

QUI-GON: Just sit here, and let me fix you up… 

ANAKIN: Ow! 

QUI-GON: Sorry. 

ANAKIN: What were you gonna ask me a minute ago? 

QUI-GON: It’s… it’s not important now. Forget it. 

ANAKIN: Okay. (beat) What a great view up there. I always look up at the stars at night. Somehow, though, the stars seem brighter tonight. 

QUI-GON: It’s always good to take time to admire the beauty of the world around you. 

ANAKIN: Ouch! Watch it! 
QUI-GON: Sit still, Ani. Let me clean this cut. 

ANAKIN: There are so many stars up there. Do they all have a system of planets? 

QUI-GON: Most of them. 

ANAKIN: Has anyone been to ‘em all? 

QUI-GON: (laughs) Not likely. 

ANAKIN: I want to be the first one to see them all... a swashbuckling explorer and hero, just like on “Great Space Adventures.” 

QUI-GON: (chuckle) A noble cause. 

SHMI: (far off) Ani, bedtime!

ANAKIN: I’ll be there in a second, Mom -- Ouch! 

QUI-GON: There we are, good as new... 

SHMI: (far off) Ani! I'm not going to tell you again!
ANAKIN: (loud) I said I’ll be right there! (normal) What are you doing? What’s that thing in your hand? A comlink?  

QUI-GON: It’s also a small medscanner. I’m checking your blood for infections. 

ANAKIN: I've never seen -- (a comlink that could do that!)  

QUI-GON: Go on, you have a big day tomorrow. (beat) Sleep well, Ani. 
ANAKIN: (sigh, moving off) All right, all right…good night…(yawn) 

Sound: The comlink beep. 
QUI-GON: Obi-Wan... 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master? 

QUI-GON: I need an analysis of this blood sample I'm sending you. 

OBI-WAN: Wait a minute, let me patch in the ship’s computer.
Sound: Over the comlink, a computer hums to life. 

OBI-WAN: Okay, I’m ready here. 

QUI-GON: I’m sending the reading now. I need a midichlorian count. 

Sound: Beeping noises from the comlink. The computer responds in kind. 

OBI-WAN: All right. I've got it. 

QUI-GON: What are your readings? 

OBI-WAN: (pause) Something must be wrong with the transmission… 

QUI-GON: Here's a signal check. 

Sound: Another beep from the comlink. 

OBI-WAN: Strange. The transmission seems to be in good order, but the reading's off the chart...over twenty thousand midichlorians per cell! 

QUI-GON: (almost to himself) That's it then…. 

OBI-WAN: Wh-what is this, Master? Even Master Yoda doesn't have a midichlorian count that high! 

QUI-GON: No Jedi has. No being ever has. (whisper) Until now. 
OBI-WAN: What does that mean? 

QUI-GON: I'm not sure.

OBI-WAN: Master, where did you get this reading from? 

QUI-GON: I’ll explain it all later, Obi-Wan. Good night. 

Sound: He deactivates the comlink.  
SCENE 5-15 EXTERIOR TATOOINE – DESERT MESA - NIGHT

Sound: Night noises. The snorting and roars of banthas…which turn into panicked noises as the roar of a spaceship engine comes up. The banthas stampede away as the engine noise crests. A slight creak of metal as the ship comes to a landing. The engine noise begins to fade. With a hiss, a ramp lowers, and footsteps come down the metal ramp and crunch into the sand. 
DARTH MAUL: Computer, commence recording. (beep) Master, this series of transmitted recordings will detail my attempt to recapture Queen Amidala. I have arrived at Tatooine, and have landed in the equatorial region. The Infiltrator vessel you provided me has performed well – I was not detected by planetary protection vessels. I have a vague sense of the Force here in this region, but nothing I can focus on. Wherever the Jedi are, they’re being careful not to draw upon the Force. But they are in this region, I am certain of it. 

Sound: Beeping noise. Three “torpedo launching” sounds, and the whirs and beeps of the probe droids. 

DARTH MAUL: There are three major settlements in this area – Mos Entha, Mos Espa, and Mos Taike. I am sending one probe droid each to these settlements. They have been programmed to search for high-midichlorian carrying beings. It is nearly dawn on this world. By mid-afternoon at the latest, I should have the Queen’s ship located, and will take appropriate action then. 

Sound: Fade out, except for music. 
NARRATOR: With terrifying speed, the Sith reach out from their shadowy hiding place to put their sinister – and mysterious – plan back on course. Meanwhile, Anakin Skywalker prepares to put his life on the line to help a beautiful girl he barely knows and a world he doesn’t know at all. To survive, he will need every ounce of his skill. To win…he will need the Force. 

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 
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