THE PHANTOM MENACE – Christopher McElroy – Chapter Nine


CHAPTER NINE: 

“SHATTERED DREAMS, FRAGILE HOPES” 
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NARRATOR: Star Wars – The Phantom Menace. Based on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Nine: “Shattered Dreams and Fragile Hopes.” 

Music: Star Wars Main Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away, there came a time of crisis, when a Republic was attacked by enemies from within. Working from the shadows, the sinister Sith Lord Darth Sidious has wrecked havoc. The peaceful world of Naboo has been conquered by the greedy Trade Federation, its people being systematically exterminated. The Supreme Chancellor of the Republic, Finis Valorum, has been thrown out of power for his inability to bring order – or justice – back to the Republic Senate, and Naboo’s queen, Amidala, can now only hope that his soon-to-be-elected successor can save her world. 

Sound: The interior of the Jedi Temple. Distant air traffic outside. 

NARRATOR: Meanwhile, young Anakin Skywalker faces a crisis of his own. Having won his freedom, he has been brought to the Jedi Temple on Coruscant in hopes of becoming a Jedi Knight. Only through this difficult journey can he free his mother, who still toils in slavery on the distant world of Tatooine. But as he is about to find, he will not be welcomed with open arms…

SCENE 9-1    INTERIOR – JEDI TEMPLE – RECEPTION AREA – AFTERNOON

ANAKIN: (reading carefully) “There is no…emot…emo-tion. There is…peace. There is no igna…ignorrr…”
OBI-WAN: Ignorance. 

ANAKIN: Thank you. “Ignorance. There is…knowledge. There is no pa…passion…there is serrrrennn-i-ty. There is no death…” 

QUI-GON: “There is the Force.” 
ANAKIN: It’s very pretty, what’s written up on that wall. Poetic. 
QUI-GON: It is the very core of the Jedi Code. The Code we all strive to live by, every day.  

OBI-WAN: Anakin, can you roll your sleeve up, please? I need to take a blood sample. 

ANAKIN: Ohh, I hate needles…
OBI-WAN: It’ll just take a second…you won’t even notice. 
ANAKIN: You never did explain what a blood test has got to do with all this, Qui-Gon. 

QUI-GON: I’ll tell you about it later. Right now, you need to remain calm, clear your mind, and be on your best behavior. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Ow – 

OBI-WAN: See? That wasn’t so bad, was it? 

ANAKIN: Guess not…
OBI-WAN: I’ll get this to the labs right away, Master. 

QUI-GON: I’ll be waiting here. 

Sound: Obi-Wan walks off. The sound of a turbolift opening and closing as he leaves. Anakin taps his foot against the stone floor impatiently.  

QUI-GON: Relax, Anakin. Close your eyes, take a deep breath, and quiet your mind. All will happen as it should.

ANAKIN: (deep breath) Okay.  

Sound: A door opens. 

ADI GALLIA: We’re ready for him here. 

QUI-GON: Thank you, Adi. 

Sound: The door closes. 

QUI-GON: Well, Anakin…it’s up to you now. You’re on your own. 

ANAKIN: Yeah. 

QUI-GON: Just remember… no matter what happens…the Force will be with you. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Thanks for getting me this far. 

QUI-GON: (warm) You’re welcome. I’ll be waiting out here. 

Sound: Anakin walks tentatively to the door. 
SCENE 9-2   INTERIOR – JEDI TEMPLE – COUNCIL CHAMBERS – AFTERNOON

Sound: The door opens. A single pair of footsteps slowly, haltingly, comes up. The door closes behind him. 

MACE WINDU: Anakin Skywalker. Welcome to the Jedi Temple. 

ANAKIN: (nervous) Hello. 

MACE WINDU: My name is Mace Windu. I am head of the Jedi High Council. I apologize for you waiting so long. We’ve had many matters to discuss today. 

ANAKIN: It’s okay. 

MACE WINDU: I have heard quite a bit about you from Master Qui-Gon and Learner Obi-Wan. 

ANAKIN: Good stuff, I hope. 

MACE WINDU: So far, yes. But now, some introductions. Going clockwise from my left-hand side. The masked Kel Dor you see here is named Plo Koon. He is a master strategist and a great pilot. 

PLO KOON: (filtered voice) Thank you. 

MACE WINDU: Past him is Depa Billaba, a young woman from Chalacta. A former student of mine. Then we come to Eeth Koth, a Zabrak from the planet Iridonia. 

ANAKIN: Like the one who at…er…sorry. Never mind. 

MACE WINDU: We shall not speak of that here and now. It’s all right, though, I know it’s fresh in your mind. Moving on, we come to the Quermian, Yarael Poof. 

POOF: Hello there. 

ANAKIN: (giggles) 

POOF: (amused) You find my long neck funny, I see. 

ANAKIN: Uh, oh -- no sir. Sorry. 

POOF: It’s all right. I don’t mind being laughed at. Children laugh at me all the time. I know it is not in offense. 

MACE WINDU: One thing you must keep in mind, Anakin, in speaking to us – be honest. Be honest with us, and with yourself. There are no wrong answers here. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 

MACE WINDU: Continuing on, we have Oppo Rancisis. He was born the king of his world, Thisspias, but at the age of three he willingly gave that throne up to join us. 

OPPO: I have no regrets. I serve the galaxy far better here than I could on my world. 

MACE WINDU: Next we have Even Piell. A brave warrior, he has refused to have a new eye implanted to replace the one he lost in battle. 

EVEN: I consider it a trophy of honor. With the Force, I do not even need the other eye. 

MACE WINDU: Now we come to Yaddle. This young lady stayed in the bottom of a pit for over a century after her master’s murder, gradually coming to inspire – and enlighten – her captors. 

YADDLE: The will of the Force it was. 

ANAKIN: I’m glad you were able to escape. 

YADDLE: Escape I did not. In the end, they willingly let me go free. 

MACE WINDU: This next woman is Adi Gallia, from Corellia. The daughter of a notable pair of ambassadors, and a valuable ally to the Supreme Chancellor. 

ADI GALLIA: But my first loyalty is to the Jedi. And the Force. 

MACE WINDU: True. The cone-headed one next to her is Ki-Adi-Mundi, newest member of the Council. He comes to us from Cerea, a world that favors beauty and agriculture over technology and industry. 

KI-ADI-MUNDI: For the moment, Master Windu. For the moment. 

MACE WINDU: And finally, to my immediate right, the oldest, wisest, and most powerful of us all. Anakin, this is Master Yoda. 

ANAKIN: (fighting down a laugh) A pleasure to meet you. 

YODA: Polite you are, but see your thoughts I do. Find my appearance as funny as Master Poof, do you? 

ANAKIN: (a bit embarrassed) Sorry. I can’t help it. I’ve seen green-skinned, pointed eared beings before, but never one as tiny as you.  

YODA: Amused at Yaddle you were not. And she is of my kind.  

ANAKIN: Well…she is a little bigger than you…and not nearly as old. Uh – I didn’t mean that the way it sounded -- 

YODA: (chuckles) Wonder you do how one so small and old could be a Jedi Master, hmm? 

ANAKIN: A little. 

YODA: (cackle) Good! Continue to wonder you can! Let this serve as a lesson, young one. Let size and appearance fool you never. It is what is inside that matters.  

ANAKIN: (a bit confused) Okay... 

MACE WINDU: As for myself, there isn’t much to tell. My main duty here is to oversee the Jedi on their missions, help prepare the Jedi of tomorrow, and try to understand the ways and will of the Force. 

YODA: Humble is Master Windu being. His fame for diplomacy is great, as is his skill with the lightsaber. But right is he not to be proud of his actions. To the Force, all things are subservient. 

MACE WINDU: Now you know who we are. So…tell us about you. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Um…what do you want to know? 

MACE WINDU: Start at the beginning. The earliest memories of your life. Go from there. 

ANAKIN: All right. My earliest memory is of Gardulla the Hutt’s palace, on Tatooine. It was a very dark, dingy place, always filled with the screams of Gardulla’s prisoners. She usually never let them live for very long…

Sound: Crossfade to indicate change of time, but not location. 

ANAKIN: (fade in) …Watto obviously never noticed that droid skeleton in the back of the junkyard. I was astonished to find the vibrobrain inside was still intact. I snuck it back to my house, and with Mom’s help started to rebuild it. I bought some parts from the Jawas, snuck other parts out from Watto’s shop. The droid’s memory wasn’t exactly erased, but it was encrypted and blocked. The personality matrix was a total wipe, so I reprogrammed him. I tried to make him the way I think my father would have been – kind, smart, nice, polite, respectful. Never going out of his way to cause trouble or offend. 

ADI GALLIA: Anakin…do you know anything of your father? Has your mother told you anything of him? 

ANAKIN: No. She’s never said a word about him to me. I always figured he was some smuggler or something, and he got killed working for the Hutts. 

MACE WINDU: Please, continue. 

ANAKIN: I named the droid Threepio, since he was the third member of my family…

Sound: Crossfade.

ANAKIN: …All throughout the race I had Qui-Gon’s words in my head – “Feel. Don’t think.” And I did. I simply zoned out and flew. It was almost like I was a passenger in my own pod, like I wasn’t steering it. It was…a strange feeling. That last lap, though, I knew I was in control. 

PLO KOON: What happened? In that last lap? 

ANAKIN: Sebulba had rammed his pod into mine, and jammed the steering control cables together. It was very dangerous, being locked up like that. Any second, one engine could have burned through another and blown us both to bits. I was trying to free my pod, and I could feel the cable about to snap. 

YODA: What did you do? 

ANAKIN: I…I looked at the cable, and…told it to stay put. To not break. But I didn’t really say it. I just…thought it. Willed it not to break. And…it didn’t. It held, and Sebulba’s cable snapped. 

POOF: What happened to Sebulba? 

ANAKIN: I didn’t think about it at the time – I was too happy I won. But I found out later his Pod was totally ruined. He survived, though – his pod hit the desert floor just right and skidded across the sands. His pants caught fire, though – he had to lose his precious leather outfit. (laughs) Served him right. 

MACE WINDU: How would you have felt if he had been killed? 

ANAKIN: I would have felt sorry for him. All he wanted was to be the center of attention. A champion. 

YODA: What of how you would feel, knowing you were the one to kill him? 

ANAKIN: I…I never thought about it like that. I suppose I would have thought if I didn’t, some other racer would have. It’s just the way Podraces are. It’s like Watto once told me – the strong survive, the weak deserve whatever they get. 

MACE WINDU: Does that sound right to you? 

ANAKIN: Not really. But it’s all I ever heard. 

MACE WINDU: All right. Let’s move on. You mentioned that your mother could sense whenever you were near, even though she couldn’t see you. And that you could do the same, if you weren’t distracted. Have there ever been times when you knew what a person was about to say? Sometimes -- 

ANAKIN: -- finished their sentences for them? 

MACE WINDU: (amused) Yes. That. 

ANAKIN: A couple of times. But I figure everybody does that. 

MACE WINDU: I’d like to test that, if I may. You see this screen I’m holding? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. 

MACE WINDU: In a minute, I’m going to start showing images on it, images only I can see. I want you to relax, focus on me, and tell me what you think I’m seeing on that screen. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 

MACE WINDU: Starting…now. 

Sound: The screen beeps as it flashes up images. 

ANAKIN: An air taxi…a blaster…. a refresher unit…
SCENE 9-3    EXTERIOR JEDI TEMPLE - BALCONY - SUNSET 

Sound: A slight breeze. The air traffic is louder and clearer. 

OBI-WAN: You know, Anakin’s not the first child a Jedi thought might be the Chosen One. There have been many over the ages. Have you entertained the notion – even for a moment – that you might be wrong?  

QUI-GON: I’ll never get used to Coruscant’s sunsets. They are beautiful beyond compare. 

OBI-WAN: You’re evading my question. What will you do when the Council rejects Anakin? Take him back home to Tatooine? 

QUI-GON: I don’t think they will reject him. 

OBI-WAN: The boy will not pass the Council's tests, Master, and you know it. And even if he somehow does, he’s far too old. 

QUI-GON: Anakin will become a Jedi, I promise you. One way or another...  

OBI-WAN: Do not defy the Council, Master! Not again! 

QUI-GON: I shall do what I must. Would you have me be any other way? 

OBI-WAN: Master, if you would just follow the code, you would be on the Council. You deserve to be on the Council. They will not go along with you this time. And I don’t want to witness what will happen then.   

QUI-GON: You really think it would come to that? You consider me a latter-day Ulic Qel-Droma, perhaps? 

OBI-WAN: Qel-Droma thought he knew better than the Masters of his day. And in the end, his foolishness cost him and millions of innocents their lives. 
QUI-GON: You still have much to learn, my young apprentice.

Sound: A set of footsteps come up. 

C’BAOTH: Ah, Qui-Gon. There you are. Have you heard the news from the Senate? 

QUI-GON: No, Master C’Baoth. What has happened? 

C’BAOTH: Chancellor Valorum was issued a vote of no confidence by the Senate. Before the vote could be taken, he chose to resign. 

OBI-WAN: What?!?

QUI-GON: (shaken) He resigned? 

C’BAOTH: He had little other choice. The Senate was overwhelmingly against him. 

QUI-GON: This is…tragic news. Valorum was one of the few good men left in the Republic. 

C’BAOTH: Anyway, Sei Taria asked me to relay to you that your clearances and privileges under the Chancellor have lapsed. You’ll have to talk to the new Chancellor, whoever it be, about reinstating them. She was cleaning out her desk even as she spoke to me. 

OBI-WAN: When will the election be held? 

C’BAOTH: First thing tomorrow. 

QUI-GON: What about Queen Amidala? Did the Senate hear her case? 

C’BAOTH: I don’t know, I didn’t see the session itself. But I doubt it – all anyone talked about was Valorum’s ouster. 

QUI-GON: Thank you for the news, Jorus. 

C’BAOTH: You’re welcome. 

Sound: C’Baoth walks away. 

OBI-WAN: The sun’s down now. Let’s go inside, Master, it’s getting dark. 

QUI-GON: In more ways than one. Whoever wins the election likely won’t be as fair or upstanding as Valorum. 

OBI-WAN: (beat, then somber) I’m afraid I must agree. They won’t be as willing to stand up to the Senate, either. And Naboo…Naboo doesn’t have a chance now.   

QUI-GON: The Republic is falling apart. The Dark Side is growing in strength. Anakin must become a Jedi. Somehow… he must…before all is lost…

OBI-WAN: (another beat, then quiet) Come on, Master. 

Music: Transition.   

SCENE 9-4     INTERIOR PALACE OF THE JEDI - COUNCIL CHAMBERS - SUNSET 

Sound: The viewer whirs as images are displayed on it. 
ANAKIN: A ship...a cup...a ship…a speeder. 

Sound: The viewer goes off with a beep. 
MACE WINDU: He got every one right, Master Yoda. 

YODA: Hmm. Good, good, young one. Tell me…how feel you? 

ANAKIN: (a bit shaky) Cold, sir. 

YODA: Afraid, are you? Afraid of us?  

ANAKIN: No, sir. 

MACE WINDU: Afraid to give up your life? Everything and everyone you knew? 

ANAKIN: No. Uh…. well…I don't think so… 

YODA: See through you, we can. 

MACE WINDU: Be mindful of your feelings. Don’t try to hide them. 

ANAKIN: Okay.  
KI-ADI: Your thoughts dwell on your mother, I sense. 

ANAKIN: I miss her. I miss her a lot. I wanted her to be freed too, but… (it didn’t work out that way.) 

YODA: Hmm. Afraid to lose her, I think, hmm? 

ANAKIN: Yes. But…what has that got to do with anything?!? 

YODA: Everything, young one, everything!! Fear is the path to the Dark Side. 

ANAKIN: What is the Dark Side? 

MACE WINDU: There are many aspects to the Force, and the Force affects you as much as you affect it. If you use the Force for good, the Force will encourage and strengthen you. If you use it for selfish reasons, or for destructive purposes, the Dark Side of the Force will encourage that behavior in you as well. If you use the Dark Side, you may think it will enhance your power. But it will actually corrupt and draw strength out of you, to feed itself. 

ANAKIN: I’m not gonna fall to the Dark Side. I’m smarter than that. 

YODA: Smart has little to do with it. Subtle is the Dark Side, quick to take you in times of fear. Fear leads to anger... anger leads to hate… hate leads to suffering. 

ANAKIN: I am not afraid.
YODA: A Jedi must have the deepest commitment, the most serious mind. You have neither. 

ANAKIN: (heating up) Yes I do! Why else would I be here?!?

YODA: Because you dream of adventure. You think ours is a life of excitement, heroism. You think of it as a life of glory. But now different know you. Starting to realize, you are, what you have given up to be here. Starting to realize you are what you would face if you took this path. And afraid you feel. 

ANAKIN: (angry) I am NOT afraid!! 

Sound: A silent beat, as Anakin’s shouted words echo through the chamber. 

YODA: I sense much fear in you. And anger. How much more would it take to make you feel hate, hmm? 
                                                                                                                                                                                        ANAKIN: (long pause, then quietly) I am not afraid. 

YODA: (pause) Then continue, we will. Master Windu? 

MACE WINDU: I have only one more question. Anakin…why do you want to become a Jedi? 

ANAKIN: (beat, then tentatively) I want to help people. 

ADI GALLIA: Any people in particular? 

ANAKIN: My mom. The other slaves on Tatooine. 

KI-ADI MUNDI: Surely Master Jinn told you that following the way of the Jedi meant forgetting about your family and friends. 

ANAKIN: He did say I wouldn’t see my mom again until I was a Jedi Knight. But once I am, why can’t I go back and free her and the other slaves? 

MACE WINDU: There are limits to even our power, Anakin. Tatooine is on the Outer Rim, and the authority of the Republic and the Jedi out there are shaky at best. It is rare when any Jedi ventures that far. And with matters in the galaxy being what they are – 

ANAKIN: What are you saying?!? That I should just forget my mom altogether?!? 

YODA: Just one life is your mother. The lives of quadrillions are what we Jedi concern ourselves with. Pick and choose where we can best make a difference to the many, we must. Great is our responsibility. A time could come when the lives of many could hinge upon the sacrifice of one. Whom would you choose, hmm? The one or the many? 

ANAKIN: (long beat, then reluctantly) The many…(whisper) I guess. 

MACE WINDU: Thank you, Anakin. Council members…any more questions? (beat) Very well. Anakin, I know you are tired after your long journey, and I thank you for your patience. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan will be waiting for you one level below. They’ll show you where to eat and refresh yourself. The turbolift behind you will answer to your voice commands. 

ANAKIN: Thanks. 

Sound: Anakin walks out of the room and into the turbolift. 

MACE WINDU: Masters, you may retire to your quarters for now. Consider well what you have seen, heard and sensed here. If you wish, recordings of this conversation will be sent to your quarters. We will reconvene here in one hour, where the question will be placed to a voice vote. A bare majority of seven must hold to accept or reject the proposal. Until then, this council is in recess. 

Sound: The Council members get up and walk to the turbolift, muttering amongst themselves, under the following dialogue. 

YODA: Very disturbing and difficult, this choice. 

MACE WINDU: He wasn’t lying. But he wasn’t entirely truthful either, to himself or us. 

YODA: Not in this for himself, is he. Nor for the galaxy. He thinks only of freeing his mother. Everything else to him…is but an obstacle. 

MACE WINDU: Still, the potential is there…he could perhaps be trained to understand the greater implications of his power…

YODA: Alive I was centuries ago, when the rules concerning the ages of training were established. Understand then and now did I the wisdom of those decisions. So should you. 
MACE WINDU: Yes, I do understand. (gets up and walks off) Are you going to your quarters? 

YODA: Comfortable am I here. Consider here I shall. 

MACE WINDU: Very well. I shall be back in an hour. 

Sound: Mace walks to the lift and leaves in it. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 9-5     INTERIOR PALPATINE’S QUARTERS - SUNSET 

Sound: Distant air traffic. A strange keening noise from Jar-Jar, sort of a cross between an Indian chant, a Muslim prayer, and an Australian dijiduroo. A door opens, and a pair of footsteps come up slowly. 

AMIDALA: What are you doing?                                                                                     

JAR-JAR: (stops the noise) Praying.

AMIDALA: I did not know you were the spiritual type.                                                                   

JAR-JAR: For someone like my, someone who is always messing up, always getting in trubble…praying is all dat helps.                                                                                           

AMIDALA: (sad) I’m afraid we may need the help of your gods, Jar-Jar. Short of a miracle, I honestly don’t know how we are going to save our world. 

JAR-JAR: What yousa doin’ here, Yousa Majesty? Mesa tought yousa would still be in da Senate with Sentor Palpytine and Cap’n Panaka. 

AMIDALA: There was nothing more I could do. I talked to many senators about the invasion, but…they wouldn’t listen. They had their minds made up about me before I even entered the building. All anyone wanted to talk about was the election. They’d forgotten why Valorum was even thrown out in the first place. 

Sound: Amidala walks over to the window (air traffic grows slightly louder) and stops. 

AMIDALA: All those lights. All those people. And they could all care less what happens to a world so far from their own. All insensitive to the distant pain of others. 
JAR-JAR: Mesa wonder sometimes why da guds invent pain. 

AMIDALA: To motivate us, I imagine. 
JAR-JAR: Yousa tinken yousa people gonna die? 

AMIDALA:  I don't know. 

JAR-JAR: Gungans get pasted too, eh? 

AMIDALA: I hope not. 

JAR-JAR: Gungans do die'n without a fight.... wesa warriors. Wesa gotta grand army. 

AMIDALA: (beat, then surprised whisper) An army…?                                                                                                                 

JAR-JAR: A grand army! Lotsa Gungans. Deysa comes from all over de planet. Dat why de swamp beings no give us no trouble. Too many Gungans. Deysa got da big shields, nuttin get through! Gotta boomas dat splat electric goo, bombad stuff! Gungans no giving up, to maccaneks, or anyone! (pauses, uncomfortably) Dat’s why you no liken us, mesa tinks. 

AMIDALA: (beat) Jar-Jar, tell m--

Sound: The door opens, and a pair of footsteps run up. 
PANAKA: Your Highness, exciting news! Senator Palpatine has just been nominated to succeed Valorum as Supreme Chancellor! 

AMIDALA: Really? 

JAR-JAR: Wow! Congrabulations, Sentor Palpytine! 

PANAKA: It wasn’t his doing, either. Several Senators – Toonbuck Toora, Orn Free Taa, Tikkes – they entered his name into the running. 

PALPATINE: (smug) A surprise, to be sure, but a welcome one. I promise, Your Majesty, if I am elected, I will bring democracy back to the Republic. I promise to put an end to corruption. The Trade Federation will lose its influence over the bureaucrats, and our people will be freed. 

AMIDALA: Who else has been nominated? 

PANAKA: (disgusted) Bail Antilles of Alderaan and Ainlee Teem of Malastare. 

AMIDALA: That is not good news, I take it? 

PANAKA: No. Antilles is the favorite of the Core Worlds – he won’t pay any attention to a Mid-Rim world like ours. And Teem is in the Federation’s pocket for certain – they were the ones to second his nomination. 

AMIDALA: How do you judge your chances of election, Senator? 

PALPATINE: Surprisingly favorable, I would say. Before my nomination, it would have been an almost even split between Antilles and Teem, for the reasons Captain Panaka just mentioned. The idea of a fresh new candidate will no doubt be enticing to the delegates. I feel confident our current situation will create a strong sympathy vote for us... I will be Chancellor, I promise you. 

AMIDALA: I’m sure you will. But I’m afraid I cannot find it in myself to celebrate with you. I fear by the time you have control of the bureaucrats, Senator, there will be nothing left of our planet to save. Nothing left of our cities, our people, our way of life... 

PALPATINE: I understand your concern, Your Majesty; unfortunately, the Federation has possession of our planet. The law is in their favor. Even if I am elected, it will be impossible to immediately dislodge them. It would probably take a full military counterattack by the Republic Navy. And it would take time to muster support for such an action, to say nothing of gathering the military forces themselves.  

AMIDALA: (sigh) More delays. More bureaucratic bindings. An entire planet sacrificed on the altar of greed. (beat) With the Senate in transition, there is nothing more I can do here. 

PALPATINE: You are welcome to stay here as long as you wish, of cour--

AMIDALA: No. Senator, this is your arena. Your home. I feel I must return to mine. I have decided to go back to Naboo. My place is with my people. 

PANAKA: What?!? 

PALPATINE: Go back?!? 

JAR-JAR: Back to da maccaneks?!? 

PALPATINE: But, Your Majesty, be realistic! You would be in danger. They’ll force you to sign the treaty. 

AMIDALA: I will sign no treaty, Senator. My fate will be no different from that of our people. If I must die with them to make the Senate see the wrongness of their actions, so be it. Captain! 

PANAKA: Yes, Your Highness? 

AMIDALA: Ready my ship! 

PANAKA: Yes, Your Highness! 

PALPATINE: Please, Your Majesty, stay here...where it's safe. 

AMIDALA: Safe? No, this world isn’t safe. No place is safe, if the Senate doesn't condemn this invasion. If they turn their backs on this atrocity, Naboo will be only the first world to be erased from the galactic map. It is clear to me now that the Republic no longer functions as a democracy – but as an aristocracy, a government meant to serve only the rich. 

PALPATINE: I’m afraid I must agree with you. 

AMIDALA: If you win the election, Senator, I know you will do everything possible to stop the Federation. I pray that somehow, even with our sacrifice, you will bring sanity and compassion back to the Senate. Come on, Jar-Jar! We’re going home!  

Sound: Several people leave the room. 
PALPATINE: “If I must die to make them see the wrongness of their actions…” Heh. You are brave, your Highness. Very brave indeed…

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 9-6 INTERIOR TEMPLE OF THE JEDI - COUNCIL CHAMBERS - TWILIGHT 

Sound: Fade in on Temple ambience. 

MACE WINDU: Thank you for the message, Master C’Baoth. Inform Senator Palpatine we will send the two Jedi to meet with the Queen at the landing platform shortly. 

C’BAOTH: Yes, Master. 

Sound: C’Baoth walks out of the room, and the door closes. 

MACE WINDU: Let us continue the vote. Yaddle? 

YADDLE: I vote aye. 

MACE WINDU: Adi Gallia? 

ADI GALLIA: I vote aye. 

MACE WINDU: Ki-Adi-Mundi? 

KI-ADI MUNDI: I vote nay. 

MACE WINDU: Master Yoda? 

YODA: Nay. 

MACE WINDU: (not very pleased) The vote stands at six for, six against. 

YODA: There must be a bare majority. As Senior Member, Master Windu, fall to you it does to cast the tiebreaking vote. 

MACE WINDU: (beat) Then my choice is made. (louder) Jinn, Kenobi, Skywalker…enter. 

Sound: The door opens, and three sets of footsteps walk up. 

YODA: We are finished with our examination of the boy. Correct you were, Qui-Gon. 

MACE WINDU: The follow-up blood test does match Learner Kenobi’s initial findings. His cells contain a very high concentration of midichlorians. And he does have rudimentary access to the Force.  

KI-ADI: The Force is strong with him. 

YADDLE: Proven himself brave he has. 

ADI GALLIA: He is very mature for his years. 

QUI-GON: He is to be trained, then? 

MACE WINDU: (long beat) No. He will not be trained. 

ANAKIN: (gasp) 
QUI-GON: No??!! 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) Don’t say I didn’t warn you. 
ANAKIN: why…Why?!? Why are you rejecting me? I passed all your tests! 

MACE WINDU: He is too old.

QUI-GON: In the ancient times, adults could be trained --

MACE WINDU: (sharply) Let me finish. There is already far too much fear and anger in him. Even with an experienced Jedi Master training him, the vulnerability he will have to the Dark Side will be very difficult to overcome. And if he failed then, he would be a danger to everyone. Better that he not be trained than risk that.    

QUI-GON: He is the Chosen One! You must see it!!          

MACE WINDU: We see no such thing. The wording of the prophecy is notoriously vague.                                                            

ANAKIN: (whisper to himself) The Chosen One? Prophecy??
YODA: Hmm. Clouded, this boy's future is. Darkness hides within him. Masked by his youth.                                                      

QUI-GON: This is the strongest Force-sensitive in existence…probably the strongest ever. 

ANAKIN: (whisper to himself) The strongest ever…?     

POOF: Potentially strongest. 

QUI-GON: Potentially, yes. And he comes to our attention just as our ancient enemies emerge from the past. Surely you cannot think this to be coincidence? 

ADI GALLIA: The Sith may or may not have returned. That still has yet to be determined. We should not jump to conclusions. 

QUI-GON: Even so, with or without our training, Anakin will seek to harness his power – making it even more likely that he would fall to the Dark Side. The consequences then would be unthinkable. Knowing all this, you would abandon him?!?    

MACE WINDU: We are not talking of abandoning him. We agree potential such as his cannot be wasted. We shall send him to the Reassignment Council. He could easily find work as a mechanic or a pilot, which we understand is something he does well and he loves. 

QUI-GON: (beat, then calmer) Anakin…would you accept such a fate?                                                               

ANAKIN: I…(thinks, then squarely faces the Council) no. I’ve always dreamed of being a Jedi Knight. I want nothing else.                                                                                                        

YODA: That is simply not possible. 
QUI-GON: (beat) I will train him, then. I take Anakin Skywalker as my Padawan Learner. 

OBI-WAN: (shocked) what…?!?
YODA: An apprentice you have already, Qui-Gon. Impossible to take on a second.                                                                                                                                

MACE WINDU: The code forbids it. We forbid it.  

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan is ready to be a Jedi Knight.  
OBI-WAN: I am?!? I – I am!! I am ready to face the trials!! 

YODA: (laughs) Ready so early, are you? What know you of ready? Our own council we will keep on who is ready. 

QUI-GON: He is headstrong, that is true. And he has much to learn about the living Force. But his heart is in the right place, and he is capable. There is little more he can learn from me.  

MACE WINDU: Look, now is not the time for this! Tomorrow, the Senate is voting for a new Supreme Chancellor. We are told Queen Amidala is returning home to Naboo, which will put pressure on the Federation, and could widen the confrontation. 

KI-ADI: And draw out the Queen's true attackers. Whoever they are, they will be quick to act on these new developments. Events are moving too fast for distractions such as this boy.

ANAKIN: (angry whisper) I’m not a distraction. I’m a person.   

MACE WINDU: Go with the Queen to Naboo and discover the identity of the dark warrior. This is the clue we need to unravel the mystery of the Sith – specifically, if there truly are Sith.  

QUI-GON: And if there does turn out to be Sith…? 

YODA: Then reconsider the boy we shall. Young Skywalker's fate will be decided later. 

QUI-GON: I brought Anakin here; he must stay in my charge. He has nowhere else to go. 

MACE WINDU: He is your ward, Qui-Gon. We will not dispute that. 

YODA: But train him not. Take him with you, but train him not! 

MACE WINDU: Protect the Queen as best you can. But do not intercede if it comes to war until –and unless -- we have the Senate's approval. We are in a precarious position with them as it is.  

YODA: May the Force be with you. 

QUI-GON: Come on, Obi-Wan. Anakin. 

Sound: The three walk off. Mace sighs. 

MACE WINDU: This was a case where there could be no right decision. Rejecting him was the sensible option. 

YODA: Convince me, you need not. Convincing yourself, you need to.

MACE WINDU: The code is clear on this – we did the right thing. So why do I feel like we’ve just made a huge mistake…?

Music: Transition. 
SCENE 9-7 INTERIOR – AIRCAR 

Sound: Whirring noise of aircar, wind, air traffic. 

ANAKIN: (quietly) Qui-Gon…thanks for standing up for me back there. 

QUI-GON: You deserved it. 

ANAKIN: May I ask you something? 

QUI-GON: Certainly. 

ANAKIN: What are…the Sith? 

OBI-WAN: (a warning note) Master…
QUI-GON: It’s all right, Obi-Wan. The Sith have been many things over the millennia. But first and foremost, they are servants of the Dark Side of the Force. 

ANAKIN: Master Yoda mentioned the Dark Side. I think I understand what that is.  

QUI-GON: The last known Sith were a group that splintered off the Jedi Order two thousand years ago. They waged war against the Republic and the Jedi for a thousand years. It finally came to head at the planet Ruusan. Countless thousands of Jedi and Sith alike were killed. 

ANAKIN: And the Jedi thought the Sith were gone for good? 

QUI-GON: At first. Then reports came that one Sith Lord had survived. A man named Darth Bane. He had an apprentice, and the Jedi learned that Bane had decided that from that point on, only two Sith would exist at any given time. He believed that would concentrate the power of the Dark Side, make it stronger. 

ANAKIN: Stronger than the Light Side? 

QUI-GON: So he thought. Of course, the Dark Side can never be stronger than the light. At any rate, the Jedi hunted Bane and his apprentice across the galaxy for years. Finally, Bane was killed, and his apprentice was believed to have been killed as well. There have been no sightings of the Sith since, and the Jedi presumed them to be extinct. (beat) Until now. 

ANAKIN: I’d heard something of the Sith before. A year ago, I found a really old war droid in the junkyard. It had a holoprojector in it, and it talked some about the Sith. It showed an old battle. 

OBI-WAN: (surprised) Really? 

ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. I asked Captain Thape about it, but all he said was that the Sith were evil, and the less said about them the better. I’d been hunting around since, trying to learn more about them. 

QUI-GON: (lets out a breath) We found you just in time. 

ANAKIN: So…where does the Chosen One fit into all this? 

QUI-GON: The prophecy of the Chosen One states that – 

OBI-WAN: (sharply) Master, enough!! You’ve told him too much already!  

QUI-GON: He has a right to know why he’s here, Padawan. 

OBI-WAN: That lore is for Jedi only. He’s not a Jedi, and he’s never going to be a Jedi, so he doesn’t need to be told! 

ANAKIN: (hurt whisper) Sorry…

QUI-GON: There’s no need to be sorry. It’s not wrong to seek knowledge. 

OBI-WAN: It is sometimes. 

Sound: The aircar comes to a stop, docking with the landing platform.  

OBI-WAN: We’re here. 

QUI-GON: Anakin, after you… 

Sound: The aircar door opens, and the three get out of the air car. 

SCENE 9-8     EXTERIOR CORUSCANT - SENATE LANDING PLATFORM - NIGHT 

Sound: A slight wind, and the roar of the air traffic. 

ANAKIN: Looks like the Queen’s not here yet.

OBI-WAN: Ship appears intact, guards are outside…that’s a relief.  

Sound: Artoo rolls up on his treads. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES A GREETING. 

ANAKIN: Hi, Artoo. Is the ship okay? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN THE AFFIRMATIVE. 

QUI-GON: Anakin, wait out here. Me and Obi-Wan need to check with Ric Olie, and make sure the ship’s ready to launch. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 
QUI-GON: (walking up the ramp) We’ll be right back… 

Sound: The two Jedi walk up the ramp. 

ARTOO: “WOO.” 

ANAKIN: Yeah, it is pretty out there, isn’t it? All those lights and ships moving about. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN CURIOUSITY. 

Sound: Artoo rolls up to the edge of the platform. 

ANAKIN: Artoo, I don’t think you should get that close to the edge of the platform. You might – 

ARTOO: SQUEALS AS IT TIPS OVER. 

ANAKIN: ARTOO!!! Oh no – 

Sound: The growing roar of jet engines. 

ANAKIN: Wow!

Sound: The jet noises peak and die down as Artoo lands on the platform with a thump. 

ANAKIN: Artoo, you be more careful! You’re lucky you’ve got onboard jets! You’d have been splattered all over the ground…. wherever that is. 

ARTOO: BEEPS AND WHISTLES, A LITTLE WOOZY. 
Sound: The Jedi step back down the ramp. 

ANAKIN: Is the ship ready? 

QUI-GON: Yes. It’s fully refueled and restocked. 

Sound: The roar of an airbus coming up. 
QUI-GON: Ah. Here come the Naboo pilots and guards. Senator Palpatine must have had them settled in another hotel. 

ANAKIN: Is Padme with them?!? 

QUI-GON: Easy, Anakin, easy…

Sound: The airbus stops, and its doors open. Several people step out far away, and start walking up. The guards and pilots walk by under the following dialogue. 
OBI-WAN: Master, I’m going to ask Panaka to change the bunk arrangements and have Anakin sleep with the Naboo crew. I think the less he’s around you, the better for you and him both. 
QUI-GON: I took him away from his mother. I owe it to her to protect him. 
OBI-WAN: I don’t doubt for a moment you intend to train Anakin, whether the Council agrees or not. I will not give you that opportunity, no matter how much I respect you.  

QUI-GON: Since when did the apprentice become the master? 

OBI-WAN: Since the master fell victim to delusions of grandeur. You’ve lost touch with the will of the Force. 

QUI-GON: The Jedi Code and the will of the Force are not always the same thing, as I’ve said. In this matter, I believe I am seeing more clearly than the Council. 

OBI-WAN: Listen to yourself, Master!! You’ve become obsessed. (beat) Do you truly know this boy as well as you think? Do you really see him as the Chosen One?
QUI-GON: (warning) Padawan -- 
OBI-WAN: (interrupts) Or are you just seeing what you want to see and blinding yourself to everything else? 
QUI-GON: (hurt) How could I have trained you to be so disrespectful…? 
OBI-WAN: It’s not disrespect, Master. It’s the truth. 

QUI-GON: From your point of view.... 

OBI-WAN: The boy is dangerous. I sense it. They all sense it. Why can't you? 

QUI-GON: His fate is uncertain, but he’s not dangerous. 

OBI-WAN: Not yet. 

QUI-GON: (sharply) The Council will decide Anakin's future...that should be enough for you. Now get on board with the guards and pilots.  

OBI-WAN: (beat, then sadly) Fine. 

Sound: Obi-Wan walks off with the others.  

ARTOO: MOANS. 

Sound: Obi-Wan and the Naboo guards and pilots walk up the ramp, and Anakin walks up to Qui-Gon. 
ANAKIN: (sad) Master Qui-Gon…why does Obi-Wan hate me so much? 

QUI-GON: He doesn’t hate you, Anakin. He just doesn’t know you yet. In time, he’ll start to see what I see in you. 

ANAKIN: He’s afraid. 

QUI-GON: Yes, he is. He’s afraid, after all these years, that I’m pushing him away. That I don’t want him around me anymore. (sad) He could not be more wrong.  

ANAKIN: Is he your son? 
QUI-GON: (chuckle) He might as well be. Such is the bond between a master and an apprentice. But no. Obi-Wan was born on an Outer Rim world, just like you. His parents brought him to us as a baby, so that he could achieve his potential. He trained under Master Yoda until he was thirteen, then I took him as my learner. 

ANAKIN: He loves you. Very much. 

QUI-GON: As I love him. It’s just…sometimes, he sees me as a fool. He’s been trained to follow the Code to the letter, and always to trust the Council’s word. He doesn’t understand that even the Council is not infallible. Don’t be too hard on him, Anakin. He’s a bright young man, always willing to learn. And always wanting to do what’s right. 

ANAKIN: Qui-Gon, sir, I don’t want to be a problem. Not between the two of you. 

 QUI-GON: You won't be, Ani, you won’t be. Now listen carefully -- I'm not allowed to train you, so I want you to watch me and be mindful of what you see...always remember, your focus determines your reality. Stay close to me and you’ll be safe. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Master, sir...I heard Yoda talking about midichlorians. I’ve been wondering...what are midichlorians? 

QUI-GON: Midichlorians are a microscopic lifeform that reside within all living cells. 

ANAKIN: They live inside of me? 

QUI-GON: Inside your cells, yes. And we are symbionts with the midichlorians. 

ANAKIN: Symbionts? 

QUI-GON: Life forms living together for mutual advantage. Without the midichlorians, life could not exist, and we would have no knowledge of the Force. They continually speak to us, telling us the will of the Force. 

ANAKIN: They do?? 

QUI-GON: When you learn to quiet your mind, you’ll hear them speaking to you. 

ANAKIN: I don't understand. 

QUI-GON: With time and training, Ani...you will. You will.  
Sound: The roar of another airbus coming up. 

QUI-GON: Ah. There’s the Queen now.  

ANAKIN: Guess we’re leaving now. 

QUI-GON: That’s right, Ani, we are. To the Queen’s homeworld. 

ANAKIN: What are we going to do there? 

QUI-GON: I don’t know yet. 

Sound: The airbus docks. The door opens, and people start to walk up. 

ARTOO: BEEPS A GREETING. 

JAR-JAR: (coming up) Hello, Artoo. Hello, Ani. Yousa pass da Jedi test? 

ANAKIN: No, Jar-Jar, I didn’t. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh. Wesa no hab no luck needer. Dis planet not bery friendly. 

ANAKIN: Where’s Padme? I see Panaka and the Queen…

QUI-GON: She must be with the handmaidens there.  

ANAKIN: I don’t see her. Jar-Jar, was she with you guys? 
JAR-JAR: My no know. She wasen wid usen. Was she in da other airbus? 

ANAKIN: No, she wasn’t! Qui-Gon, sir, we can’t leave without her! 

PANAKA: (coming up) I’m sure she’s already aboard the ship, Anakin. 

ANAKIN: But – 

QUI-GON: Anakin, forget it. Padme isn’t important right now. 

ANAKIN: (sigh, dejected) Yes, sir. 

AMIDALA: (coming up) Greetings, Jedi. Anakin.   

QUI-GON: Your Majesty, it is our pleasure to continue to serve and protect you. 

AMIDALA: I welcome your help. Senator Palpatine fears that the Federation means to destroy me. 

QUI-GON: I assure you, I will not allow that to happen. Your ship stands ready to launch. Come.  

Sound: People start up the ramp.

PANAKA: Everyone aboard…next stop is Naboo. 
JAR-JAR: WESA GOIN HOOOOOMMMMME!!!!                                                                                                    

ANAKIN: Come on, Artoo!

ARTOO: WHISTLES EXCITEDLY. 

Sound: The last footsteps (and droid treads) head up into the ship, and the ramp closes. As the music swells into a fanfare, the ship warms up and launches. 
SCENE 9-9     INTERIOR NABOO PALACE - THRONE ROOM - THEED - NIGHT 

Sound: Night sounds. Ambient palace sounds. The crackle of a holographic image. 

DOFINE: (on holograph) I am having to speak to you through a secured channel in the conference room. I don’t trust these droids. 

NUTE: What have you found, Captain? 

DOFINE: I had a lifeform scan done of the planet’s surface, on the pretext of looking for more of those underwater primitives. 

Sound: The holoimage changes slightly. 

DOFINE: What you see here is the lifeform readings from four of the prison camps, as of this time yesterday. The second scan was done 12 hours later – 

Sound: The holoimage changes again. 

DOFINE: -- and as you see, 30 percent of those readings are now gone. As of an hour ago – 

Sound: The holoimage changes again. 

DOFINE: -- it was down to 45 percent of the original number. 

RUNE: (shaken) It is true then. We’ve been running death camps without even knowing it. 

DOFINE: Also, the number of ships picking up extracted plasma energy from Theed’s power generator complex has risen sharply. Three ships in the last hour alone have left with their cargo holds bulging with tanks of that plasma. 

NUTE: Where are they going? 

DOFINE: They have refused to say. The droids will not let me press the matter, either. 

RUNE: This is very disturbing. It will be impossible to explain our actions now if the Senate sends an investigative team. 

NUTE: What is the latest word on the election, Captain? 

DOFINE: A three-way split in the Senate. It could go either way. 

NUTE: We might be able to trust Teem. But probably not Antilles, and certainly not Palpatine. If that one wins, he’ll have Republic vessels on the way before he even finishes his inauguration speech. 

RUNE: Perhaps you could go to Coruscant and drum up support for Senator Teem. I can handle things here. 

NUTE: (sharply) I think not!! I am in charge here! (beat, then thoughtful) Still, something must be done – 

Sound: The holoimage shifts again. 

NUTE: Eh? TC-14? What do you want? 

TC-14: Sorry to interrupt, Viceroy, but we are receiving an urgent communiqué from Lord Sidious on his private comm frequency. 

NUTE: Captain, we’ll have to continue this discussion later. Put him through, TC-14. 

Sound: The holoimage changes again.  

NUTE: Greetings, my Lord. I was getting worried. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Worried? About what?

NUTE: We tried to contact you during the Senate sessions today. You did not answer. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Yes. I was monitoring the session. I was extremely pleased to see the Chancellor fail so completely. 

NUTE: Have you any word on who is likely to win? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Surprisingly, it seems Naboo’s own senator is gaining a groundswell of support. It may very likely be he who wins tomorrow. 

NUTE: Palpatine?? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: I was most surprised myself. It seems he has been quietly preparing for something like this for some time now. For all his claims to be a fair and just man, even he is not without ambition. 

NUTE: This is horrible news! My Lord, what are we to do? If he wins, Senate action against us will be inevitable --
DARTH SIDIOUS: Shut up and listen to me. The Queen has left Coruscant. She is on her way to you. 

NUTE: She is??! I’m sorry, I mean, I believe you, but – 

DARTH SIDIOUS: She has given up all hope. She has seen just how useless the Senate has become. 
NUTE: I swear we will make her sign the treaty, my Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Forget the treaty. I don’t need it anymore. 

NUTE: You don’t?? But…what about us? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: I am pleased to say that she is of no further use to us. When she arrives, destroy her and everyone with her. 

NUTE: (taken aback) My Lord?? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You heard my orders. Carry them out. 

NUTE: (reluctantly) Yes, my Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy, is the planet secure? 

NUTE: We have taken over the last pockets of primitive life forms. We are in complete control of the planet now. 
DARTH SIDIOUS: Good. 

NUTE: But my Lord, the Senate -- 

DARTH SIDIOUS: I will see to it that in the Senate – no matter who wins the election -- things stay as they are. I am sending my apprentice, Darth Maul, to join you. He will deal with the Jedi.                                                                          

NUTE: Yes, my Lord. 

Sound: The holoimage fades out. 

RUNE: A Sith here with us?!!                                                                                                         

NUTE: This does not make sense. Lord Sidious no longer needs the treaty…. and he doesn’t seem to care who wins the election tomorrow…. 

RUNE: (panicked) They are planning to betray us! Perhaps we should contact the Republic and make a full confession. The Jedi will protect us – 

NUTE: Are you brainless?!? Confess to the Republic, with a Sith Lord in the same building as us? We would not survive an hour. And even if we did, far too many have been killed here. We are neck deep in Naboo blood -- the Republic would execute us themselves. 

RUNE: Now Lord Sidious’s behavior makes sense – he has gotten what he wanted out of this, and now will leave us to take the fall. 

NUTE: We have been stupid. And far too trusting. 

RUNE: But then what are we to do?!? I knew we should never have agreed to aid the Sith in their plans…

NUTE: The Sith want the Queen dead – presumably to seal our fates. Perhaps we can use that to our advantage. 

RUNE: How do we do that? 

NUTE: (thinking as he speaks) Hmm…Somehow, we must capture her alive. We’ll make her sign the treaty…

RUNE: So we keep the planet regardless of what happens. 

NUTE: Mm-hmm. And then we can tell the Sith that we’d had her executed. Once Lord Maul has left the planet, we will tell all to the Queen. Once she understands that we could have had her killed, but didn’t, she can convince the Senate to give us asylum and protection. 

RUNE: How do we know Maul won’t simply kill us before he leaves?!? And even if he doesn’t, will he accept our word that we’d executed the Queen? 
NUTE: I know it is a long shot, but it is the only chance we have at this point!! We must take the Queen alive…

Sound: Fade out.
SCENE 9-10    EXTERIOR SPACECRAFT HANGAR – CORUSCANT – DAY

Sound: Hangar noises, and the humming of the Infiltrator in the background. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Make certain the Neimoidians kill Amidala. I sense growing uncertainty and deceit within them, especially the Viceroy. 

MAUL: I will. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: If at all possible, kill the Jedi separately. Do not try to defeat them both at once. 

MAUL: I have no doubt now that I can defeat them both, and at the same time. Rest assured, I will finish them. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Be mindful, Maul. Your overconfidence is your weakness. We are on the verge of total success -- do not underestimate the Jedi. 

MAUL: I will be careful, Master. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Do not fail me again. 

MAUL: I will not. 

Sound: Maul walks up the Infiltrator’s ramp. The ramp rises. 

HANGAR COMPUTER: Stand clear. Infiltrator vessel Scimitar is about to launch. Cloaking device activating. 

Sound: A whirring noise as the cloaking device comes on. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: (cold whisper) Do not fail me again… 

Sound: A roaring noise as the engines ignite, and the Infiltrator takes off and flies away. 

Music: Transition.  
SCENE 9-11   INTERIOR SPACE - NABOO SPACECRAFT COCKPIT -- MORNING  

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Ric Olie snores lightly, and shifts in his chair. The door opens, and Anakin walks in slowly. 

ANAKIN: (whisper) Wow. All these buttons, and lights…the simulators looked nothing like this…

Sound: Anakin presses a few buttons. 

ANAKIN: (reading from the panel) Holding stee…steady on course. Time to re…rever…reversion to realspace, one hour four minutes. Huh. Where’s the engine display…? 

RIC OLIE: (waking up) Hnnn..wh…WH-HEY!! What are you doing there!! Get away from that console!! 

ANAKIN: (jumping) Yahh!! I’m sorry!! I didn’t touch nothing!! I swear!! 

RIC OLIE: (yawning) Oh, it’s you. The kid. 

ANAKIN: (surly) My name’s Anakin. 

RIC OLIE: Sorry – Anakin. Hey Embry, why didn’t you wake me up? 

EMBRY: (in the back) What, and disturb your beauty sleep? 

ANAKIN: I was just looking over the cockpit controls. I’ve never been in a real starship before. 

RIC OLIE: Well, you shouldn’t be snooping around stuff like this. You don’t know any of this stuff. You could’ve gotten us in trouble. 

ANAKIN: Yes I do! That display there shows the amount of plasma being pumped into the hyperdrive generator, and that one shows the extra-dimensional field generated by the ship! 

RIC OLIE: Wh…(yawns again, shakes his head) Wow -- guess you do know some of this stuff. Where’d you learn all that? 

ANAKIN: From helping put some engines back together at Watto’s. Plus I played some piloting simulators at the Arena. Always got high-score, too! 

RIC OLIE: You did, huh? Well, this is a lot different from some kid’s game. It’s real complex. (flips a few switches) Hmm…portside shield generator’s a little off…

ANAKIN: It’s not all that hard to figure out. I can already tell which is the landing gear switch, and which is the hyperdrive throttle. Right there. 

RIC OLIE: Now I know they don’t have that in any simulators. Who pointed that out to you? 

ANAKIN: Nobody. I just guessed. It looked like the right place to put it. 

RIC OLIE: Huh. That’s some great guessing, kid. Tell you what – we’re still an hour off from Naboo. Autopilot’s on already -- I’ll program up some simulator scenarios for you. Give us both something to do. 

ANAKIN: Cool! Thanks! 

RIC OLIE: Embry, let us know when we’re getting close to reversion, all right? 

EMBRY: Will do. 

RIC OLIE: (presses some buttons) This is gonna be realistic, now, not some torqued-up game. You’re gonna need some quick reflexes to last for very long. 

ANAKIN: (stating the obvious) I am a Podracer.

RIC OLIE: Oh yeah – I forgot about that. All right, kid, get over here. There’s the piloting controls. 

ANAKIN: (awed) Wizard…

RIC OLIE: Since we’ve got no weapons, you’ll have to use (presses some buttons) that button there to fire. These two are the power shifters, and the shield switch is always on the right.  

ANAKIN: That lever there? 

RIC OLIE: That’s the throttle. Middle’s zero, forward to move ahead, back to reverse. 
ANAKIN: ...and that one?
RIC OLIE: Those are the forward stabilizers. 

ANAKIN: And those two control the pitch? 

RIC OLIE: You catch on pretty quick. Okay, here’s the first mission. You’re protecting a pair of freighters containing a volatile chemical. If the freighters are shaken up too much, or their shields drop below twenty percent, they explode. You have three wingmen, and you’re about to face a pirate attack. Ready? 

ANAKIN: Ready! 

RIC OLIE: (presses buttons) Go! 

Sound: The noises of simulated battle – engine noises, lasers firing, small explosions.   

RIC OLIE: Watch it – three fighters coming in on your four! 

ANAKIN: I’m on it! 

RIC OLIE: Yeah, yeah, that’s it – great going. Take it to ‘em…

SCENE 9-12     INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – COCKPIT -- NEXT TO MAIN LIFT

Sound: The battle game sounds and Ric’s voice continue, but in the distance. 

RIC OLIE: Man, you are good…five pirates down – six – yeah, target those ion cannons…

Sound: The main lift opens behind Obi-Wan. 

QUI-GON: (whisper) Padawan?

OBI-WAN: (whisper) Master. I was just…keeping an eye on the boy.  

QUI-GON: You’re starting to see it now, aren’t you? The unnatural skill, the speed, the flow in his movements…

OBI-WAN: He has the power, I won’t deny it. But I also see the enjoyment he takes out of his actions, the excitement. He’d have to learn to give that up…to view everything and everyone around him dispassionately. (sigh) The older you get, the more set in your ways you become…(bit of self-realization) and the harder it is… to adapt to something new. 

QUI-GON: He can do it. I know he can. He just needs someone to show him the right way. 

OBI-WAN: (speaking as much about himself as Anakin) But would his spirit be broken in the process…? 

QUI-GON: Come. The Queen has requested our presence in the reception room. 

OBI-WAN: (sigh) Not another mock duel…

QUI-GON: I think we’re well past that point. Come on. 

Sound: The lift door opens and closes again. A brief hum as the lift turns around. The door opens again. 

SCENE 9-13   INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT – QUEEN’S AUDIENCE CHAMBER

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. 

JAR-JAR: Hello, Quiggon. Obi-One. 

OBI-WAN: What are you doing here? 

JAR-JAR: My no know. Da Queen ask for my to be here too.  

PANAKA: Here they are, your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Excellent. Master Qui-Gon, Obi-Wan, Jar-Jar, stand before me.  

JAR-JAR: (uncertain whisper) Da Queen seems diff’rent somehow. Did yousa notice…?                                        

OBI-WAN: (whisper) Yes, I have. I noticed it back at the landing platform. The whole sense of the Force around her is different. Almost as though she were a different…person…

AMIDALA: I have called you here to discuss our strategy when we land on Naboo. Master Qui-Gon, where did you initially land on Naboo? 

QUI-GON: In the swamp areas east of Naboo, near Lake Paonga. 

AMIDALA: We shall land there, then.                                                                                                                                

PANAKA: I still don’t understand why you insisted on making this trip.                   

AMIDALA: When we land on Naboo, I intend to end this invasion. My people have suffered enough.                                                                                                                                 

PANAKA: As soon as we land the Federation will arrest you, and force you to sign the treaty. If they don’t simply kill you on the spot!   

QUI-GON: I agree...I'm not sure what you would wish to accomplish by this. 

AMIDALA: I will take back what's ours. 

PANAKA: There are too few of us, Your Highness. We have no army! 

QUI-GON: And I can only protect you, Your Highness. I can’t fight a war for you. 
AMIDALA: Nor would I ask you to, Master Jedi. If what I plan comes to pass, the people of Naboo will fight that battle themselves…all the people of Naboo. Jar-Jar Binks! 

JAR-JAR: (puzzled) Mesa, Your Highness? 

AMIDALA: Yes. I need your help. 

PANAKA: The Gungan?!? What help could he possibly be? 

AMIDALA: Jar-Jar, listen to me. When we land, I want you to return to Otoh Gunga, and ask the leaders to meet with me. They can decide the place. 

QUI-GON: Meet with the Gungans? 

PANAKA: Why? 

AMIDALA: Jar-Jar told me that the Gungans have a great army. With their aid, we can – 

PANAKA: They are fierce warriors, I agree. But spears and slings aren’t going to be any match for those droids! 

OBI-WAN: I’m afraid you may find convincing them very difficult. They have no love lost for the Naboo. 

AMIDALA: I’m going to try to correct that. 

JAR-JAR: Boot, yousa Highness…da Gungans no like my needer! Deysa kill my if my go back again! 

QUI-GON: He does have a point. 

AMIDALA: I have an answer to that as well. 

Sound: A strange, tiny shimmering noise. 

AMIDALA: Jar-Jar, stand before me, and accept this token. I want you to present it to the Gungan leaders.  

PANAKA: Your Highness, is that what I think it is?? 

AMIDALA: It is. 

PANAKA: (awed) The sigil of the Globe of Peace. 

OBI-WAN: What is it? It looks like plasma energy encased in that little ball…

PANAKA: It is. A smaller replica of a larger globe presented to Queen Zenda by the Gungans hundreds of years ago, to seal the peace treaty between them. 

AMIDALA: It will show them that you have my favor, and that I am serious about meeting with them. The treaty made it clear the token was to be used only in the direst of emergencies. 

JAR-JAR: M…my honored by dis, yousa Highness. My take good care of it. 

PANAKA: I think somebody should accompany him – 

JAR-JAR: No! Dat no needed! Mesa no let yousa down, yousa Highness! Yousa da first one who ever beliv in my. My talk da Boss Nass into helpin’. Someway… 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 9-14     INTERIOR NABOO CRUISER COCKPIT - DAY 

Sound: Ambient cockpit noises. Sounds of simulated space battle on the console. 

RIC OLIE: Yeah, yeah, one more, one more – YEAHH!!! Attaboy, Anakin!! 

Sound: One last explosion, and the battle noises end. 

ANAKIN: YEEAAHH!! I DID IT!! 

RIC OLIE: Every last one of those pirates gone, along with their mothership – and the freighter’s shields never got below sixty percent. Incredible!! Hey, have you ever considered joining a starfighter squadron? 

ANAKIN: You mean a real one??

RIC OLIE: Uh huh. I don’t know if the Queen would allow someone so young to join up, but I could put in a good word for you.

ANAKIN: I…I don’t know. I mean…. I’ve got other things I’ve gotta do. 

RIC OLIE: Like what? 

ANAKIN: Well – 

Sound: The door opens, and Panaka and Obi-Wan enter. 

PANAKA: (sharply) What’s the boy doing here? 

RIC OLIE: Oh, we were just killing time, sir. 

PANAKA: Well, go on kid. We’re about to leave hyperspace. 

ANAKIN: (dejected) Yes, sir.

Sound: The door opens and closes as Anakin leaves. 

OBI-WAN: How’d he do? 

RIC OLIE: A lot better than most of the pilots in Bravo squadron, that’s for damn sure.   

PANAKA: Get that battle scenario off the screen. We’re approaching the Naboo system. 

RIC OLIE: I’ve been keeping my eye on it. Thirty seconds to reversion. 

PANAKA: Shields up, full forward. After what happened last time, they’re really gonna give us a fight coming in. Did we restock our repair droids? 

RIC OLIE: Yeah, droid bay’s full now. Shields ready. 

OBI-WAN: Fifteen seconds. Sublight engines prepped. 

PANAKA: If you know any good prayers, now’s the time. 

OBI-WAN: May the Force be with us. 

RIC OLIE: Five…four…three…two…

Sound: The hyperdrive pitches down, and the ship rumbles with deceleration. The sublight engines ignite. 
PANAKA: What the…?!? The blockade's gone! There’s no ships. 
OBI-WAN: (sigh of relief) Of course. The war's over... There’s no need for a blockade when you control the port.  

PANAKA: Well, at least we were prepared for trouble. 

RIC OLIE: We may have trouble yet. I have one battleship on my scope, in low orbit. 

OBI-WAN: Let me see. It’s a droid control ship. Used to control the surface forces.   

PANAKA: They've probably spotted us. 

OBI-WAN: We haven't much time…. (hits some buttons) Keep us as far from that ship as you can, Ric. Land us…here. Near this lake. 

RIC OLIE: All right. What are we gonna do there, if you don’t mind my asking? 

OBI-WAN: Try to pull off a diplomatic miracle.   
RIC OLIE: Oh…kay. Sorry I asked. Entering outer atmosphere. Tell the Queen we’ll be landing in a few minutes. 

PANAKA: We’ll need to set out from the ship immediately upon landing. The Federation will be quick to try and capture us. There’s no going back now. 

OBI-WAN: Let’s hope the Gungans are more willing to listen. 

PANAKA: Let’s hope the Gungans aren’t willing to do the Federation a favor by killing us…

Sound: The engine roar grows louder, and then fades with other noises for transition. 

NARRATOR: Two-dozen men, women, children and droids. Trapped on what has now become enemy territory, with no avenue of escape. As the galaxy beyond braces itself for momentous change, it falls to this tiny group to free an entire planet from the grip of an unfeeling, uncompromising robotic enemy. And beyond them…the Sith. 

Music: Star Wars End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS.   

30

