THE PHANTOM MENACE  - Christopher McElroy  - Chapter Two


CHAPTER TWO: 

“ASSAULT ON PARADISE” 

CAST: (in chronological order)


SOUND/FX ROLES:

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala                                        Droideka P-59

Captain Gordon Panaka                                                       Droideka P-60

Rabe

Sabe

Sache

Eirtae

Yane

Governor Sio Bibble

Hela Brandes

Lufta Shif

Hugo Eckener

Graf Zapalo
RSF Officer

Comm Center Officer

Viceroy Nute Gunray

Senator Augustus Palpatine

Chancellor Finis Valorum

Sei Taria

Qui-Gon Jinn

Mace Windu

Obi-Wan Kenobi

Captain Madakor

Lieutenant Williams
Neimoidian Officer

Battle Droid OHM-536

TC-14

Tey How

Captain Daultay Dofine

Lieutenant Rune Haako

Darth Sidious

Radiant VII Pilot
Battle Droid OWO-1

Battle Droid SSA-1015
ANNOUNCER: Star Wars – The Phantom Menace. Based on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Two – “Assault on Paradise.” 

Music: Star Wars 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. But on the small world of Naboo, in the distant outer rim of the galaxy, the turmoil in the Republic is rarely (if at all) noticed. On this lush, beautiful world, art, learning, farming, ranching and craftsmanship are the pastimes. Ruled by the benevolent teenaged Queen Amidala, the people of Naboo have enjoyed millennia of peace, prosperity and leisure. 

Sound: The trickling noises of a small fountain. The chirping of birds, and the distant clip-clops of people walking on stone floors. 

NARRATOR: Even the Queen herself has time and room for a life outside the throne. In disguise as the handmaiden Padme Naberrie, she is able to travel into the cities of Naboo and experience the life of her subjects firsthand. Having been recently elected to the throne at the tender age of 14, she is anticipating a calm and untroubled eight-year term of office… 

SCENE 2-1     EXTERIOR – ROYAL PALACE OF THEED – GARDEN  
PADME: (clears her throat) “Proud graduates, teachers, and parents. Permit me to congratulate you on this joyous day, as you take your first steps into a new life” – no, that doesn’t sound right. (pause) Okay. “Proud citizens of tomorrow, allow me to congratulate you on this joyous day, as you take your first steps into a new life.” No, that doesn’t sound right either. Maybe it’s the voice -- I should try it in the royal voice. (sigh) 

NOTE: Whenever Padme speaks in her “handmaiden” role, she speaks in a normal tone of voice. When speaking as the Queen, she speaks with a lowered, cultured “regal” voice. To avoid confusion, any references to her character’s voice are PADME for the “handmaiden” and QUEEN AMIDALA for her royal voice. 

QUEEN AMIDALA: Hmm. “A few years ago, you entered the Royal House of Learning as mere children. Today, you stand victorious—“ no, too martial – “Today, you stand as accomplished adults, ready for the even greater challenges ahead of you. Remember always that you come from a loving family, and a loving world. And wherever your travels may take you, be it here on Naboo or in the galaxy beyond, you will always carry part of that family – that world – with you. And you will always carry their love.”  (back to PADME’S voice) Yes! Much better. 

Sound: A pair of footsteps come up. 

PANAKA: Padme? Padme Naberrie? 

PADME: I’m right here, Captain Panaka. I’m working on – on the Queen’s speech for the upcoming graduation ceremonies at the House of Learning. 

PANAKA: I heard a pause there. You’d better work on that. Remember, any reference you make to the Queen should automatically be in the third person. 

PADME: I’ll work on it, Gordon. What did you need? 

PANAKA: The Queen has requested your presence in the throne room later today when she conducts her appointments. 

PADME: Sabe’s having trouble again? I had her memorize what I wanted done today. 

PANAKA: She still wants you there in person, just in case something unexpected happens. 

PADME: Really -- what’s the point of being in disguise if I can’t get away from the job for a while?   

PANAKA: Your Highness, I didn’t create the handmaiden decoy plan as a way for you to slack off. I created it for your protection. 

PADME: From what?? When I appointed you to replace Captain Magneta as royal head of security, I didn’t think I was getting someone paranoid. 

PANAKA: Your Highness, it is important for you to be cautious. The galaxy is not what it used to be. 

PADME: I’m sorry. (pause) Things have been so serious around here lately. Those pirate attacks, the attempt on my life out in that asteroid field…did we ever find out what that was about? 

PANAKA: No. And the Trade Federation hasn’t been much help either. They insisted they were going to meet you out there, but were called away at the last minute. 

PADME: Probably got scared off by the pirates. (sigh) Ever since that trade summit fiasco on Eriadu, the Federation has been jumpy. 

PANAKA: Can’t say I blame them. Their entire directorate murdered by a reprogrammed security droid – in full view of the other summit members, no less – that’d put a scare into anyone.  

PADME: If they weren’t so heavy-handed with their member worlds, I would almost feel sorry for them.  

PANAKA: If you ask me, they’ve had it their own way out here for far too long. There’s no other competition left – almost everyone in the outlying systems has to trade through them now. And now that that slimy Neimoidian’s in charge… 

PADME: I never would have thought you prejudiced. 

PANAKA: It’s not prejudice, it’s…well, okay, maybe I am a little prejudiced. I admit it. But it’s hard not to be with those greedy leeches – you know I actually prefer Gungans to them? That’s how bad they are. Only ones I know who consider backstabbing a virtue. (beat) Well, other than Bothans. 

PADME: Hmm. You know, I’ve always wanted to meet a Gungan. In person. Find out if they really are as stupid, savage and uncivilized as people say. 

PANAKA: They’re not. Trust me. 

PADME: Then why are the people so afraid of them? The last battle with the Gungans was so long ago. 

PANAKA: Long memories, mixed with ignorance. And it doesn’t help that the Gungans themselves are so secretive. Except for some traders, any curious folks who snoop around the lakes and swamps are quickly escorted back out. 

PADME: I’d love to get to know them. It’s not right, in this day and age, for the people of our world to be afraid of another just because they don’t know them. Queen Zenda brokered the peace treaty with them centuries ago, and I was elected because I believe in traditional values such as peace and understanding.  

PANAKA: There’s no telling how the Gungans would react to such an overture. They don’t like us any more than we like them, I assure you. 

PADME: Are you sure? 

PANAKA: It’s just the way things are, I’m afraid. No point looking for trouble.  

PADME: (disappointed) No, I suppose not. Still, I would like to get the Advisory Council’s input on the possibility of talks. 

PANAKA: Fair enough. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.  

PADME: Well, have the handmaidens meet me in my quarters. Today I sit on the throne…

Music: Transition. 
SCENE 2-2  INTERIOR – NABOO ROYAL PALACE – QUEEN’S QUARTERS – DAY  

Sound: The rustling of cloth and the tugging of hair. 

PADME: Ow! Watch it, Rabe! 

RABE: Sorry. I’ve got to get your hair securely bound. Count your blessings – in the old days, these headdresses didn’t have artificial hair. The King or Queen had to have their hair woven into them! 

PADME: Thank the gods for progress – OUCH!! 

RABE: Sorry! 

SABE: One of these days, they should build a tiny repulsorlift into these things. I’ve heard that “heavy is the head that wears the crown,” but this is ridiculous! 

PADME: I’d rather wear a crown than these awful gold and cloth headdresses. 
RABE: Okay, Sache, give me the headdress…
SACHE: (grunts) Careful with it…

RABE: And…here we go! 

PADME: Ow. 

EIRTAE: Hang on, Padme. I need to touch up your makeup, right there at the ear…
SABE: Yes. It needs to be totally white. No skin color at all… 

EIRTAE: There we go. Lipstick, Yane…
YANE: Here! 

EIRTAE: The red scar of remembrance, at the middle of the lower lip. Got it! Your Highness, you are ready to face your subjects! 

Sound: Rustling of cloth as Eirtae curtsies. The other handmaidens (and the Queen) laugh. 

PADME: Nice curtsy, Eirtae. Practicing for the next formal ball, I see. 

EIRTAE: I hardly need to practice for that. Those slow dances, they’re boring. 

YANE: Except for when Windom is there…
HANDMAIDENS: GIGGLE. 

EIRTAE: Shut up, Yane!
PADME: Who’s Windom? 
YANE: He’s a cute boy. Works in the Parnelli Art Museum. He also attends Governor Bibble’s pottery class with Eirtae and Rabe. 

RABE: I’ve noticed he’s been looking at you, Eirtae. I think he’s gonna ask you out. 

EIRTAE: He’s just a boy. That’s all. 
SABE: Then why are you blushing? 
HANDMAIDENS: GIGGLE AGAIN. 
PADME: All right, all right. By the way, Rabe, when do I get to see that new pot you’re working on? You said it was going to blow Eirtae’s swirling vase away. 

EIRTAE: How? Is it made out of explosives? 

RABE: You just wait. 

Sound: Door opens. 

PANAKA: Your Highness? Are you ready? 

AMIDALA: Yes, Captain. (back to Padme’s voice) Good luck with that boy, Eirtae. Sabe, Yane, come on. 

SABE: Bye, Eirtae! 

YANE: See you later, Sache!  

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 2-3   INTERIOR – NABOO ROYAL PALACE – THRONE ROOM – DAY

Sound: Ambient throne room noises. The crying out of birds far outside the palace. 

AMIDALA: I call this meeting of the Naboo Royal Advisory Council to order. We will begin with local status updates from each member. Governor Bibble, how are things in Theed City? 

BIBBLE: Couldn’t be better, your Highness. Offworld trade profits are showing a surplus, plasma energy stores also a surplus, and preparations for the graduation ceremonies are ahead of schedule. 

AMIDALA: Just what I like to hear, Governor. Hela Brandes, progress on the music for the ceremony? 

HELA: I’m almost finished composing now, your Highness. The royal band will begin rehearsals the day after tomorrow. 

AMIDALA: I may stop in on the rehearsals. I’d love to hear what you come up with. 

HELA: I would be honored. 

AMIDALA: Lufta Shif, how many are graduating this year? 
LUFTA: 432 students, your Highness. Half with top honors. 

AMIDALA: Wonderful. Hugo Eckener, construction report? 

HUGO: Plans for the expansion of the Ellie Arcadium are finalized. I estimate we will only have to lose six trees. Samplings of the trees will be taken beforehand and planted elsewhere in the city. 
AMIDALA: A fair trade. Graf Zapalo, how are your designs for the underground probe coming along? 

GRAF: Quite well, your Highness. However, there are a few problems with the underwater sensors. I’d like to consult some Gungan scientists about it, but I haven’t been able to get in contact with them. 

AMIDALA: I want to come back to that in a minute. First, let’s get the planetary reports out of the way. Governor Bibble, is the census complete yet? 

BIBBLE: Yes, your Highness. Total population is now listed as roughly 610 million. Estimate about 2,000 births by this time next year. 

AMIDALA: Security Force report, Captain Panaka? 

PANAKA: The N-1 pilots are coming along in their training. Captain Olie believes they can dispense with autopilot programs and start manual liftoffs and landings as early as next week. Pirate reports in the sector have been quiet. The prototype bomber craft has completed its’ air trials, it’s ready for use. 

BIBBLE: May I state again how unnecessary I deem that project? A bomber craft is unnecessary. We have had no major civil strife in nearly eighty years – 

AMIDALA: Captain, I tend to agree with the governor. This was one of King Veruna’s pet projects, was it not? 

PANAKA: He…He felt a strong military was a guarantee of peace. 

BIBBLE: A strong military is an invitation to battle. 

AMIDALA: I will not ask you to scrap the bomber, Captain, but I will not authorize the production of any further vessels. 

PANAKA: Understood. 

AMIDALA: Speaking of the late King…any new word on the nature of his death? 

PANAKA: There were a few sightings in the country of a certain bounty hunter, Aurra Sing. She’s known to work with the Hutts, and we know Veruna was dealing with them. It’s possible he was killed for not following through on a deal he’d made with them. 

AMIDALA: Possible? Is there any way to confirm that? 

PANAKA: I’m afraid not. Captain Magneta was very thorough in destroying the records, and Republic judiciary officers have been unable to find her. 

AMIDALA: That is…unfortunate. (beat) All right. Now for what I was wanting to talk about. It seems to me there is a very real problem among our people concerning – 

Sound: Air raid sirens begin to wail throughout the palace. 

AMIDALA: What is happening?? 

PANAKA: Hang on –

Sound: A comlink is activated. 

PANAKA: Panaka to Royal Security Force headquarters. What’s going on? 

RSF OFFICER: (over comlink) Several large vessels are moving out of hyperspace and heading towards our planet! They are in battle formation!! 

AMIDALA: (shocked) Battle formation?!?

PANAKA: Instruct royal hangar to scramble all fighters! 

HELA: What is happening?!? Who are these people? 

BIBBLE: Must be the pirates again. 

GRAF: And our starfighter pilots still aren’t ready…

RSF OFFICER: Pilots are scrambling, sir. Scanners indicate fifty large vessels… battleship size…. configuration consistent with… Trade Federation vessels?!? 

BIBBLE: What…?!?
RSF OFFICER: They are moving into equidistant positions orbiting the planet. 

PANAKA: Hail them. 

RSF OFFICER: We’ve been trying since they first appeared, sir. No response to hails. 

AMIDALA: Captain, give me the comm center. Emergency channel. 

PANAKA: Stand by, RSF. (presses some buttons) Go. 

AMIDALA: Comm center, stand by to broadcast the following on all frequencies. This is Queen Amidala, ruler of Naboo. We are under imminent danger of attack. To all star systems within range of this signal, please send military aid at once. We have only a skeletal starfighter force and cannot defend ourselves. 

COMM CENTER: (on comm) Message recorded. Standing by to send. 

AMIDALA: Remain on standby, comm. Let’s see what our visitors have in mind. 

COMM CENTER: Your Highness, the lead Federation ship is sending a stand-by signal. They’re about to transmit. 

AMIDALA: Put it through here.  

Sound: The comm channel activates. 

NUTE: (on comm) People of Naboo, and citizens of the Galactic Republic… 

AMIDALA: Who am I hearing? 

BIBBLE: Nute Gunray, the acting head of the Federation. 

NUTE: Due to the unforgivable actions of Supreme Chancellor Valorum, ruler of the Republic, the Trade Federation is about to teach a lesson in the real use of power. We have completely blockaded the planet of Naboo and the surrounding star system with our armed and shielded freighters. No spacecraft of any kind will be allowed to leave the planet, or come to the planet. Any attempts at either will be dealt with decisively. 

AMIDALA: (whisper) By the gods…

BIBBLE: Why? Why our world?!? 

NUTE: This blockade will stay in place until Tax Resolution BR-0371, regarding the unfair taxation of the free trade zones of the Mid and Outer Rim Territories, is abolished. 

BIBBLE: A tax law?!? They’re blockading our planet because of a tax law?!?

LUFTA: Are they insane?!?

NUTE: This ultimatum is non-negotiable. We will refuse any pleas for leniency by Naboo or the Senate. Further, we will consider any attempts to free Naboo by military and/or Jedi forces a blatant act of war, and the Chancellor alone will be held responsible by us. This will be our only communication until our demands are met. 

Sound: The comm channel deactivates. 

BIBBLE: By all the stars in the heavens…

PANAKA: Blockading our world… what could they hope to gain? 

COMM CENTER: They’re repeating the message, your Highness, on all Holonet and Hyperchannels. 

AMIDALA: Are they jamming our offsystem communications? 

COMM CENTER: Not yet. 

AMIDALA: Open a channel to the Viceroy – now! 

COMM CENTER: Contacting…he’s responding…

Sound: A holoimage comes to life. 

NUTE: Greetings, your Highness. It is an honor to speak to you. I must compliment you on this beautiful throne room – 

AMIDALA: I did not call you for insincere flattery!! Why are you blockading my world?!?

NUTE: You heard my address to the Republic. I thought it was clear. 

AMIDALA: It is nothing of the sort. Why my world?!? We have been customers in good standing with you for centuries!! 

NUTE: Ask your Senator. I’m sure he can explain. 

BIBBLE: What is that supposed to mean?? Senator Palpatine is a fine, upstanding fellow!

AMIDALA: What will it take to end this quickly, Viceroy? 

NUTE: Other than convince the Senate to overthrow the tax on the trade routes? Nothing, I am afraid. It depends entirely on the Republic when your world will be free from these…constraints. 

AMIDALA: That is not fair – 

NUTE: If you will excuse me, your Highness, I said I would accept no further communications, other than from the Senate. If you will excuse me…

Sound: The holoimage breaks up and disappears.

BIBBLE: The sheer audacity of that…that…being! 

AMIDALA: I want a holochannel to Senator Palpatine on the capital world of Coruscant immediately. He apparently has some explaining to do. 

COMM CENTER: Yes, your Highness. Sending… 

BIBBLE: What is the arms complement of a Federation vessel? 

LUFTA: (barely disguised panic) Yes, Captain. Are we in danger?

PANAKA: It’s hard to say. I know they’ve been augmenting their shields and weapons in response to pirate attacks, but I don’t know to what level. 

COMM CENTER: I have a line to Senator Palpatine, your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Put him on holo. 

Sound: The fizzling, buzzing sound of a holographic image. 

AMIDALA: Senator, are you reading me? 

PALPATINE: (on comm) Your Highness, I was just about to call you. I’ve just received a most disturbing message from the Trade Federation…

AMIDALA: As have we. Their vessels are orbiting us now. What is this tax law they are talking about? 

PALPATINE: It was passed just after you came into office. It placed a ten percent tariff on intergalactic trade routes beyond the Core. Almost all Trade Federation routes, but that was unavoidable considering their monopoly. Besides which, the Chancellor felt they were growing too powerful. 

AMIDALA: The Viceroy implied you had a role in this, Senator. Is that why we are the ones being blockaded? 

PALPATINE: (beat) I don’t know what he’s talking about, your Highness. You can check the Senate records and news reports yourself, I voted against the tax. 

AMIDALA: I see. I apologize for doubting you.  

PALPATINE: It’s quite all right. I’m afraid I have to cut this short – I’m going to talk to the Chancellor in his office right now. I’ll try my best to end this quickly, your Majesty. 

AMIDALA: Thank you, Senator. Keep us informed. 

Sound: The holographic image fades. 

PANAKA: So now it’s a waiting game. 

AMIDALA: (desolate whisper) How could this have happened…?? 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 2-4   INTERIOR – CORUSCANT – CHANCELLOR’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Sound: The roar of air traffic outside and far below a quiet room. The hum of air conditioners, equipment, etc.  

VALORUM: How? How could things have possibly come to this? 
PALPATINE: It is distressing, indeed. It seems I shouldn’t have suggested that tax idea to you. 
VALORUM: You did what you thought best for the Republic. How could you have known, my old friend? How could I have known that by donating that tax money to develop the outlying systems, I was in fact enriching myself via a family holding I barely knew about? And for the Senate to jump all over me for that – no, no, you’re not to blame. 

PALPATINE: That doesn’t change the fact that they’re making an example of my home planet. What do we do now? 
VALORUM: I have been asking myself that for the last five weeks. Directly order the repeal of the the tax like they want, and I might as well turn in my resignation alongside the repeal order. I would sacrifice all the power and credibility I have left. Not that I have much now to lose… 

PALPATINE: But continue to stand your ground, and my people will be reduced to a pre-industrial state…or worse. There is abundant food, but the planetary economy’s being devastated without intergalactic trade. Soon Naboo will be impoverished and I’ll likely lose my Senate seat. 
VALORUM: You know Bail Antilles and Ainlee Teem are sharpening their knives, waiting for me to make the least little error. I don’t know what they hope to gain – after all that’s happened to me this year, any sensible man would stay well away from any thoughts of Chancellorship. 

PALPATINE: True. I certainly would not want your burden. 

VALORUM: I’m sorry to hear that. I have thought at times of resigning and nominating you to replace me. But these days, my recommendation would likely doom your election chances there and then. 

PALPATINE: It’s all right. I’m not sure they would have me, anyway. I’m too boring. 

VALORUM: (chuckles) Thank you for buying me this new chair, by the way. 

PALPATINE: You’re welcome, Finis. 

VALORUM: It feels like a throne. Looks kind of like one, too. I almost don’t feel worthy of it. 

PALPATINE: You’re more worthy of it than most other Senators I know. (sigh) They’re like spoiled children. All more interested in the kickbacks they get from special interests, than in passing and enforcing laws. And now the courts are getting into the same mess. 

VALORUM: When I was elected, I swore – to my family and myself – that I would clean up the Senate. But now…things are even worse than when I entered office. It hurts me. It hurts me deeply.  

PALPATINE: It hurts me too. But all we can do is fight the good fight. I’ve told the Queen that we’re letting the Senate handle the situation for now. 

VALORUM: It’s taking too long. 

PALPATINE: Have some faith in them, my friend. They’re not all corrupt. And I’ll use what influence I have to try and expedite things. (starts to walk out. The door opens.) 

VALORUM: Augustus? 

PALPATINE: Yes? 

VALORUM: I’ve had…. a very strange feeling these last few months. That everything that has happened – the summit, the pirate attacks on the Federation and the Rim worlds, the Senate gridlock, the Valorum Shipping scandal – that all of it has somehow been…orchestrated. 

PALPATINE: By who? 

VALORUM: I don’t know. A phantom, if you will. Perhaps of my imagination. 

PALPATINE: And here I thought I was the only one denied Jedi training in my infancy. Are you sensitive to the Force? 

VALORUM: (chuckles) I’m not, unfortunately. But I do have political intuition. And it’s telling me that there’s a linchpin to all this mess somewhere. If I could find it…perhaps everything would turn out all right... 

Sound: A beeping noise. 

VALORUM: Yes, Sei Taria? 

SEI TARIA: (female Asian voice) A message for you, sir, from the Royal Palace of Naboo. 

VALORUM: Stand by. (sigh) She’s calling me every day, asking if the Senate has ruled yet. 

PALPATINE: You know…you could try sending some ambassadors to the blockade area. Get some talks going while waiting for the Senate to eventually rule. It would at least show you’re trying to resolve this matter as best you could. 

VALORUM: I doubt it would help. But thanks for the idea anyway. 

PALPATINE: Good night, old friend. 

Sound: The door opens and shuts as Palpatine leaves.

VALORUM: All right Sei, put it on holo. 

Sound: A holographic image rezzes into existence. 

VALORUM: Hello again, your Highness. And before you ask, I’m afraid I can’t offer you any better news at this point. 

AMIDALA: (cold and angry) Chancellor, I have been hearing this out of you for weeks. Does it truly take so long for the Senate to decide whether or not to help one of its’ own member worlds?? Gods forbid they ever had to decide against an attack from outside the Republic... 

VALORUM: Your Highness, I truly wish there were a way I could expedite matters. But I’ve done all I can do. So has your senator. At this point, matters simply have to take their course – 

AMIDALA: That is unacceptable. Unemployment and crime is skyrocketing in our cities. Our Royal Security Force is being pushed past their limits to maintain order. Starvation is beginning to appear in the smaller villages! 

VALORUM: (exasperated) I know this, I know. What would you have me do? Directly order the Senate to repeal the tax? Issue some executive order to repeal it? I don’t have the power, or the right! 

AMIDALA: Know this, Chancellor. I am holding you personally responsible for the suffering of my people. Find a way to end this blockade now, before you become known as the Chancellor who taxed an entire planet to death.

Sound: The holoimage fades away.     

VALORUM: (to himself, frustrated) There must be a way. Somehow… (beat) Perhaps ambassadors, like Palpatine said? No, no, it wouldn’t help…or would it? Perhaps…not regular ambassadors, but…

Sound: A few buttons are pressed. A beep. 

SEI TARIA: Yes, Chancellor? 

VALORUM: I’d like a channel to the Jedi Temple, please. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 2-5   INTERIOR – JEDI TEMPLE – QUI-GON’S QUARTERS -- NIGHT
Sound: The humming and whirring of Qui-Gon’s lightsaber blade as it arcs through the air, blocking laser bolts fired by hissing target remotes. 
QUI-GON: (to himself) The Force is my ally. The Force gives me knowledge. The Force gives me strength. I give the Force life. I believe in the Force…as it believes in me. 
Sound: Qui-Gon blocks two bolts at once, creating a strange “echo” effect. 

QUI-GON: Through meditation, the Jedi learns how to contact the Force. Through training, the Jedi learns how to control the Force. Through the lightsaber, the Jedi learns to let the Force contact and control him. Through diplomacy and peacekeeping, the Force acts through the Jedi. Together, the Jedi and the Force are unstoppable.

Sound: A tone from a door. Qui-Gon deactivates his lightsaber, and the hissing movements of the target drones stop. 

QUI-GON: Target drones, return to your station. 

Sound: Qui-Gon walks to the door as the target drones hiss away. With the push of a button, the door opens and Mace Windu walks in. 

QUI-GON: Hello, Master Windu. 

MACE: Mace, please. I hope I haven’t caught you at a bad time. 

QUI-GON: (as the door closes) I was just practicing with target drones. 

MACE: Always in lightsaber practice. The way of the Jedi is a spiritual discipline as well as a physical one. Do you ever take the time to meditate? 

QUI-GON: Sometimes, when I feel the need to. Otherwise, I simply sleep like other people. 

MACE: You should learn to be more mindful of the Unifying Force, Qui-Gon. Your predilection for the Living Force may one day be your undoing. 

QUI-GON: Is that a prophecy, Master? 

MACE: No, just friendly advice. Relax, Qui-Gon. This isn’t the Council chamber, and you’re with a friend. 

QUI-GON: What did you want to speak to me about? 

MACE: Off the record…the Council has been discussing your apprentice, Obi-Wan Kenobi. 

QUI-GON: What about him? 

MACE: Well, he is twenty-five years old now. At that age, both you and I were knighted and training our first apprentices. But he still hasn’t faced the trials of knighthood yet. 

QUI-GON: It is, of course, up to the Council to decide when he faces those trials. And you are senior member. 

MACE: True. We believe he is indeed almost ready. In a month, perhaps two. But there are a couple of things we would like you to concentrate on with him. 

QUI-GON: Such as his insensitivity to the present, the things and people around him not pertinent to whatever mission he’s on. I’ve noted that myself, and I’ve been working with him on that. 

MACE: That too. But we also sense he is impatient, and growing restless with the slow pace of his training. He tends to take his frustrations out on his sparring partners here at the Temple. Is he the same out in the field? 

QUI-GON: Yes. He is tempered and focused when dealing with matters of negotiation and judgment, but fierce and unrelenting in battle. Too fierce, I worry. 

MACE: That leaves him vulnerable to the temptation of the Dark Side, and he must resist that if he is to pass the trials. 

QUI-GON: Yes. I will do what I can, of course. 

MACE: That is all we ask. 

Sound: A beeping noise. 

QUI-GON: A message for me? Computer, activate holographic imager. 

MACE: I’ll leave if it’s private – 

QUI-GON: No, that’s not necessary. 

Sound: A holographic image crackles to life. 

QUI-GON: Chancellor. I bow before you and swear my allegiance. 

MACE: And I too. 

Sound: The rustling of cloth as the two Jedi bow. 

VALORUM: Please, get up, Jedi. You have no need for such ceremony around me. Qui-Gon, I trust you are well? 

QUI-GON: I am. 

VALORUM: Master Windu, I’m glad you are here as well. I want you to relay to the Council what I am about to tell you. 

MACE: We are listening. 

VALORUM: Nearly a month ago, an emergency situation erupted on the Outer Rim world of Naboo… 
Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 2-6    INTERIOR – JEDI TEMPLE - SAME 

Sound: Holoimage fades in, indicating change in time but not location.  

VALORUM: …the morning after the blockade began, Senator Dod repeated Gunray’s ultimatum and formally moved to repeal BR-0371. I made no move to block the motion, and I freely allowed the Senate to decide the best course of action. But even without my direct involvement, the discussions on whether or not to repeal has taken time. Too much time.  

QUI-GON: Time the people of Naboo do not have. 

VALORUM: You understand then, my wish to see this crisis resolved as quickly as possible? 

MACE: We do. 

VALORUM: Qui-Gon Jinn, although you have served me with distinction at Ord Mantell, Eriadu, and elsewhere, I will deny I sent you should matters come to worst. This will be without the knowledge and authorization of the Senate. You are free to refuse if you wish, and I will not think the less of you if you do. 

QUI-GON: I understand. But it is not the Jedi’s way to stand by idly while injustice is being committed. I volunteer -- gladly -- for this mission. 

VALORUM: I knew I could count on you. Master Jinn, you are welcome to as many of the Republic’s resources as you deem necessary. 

QUI-GON: All I need is a ship. And information on Naboo and the current state of the Trade Federation. 

VALORUM: I shall have the Corellian light cruiser Radiant VII put at your disposal. I believe you have used that vessel before. And I’ll have a full briefing sent to you en route to Naboo. Leave tonight, and you should be there by morning two days later. 

MACE: And if the Senate has this issue resolved by then? 

VALORUM: I very seriously doubt that will be the case, Master Windu. 

QUI-GON: I shall leave in an hour, then. 
MACE: And I shall inform the High Council of the situation. Rest assured, you have our full support. 

VALORUM: Thank you, Mace. May the Force be with you. 

MACE: And with you. 
Sound: The holographic image fades. 

QUI-GON: I’ll start packing. Obi-Wan is still out in the city, searching for Bondara and Assant – if he isn’t back by the time I go, see to it he’s watched over. 

MACE: I think it better if you wait and take him with you. You’ve left him here many a time to go on missions like these, and I know it bothers him. He can’t learn if he stays here, you see.  

QUI-GON: (beat) No, he can’t. You’re right Master, I’ll take him. A diplomatic mission would be good practice for him, in ways of patience and attention to small details. 

MACE: Then I’ll leave you to your packing. Qui-Gon…be careful.   

QUI-GON: I always am. 

Music: Transition.
SCENE 2-7   INTERIOR REPUBLIC CRUISER – TRAVEL POD

Sound: The interior hum of the Republic Cruiser. A power door opens with a “whoosh”, and a single pair of footsteps walk up. 

QUI-GON: Good morning, Obi-Wan. 

OBI-WAN: Good morning, Master. I brought our breakfast. 

QUI-GON: Thank you. (sits down as Obi-Wan lays out the plates) I’ve already sent your report on the deaths of Master Bondara and Learner Assant to the Council. 

OBI-WAN: Thank you, Master. 

QUI-GON: You’re up and about early. Still bothered about finding them dead? 

OBI-WAN: Yes. What I felt there at the scene…it was…terrible.  

QUI-GON: Even Jedi are not invincible.

OBI-WAN: That’s not what I mean. There was…a feeling in the Force at the scene that I’ve never felt before. Very disturbed, very twisted.   

QUI-GON: It was the Dark Side you felt. 

OBI-WAN: Yes. But…I’ve never felt it so strongly before. It permeated the air…

QUI-GON: Be calm, my student. Remember, fear is a way to the Dark Side. It can only affect you if you let it. Release your fear, and the Dark Side loses its’ grip. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. 

QUI-GON: Have you reviewed the dossier on Naboo like I asked? 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. We must thank Chancellor Valorum for sending this to us. 

QUI-GON: I already did when he transmitted it. 

OBI-WAN: As far as why the Federation is doing this, I’m afraid I’m as stumped as you are. Naboo has a unique energy source – a plasma energy drawn from the core -- but that’s about all it does have.  

QUI-GON: Indeed. 

OBI-WAN: I can’t understand why they would open defy the Republic like this. Surely they know what would happen…

QUI-GON: Much has changed since the days of old. The Republic only has a skeletal security force. There aren’t as many Jedi as before. And after such recent fiascoes as the loss of the Katana fleet and the Yinchorri uprising, many outside forces are feeling bolder. 

OBI-WAN: Matters must be bad to have Neimoidians feeling this bold. I was always under the impression that they were just as cowardly as they were greedy. Exactly how are we going to make the Viceroy agree to negotiate? Outside of a veiled threat, I don’t think we have much leverage. 

QUI-GON: All we need to do is to get them talking. By sending us, Chancellor Valorum is hoping we’ll catch something other diplomats can’t.

OBI-WAN: Like perhaps why they’ve resorting to a blockade? 

QUI-GON: Exactly. By using that veiled threat, something might slip out of their mouths before they realize it.  

OBI-WAN: And if they call our bluff – or should I say the Chancellor’s bluff -- what then? 

QUI-GON: That…will be up to the Chancellor and the Senate. 

Sound: The beeping of a ship’s intercom. 

CAPTAIN: Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi, please report to the main cockpit. We are leaving hyperspace in one minute. 

QUI-GON: Come on, Obi-Wan. I want to speak to the Viceroy personally. 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 2-8   INTERIOR REPUBLIC CRUISER - COCKPIT 

Sound: Cockpit sounds. Static as communications link is established. 

CAPTAIN MADAKOR: Freighter Saa’kak, this is Radiant VII of the Republic Diplomatic Corps, Captain Arden Madakor speaking. Please acknowledge. 

DOFINE: (on comm) This is Captain Daultay Dofine of the Saa’kak, speaking for the Trade Federation. We are surprised by your visit. May we ask what the purpose of your arrival is? 

CAPTAIN MADAKOR: We are carrying two ambassadors from Supreme Chancellor Valorum. They wish to speak to Viceroy Nute Gunray concerning the blockade of this system. 

DOFINE: I see. Wait a few moments, Captain, while I inform the Viceroy. 

Sound: The beeping of the comlink. 

QUI-GON: And so it begins… 

OBI-WAN: Will they allow us to board, or will they simply make us wait in orbit? 

CAPTAIN: We’ve sent the proper protocol and recognition codes. They’d be risking an incident by refusing us. 

OBI-WAN: How many freighters are out there? 

CAPTAIN: Hang on. (checks instruments) About fifty. All in strategic orbital positions.

OBI-WAN: Do the sensors indicate anything unusual about them? Energy readings? 

CAPTAIN: I can’t get a good reading. They must have sensor dampers in place.  

Sound: The crackle of the comlink. 

NUTE: Greetings to the honorable Republic diplomats. I am Viceroy Nute Gunray of the Trade Federation. I would ask, as a matter of protocol, if all communications between us be kept on visual only. 

OBI-WAN: They’re asking us to wait outside, not telling us. 

QUI-GON: Hmm. Perhaps stalling for time? 

CAPTAIN: The Ambassadors were told they would get to speak to you in person, Viceroy. 

NUTE: Ah…well, Captain, I am a very busy person, as you can imagine… 

QUI-GON: Captain? 

CAPTAIN: Yes, sir? 

QUI-GON: Tell them we wish to board at once. 

CAPTAIN: Yes, sir. With all due respect for the Trade Federation, the Ambassadors for the Supreme Chancellor wish to board immediately. 

NUTE: Yes, yes, of course...ahhh...as you know, our blockade is perfectly legal, and we'd be happy to receive the Ambassadors...Happy to. 

Sound: The comlink deactivates. 

CAPTAIN: They’ve lowered their shields. I’m receiving docking coordinates. Bring us in, Lieutenant Williams. 

LIEUTENANT: Yes, Captain. Beginning final approach…

OBI-WAN: So far, the bluff appears to be working. 

QUI-GON: We haven’t even begun the bluff yet. As far as they know, they’re hosting a pair of regular diplomats. 

OBI-WAN: Do we disabuse them of that notion? 

QUI-GON: Perhaps. Come on – I want to disembark the moment we’ve docked. Captain, contact the Chancellor and inform him that we have arrived. 

CAPTAIN: Yes, sir. We’ll be docking momentarily. 

Sound: The roar of the Republic cruiser’s engines, as it moves in to a landing inside the Federation battleship’s docking bay.  

SCENE 2-9   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP - CORRIDOR
Sound: The hum of the battleship’s corridor. The engines of the Republic Cruiser, muffled by a door, die out in the far distance. 

NEIMOIDIAN: Well, there they are. Diplomats from the Republic. Maybe now we will get some idea what is going on, and why we are blockading this small planet, eh OHM-536? 

OHM-536: I am not programmed to speculate. 

Sound: An elevator door opens, and the metallic footsteps of a droid clip-clop out. 

TC-14: Excuse me. This corridor does lead to the VIP hangar, does it not? 

NEIMOIDIAN: Yes, it does. Just put yourself over there by the door. I’m sure the passengers will be out shortly. 

TC-14: Thank you very much, sir. 

Sound: The droid clip-clops out into the distance. 

NEIMOIDIAN: Whoever the diplomats are, they must be important if the Viceroy sent one of those useless protocol gearheads to greet them. I swear, those things can try even an Ithorian’s patience. I bet you’d love to blast every one of those you see, eh? 

OHM-536: I am not programmed to love. 

NEIMOIDIAN: (sigh) I’d find a better conversation with a young Neimoidian grub. 

Sound: The door opens. Two sets of human footprints come up. 
QUI-GON: Greetings, droid. Please lead us to the Viceroy. 

TC-14: I'm TC-14 at your service. This way, please. 

Sound: The two human footprints (and one droid one) move off down the hallway. 
NEIMOIDIAN: (alarmed) Did you see that? Two robed and hooded people…that is not standard diplomat uniform, is it? 

OHM-536: I am not programmed in fashion knowledge. 

NEIMOIDIAN: I have heard the Viceroy speaks privately with a robed and hooded figure. Whenever he finishes speaking, he retires to his quarters until he can calm down again. I can think of only one kind of person who inspires that much fear. Those “diplomats”…they can only be Jedi. That’s trouble, don’t you think?                                                                                                          

OHM-536: I am not programmed to think. 

NEIMOIDIAN: You are worthless as something to talk to! What are you programmed for?!?

OHM-536: To follow the orders of the central command computer. 

NEIMOIDIAN: And those are? 

OHM-536: To capture and destroy. 

NEIMOIDIAN: Capture and destroy…? What kind of security droid are you? 

OHM-536: Wait...consulting computer…er…um…I am not allowed to answer that question.   

SCENE 2-10   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – ANOTHER CORRIDOR 

Sound: The hum of an elevator. It grows louder, then stops. Elevator doors open, and the two sets of human footsteps (and the one droid one) steps out and walks. 

OBI-WAN: Your automation facilities must be very advanced. I’ve only seen four Neimoidians so far. 

TC-14: It is one of the Federation’s great strengths, sir. It allows the living members of the Federation time to plan and supervise. 

OBI-WAN: Hmm. 

QUI-GON: Where is the command center from here? 

TC-14: Inside the central sphere. But the Viceroy will meet you in a conference room on this level, on the outer port deck. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) What are you thinking about, Master? 

QUI-GON: I’ve sensed the same thought in the few Neimoidians we’ve seen so far. “Why are we here? Why are we doing this?” Is it possible only the Viceroy knows why this blockade is here? 

OBI-WAN: Is it possible the Viceroy is acting on his own, now that the directorate is no longer around to override him? 

QUI-GON: Too many questions, and no answers – 

Sound: The far-off sound of a door closing. 

OBI-WAN: Master! Did you see th—

QUI-GON: What? What did you see? 

OBI-WAN: I thought…TC-14, what is beyond that door?  

TC-14: That door? It is merely a storage area. We are currently carrying cargo meant for Naboo that we will resell. Please, follow me…

Sound: The droid clip-clops off again. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) For a brief second, Master…it looked like one of what the dossier described as “battle droids.” Thin, tan-colored, skeletal. And with a blaster rifle in its’ hand. 

QUI-GON: (whisper) Could be just a security droid. They’re similar enough. There were certainly plenty of them out in the hangar.  

OBI-WAN: (whisper) A Neimoidian spotted me and shut the door before I could get a better look at what was in the room. I’m not sure, but I think there were more of them in there. Much more.  

QUI-GON: Hmm. 

TC-14: Ah. Here we are. 

Sound: A door opens. 

TC-14: This way, ambassadors…

SCENE 2-11   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP - CONFERENCE ROOM 

Sound: The three sets of footsteps walk up. 
TC-14: I hope your honored sirs will be most comfortable here. My master will be with you shortly. 

QUI-GON: Thank you, TC-14. 

Sound: The droid clip-clops off. The door closes. 

QUI-GON: Well, I suggest we make ourselves comfortable, Padawan. 
OBI-WAN: I have a bad feeling about this. 

QUI-GON: I don't sense anything. 

OBI-WAN: It's not about the mission, Master. It's something...elsewhere...elusive. But also familiar. 

QUI-GON: Coruscant? 

OBI-WAN: Yes. I still can’t understand how a Master and his apprentice could be defeated so easily, without a trace of their killer… 

QUI-GON: Don't center on your anxiety, Obi-Wan. Keep your concentration here and now where it belongs. 

OBI-WAN: But Master Yoda says I should be mindful of the future, of the Unifying Force --  

QUI-GON: ...but not at the expense of the moment. Be mindful of the Living Force, my young Padawan. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. (pause) How do you think the trade viceroy will deal with the Chancellor's demands? 

QUI-GON: These Federation types are cowards. The negotiations will be short. 

OBI-WAN: I feel so…uneasy. Master, may I contact the ship? 

QUI-GON: (sigh) If you must. 

Sound: The comlink is activated. 

CAPTAIN: This is the Radiant VII. 

OBI-WAN: Captain Madakor, have you had any luck getting past those sensor dampers yet? 

CAPTAIN: Not yet. We’ll let you know if we do. 

OBI-WAN: Very well. Obi-Wan out. (comlink deactivates) So now what do we do? 

QUI-GON: Now we sit down, and we wait. 

SCENE 2-12    INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP - BRIDGE 
Sound: Bridge sounds. The chatter of droids. The hiss of the bridge door opening. 

TEY HOW: Viceroy on the bridge! 

NUTE: (walking up) Really, Tey How. You do not need to do that every time I enter. 

DOFINE: Forgive her, Viceroy Gunray. Her data goggles make her seem smarter than she actually is. 

NUTE: I see. Have the Ambassadors docked yet? 

DOFINE: Yes, they have. They’re waiting in one of the conference rooms now. 

NUTE: I can’t understand it. The last I had heard, the Senate was hopelessly deadlocked. How could they send anyone? 

DOFINE: The Chancellor must have sent them himself. He is threatening us!  

NUTE: Calm down, Captain! Who are the ambassadors? Have they been identified? 

DOFINE: I have TC-14 down there with them. Once they are situated, she will come up here and tell us who they are. 

Sound: The door opens again. 

DOFINE: Ah, here she is now. 

TC-14: Greetings, Captain. Greetings, Viceroy. 

DOFINE: Have you learned anything about our visitors? 

TC-14: They are very anxious to speak to the Viceroy. They are Jedi Knights, I believe.  
NUTE: (shaken) What?!? What did you say? 

TC-14: The Ambassadors are Jedi Knights, I believe. The younger one referred to the older one as “Master.” And my infrared vision mode showed objects hidden under their robes. Objects consistent with Jedi lightsabers. 
DOFINE: I knew it! They were sent to force a settlement. Blind me, we're done for!                                                                                                                                                                                     

NUTE: Stay calm! I’ll wager the Senate isn’t aware of the Supreme Chancellor’s moves here. Go distract them. I will contact Lord Sidious.                                                                                                 

DOFINE: Are you brain dead? I’ve heard the tales about them -- mind readers and magicians! I’m not going in there with two Jedi!                                                                                                  

NUTE: They’re not leaving until they talk with me in person! Just buy me a few minutes, Daultay.                                                          

DOFINE: Send the droid. She can keep them occupied.                                                                                             
TC-14: (beat, then squeaky sigh) Very well, sir. I am on my way. 

NUTE: Give them some refreshments while they are waiting. That will give us some more time. Tey How, summon Rune Haako to the bridge at once. 

TEY HOW: Yes, Viceroy. 

SCENE 2-13   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – CONFERENCE ROOM

Sound: Conference room sounds. The door opens and closes, and the clip-clop of droid footsteps. 

QUI-GON: Is the Viceroy ready to speak to us? 

TC-14: I’m afraid not, Ambassador. Important matters are detaining him at the moment. 

OBI-WAN: This strikes me as rather rude of the Viceroy. He is aware of who sent us? 

TC-14: The Viceroy is aware, and he regrets the delay. Please, relax here until he arrives. I have brought fresh caf. May I…? 

QUI-GON: No, we’re fine. 

OBI-WAN: Is it in their nature to make us wait this long?                                                                                                                                                                                                                      

QUI-GON: No…I sense an unusual amount of fear for something as trivial as this trade dispute.

OBI-WAN: You’re starting to sense it now too, aren’t you? That strange, dark feeling? 

QUI-GON: (beat) Perhaps you’d better try the ship again, Obi-Wan. Thank you, droid. We need nothing else. You can leave now. 

TC-14: I have been ordered to stay in here, and see to your needs. A drink for you…Obi-Wan, is it? 

OBI-WAN: Master? 

QUI-GON: Never mind the ship, for now. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, I’ll have a drink. Thank you. 

QUI-GON: Me too… 

SCENE 2-14    INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – BRIDGE

Sound: Bridge sounds. The crackle of a holographic image forming. 

NUTE: Greetings, My Lord. 

RUNE: Greetings, Lord Sidious. 

DOFINE: Greetings. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: This had better be good, Viceroy. I was busy on other matters. What is it?                                                                                                   

NUTE: The Chancellor has sent ambassadors to force a settlement. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Yes, I know. 

NUTE: They are…Jedi!!          

DARTH SIDIOUS: (a reverent whisper) Jedi? Are you sure?                                                                                    

NUTE: They have been identified, My Lord. Two of them. One with long brown hair and a beard…

DARTH SIDIOUS: Qui-Gon Jinn. 

NUTE: And the other, a younger one, with short hair, a braid, and clean shaven…

DARTH SIDIOUS: Obi-Wan Kenobi. The same two who interfered in our deal with the Bartokk assassins months ago. So, the Chancellor is growing suspicious of our actions…

DOFINE: This scheme of yours has failed, Lord Sidious. The blockade is finished! We dare not go against the Jedi.                                                                                                                                      

DARTH SIDIOUS: You seem more worried about the Jedi than you are of me, Dofine. I am amused. Viceroy! 

NUTE: Yes, My Lord?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

DARTH SIDIOUS: I don’t want this stunted slime in my sight again…do you understand?                                                                                                                                                                                             

NUTE: Yes, My Lord. Captain Dofine, leave us. 

DOFINE: (moving off) You don’t have to tell me twice…

DARTH SIDIOUS: This turn of events is unfortunate, but not fatal. We must accelerate our plans, Viceroy. Begin landing your troops.                                                                                                                                

NUTE: Ahhh, My Lord, is that…legal?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    

DARTH SIDIOUS: I will MAKE it legal.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    

NUTE: And…the Jedi??                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           

DARTH SIDIOUS: The Chancellor should have never brought them into this. Kill them immediately. Destroy their ship.                                                                                                                                                                    

NUTE: M-My Lord, I…that is rather….extreme action, isn’t it? The Republic will – 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Don’t worry about the Republic -- worry about me. Who was it who gave you the planet Dorvalla? 

NUTE: Y-you, My Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Who was it who arranged for you to take control of the Federation by killing the entire Federation protectorate at that summit on Eriadu? 

NUTE: You. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Who was it who arranged for the Hutts to arm your ships with Baktoid and Colicoid-designed droid soldiers? 

NUTE: You, My Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: What I gave, I can just as easily take away. Just as I did with your late associate, Hath Monchar. 

NUTE: Th-that was you?!?

DARTH SIDIOUS: Yes. So I don’t want to hear any more about whether my orders to you are legal or not. Understood? Carry out my commands. 

NUTE: Ye…yes, My Lord. As you wish. 

Sound: The hologram sound hisses and fades away. 

RUNE: Is he insane? Destroying a Republic vessel? 

NUTE: What choice do we have?!? You heard him – he can have us both killed! 

RUNE: Wonderful. We are trapped with a Sith Lord on one side, and the Republic on the other! The Senate will want our heads for certain…

NUTE: The Senate need never know. And if they do, the Chancellor will be in just as much trouble as us. Tey How, activate the anti-pirate weaponry inside the docking bay. Aim for the engines – I don’t want to give them a chance to raise shields or defend themselves. 

TEY HOW: Yes, sir.  

SCENE 2-15   INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP – CONFERENCE ROOM 

OBI-WAN: Master, it’s been close to twenty minutes. This is stretching politeness to the limit. 

QUI-GON: I’m afraid I must agree. TC-14, go back and tell the Viceroy that we demand an immediate – 

Sound: The comlink beeps. 

OBI-WAN: Hold on. Yes? 

CAPTAIN: (on comlink) Obi-Wan, we’ve managed to break the sensor dampening. This freighter isn’t a freighter!! It’s well shielded and armed to the teeth! We’re reading hidden turbolaser cannons on the outside of the ship, numerous starfighters in various hangars inside – 

PILOT: (on comlink) CAPTAIN!? LOOK!! There’s something coming out of the hangar’s roof! 

CAPTAIN: (on comlink) It looks like…. a turbolaser!! RAISE SH – 

Sound: Over the comlink, the report of turbolaser fire. The dying screams of the Captain and Pilot are cut off by the sound of a huge explosion – also cut off as the ship is destroyed and the comlink connection broken. The conference room rumbles from the shock wave of the explosion. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan leap to their feet, igniting their lightsabers in one motion. TC-14 drops the tray, and it clatters on the floor. 

TC-14: Ahhhh…sorry, sir. The Viceroy…

OBI-WAN: They’ve destroyed our ship! 

QUI-GON: Quiet!! Listen! 

Sound: A faint hissing sound can be heard. 

QUI-GON: That smell…Dioxis! Hold your breath, Obi-Wan! They’re trying to poison us! 

QUI-GON AND OBI-WAN: EACH TAKE IN A DEEP BREATH. 

Sound: The hissing sound grows louder, and the Jedi extinguish their lightsabers. Fade out and music up for transition. 

SCENE 2-16    INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP - HALLWAY 

Sound: Hallway noises. The numerous clip-clops of droid footsteps. 

OWO-1: SSA-1015, we have arrived. 

SSA-1015: I see there are eight of you, as ordered. Set blaster rifles to full. 

BATTLE DROIDS: Roger Roger. 

Sound: The fizzling of a hologram. 

NUTE: (filtered) We have you on our viewscreen, Captain. 

SSA-1015: Viceroy. My troops are in position to deal with the Jedi. 
NUTE: The room has been filled with gas for fifteen minutes. They must be dead by now. Move in and destroy what is left of them. 

SSA-1015: Understood, Viceroy. 

Sound: The hologram fades off.

SSA-1015: Opening the door. Stay alert, troops…

Sound: The door opens. The droids cock their weapons. After a long moment, the clip-clop of a droid’s footsteps. 
TC-14: Oh, excuse me, I’m so sorry… 

SSA-1015: Out of the way, protocol droid. Check it out, Corporal OWO-1. We’ll cover you.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      

OWO-1: Roger roger.

Sound: The droid steps forward a little. 

OWO-1: My visual receptors are not reading any movement. 

SSA-1015: Troops, move in! 

Sound: Two lightsabers igniting. 

SSA-1015: Uh oh…. blast them!

Sound: A cacophony of laser bolts and the hum of lightsabers. Sparking noises as the bolts are deflected.   
SCENE 2-17    INTERIOR FEDERATION BATTLESHIP - BRIDGE 

Sound: The lightsabers and laser bolts are filtered on a holo screen. 
NUTE: What is that noise I am hearing? OWO-1, What is happening?!?
OWO-1: Something is wrong, Viceroy. Not sure exactly what... 

Sound: The hum of a lightsaber, and the “death scream” of OWO-1. Suddenly, the holo transmission goes to static. 
NUTE: What in blazes is going on down there? 

TEY HOW: We’ve lost the transmission, sir! Internal sensors indicate Captain OWT-14 and all eight troops have been destroyed. 

NUTE: The Jedi?!? They can’t still be alive!  

RUNE: Have you ever encountered a Jedi Knight before, sir? 

NUTE: Well, not exactly, but I don't...(panicked) Seal off the bridge! 

TEY HOW: Yes, sir. Closing doors now. 

RUNE: That won't be enough. 

Sound: The doors to the bridge slam shut. 

NUTE: I want droidekas up here at once!!! 

TEY HOW: Destroyer droids are being dispatched to bridge level, sir. 

RUNE: We will not survive this… 

NUTE: Rune, shut up!!! Captain Dofine, put the entire ship on alert! Put as many battle droids between the conference room and the bridge as you can! 

DOFINE: I’ll see to it at once!!

Sound: A rising alarm wail. 

TEY HOW: Sir, we have them on visual. They are heading for a turbolift. 

RUNE: Incredible. Those lightsabers…they are cutting through our droids as though they were made of cloth…

NUTE: Stupid droids!! Can’t you hit two men?!?

RUNE: Look at how the Jedi are moving! Every laser bolt the droids fire is being deflected back at them! I’ve never seen any human move so fast…

NUTE: You sound like you are admiring them! Whose side are you on?!? 

TEY HOW: They have entered the lift. They have programmed it to go to the bridge level. 

NUTE: Freeze the lift! 

TEY HOW: Done, sir. Visual switching to elevator interior. 

Sound: The filtered hum of a lightsaber, and cutting sounds.

NUTE: What are they doing? Cutting the elevator roof open…do they intend to climb all the way up to the bridge level? 

RUNE: It would take too long. 

DOFINE: I’ll send battle droids to level three. They can shoot down at the Jedi – 

NUTE: Wait!! What are they…they’re flying?!? Nobody said Jedi could fly!

DOFINE: I thought they were human…

TEY HOW: Viceroy, I am reading a massive wind reading inside the elevator shaft…

RUNE: That must be how they are doing it! Levitating on the wind! I told you they were magicians!!

NUTE: Only the older one is levitating – the younger one is holding on to his side. But what is the younger one doing…? There is nothing in his hand, why is he pointing it at the elevator door? 

TEY HOW: Sir, a malfunction in turbolift door 17. It is opening without being commanded – 

NUTE: And the Jedi are stepping through!! They’re on our level now! Are the droidekas outside the bridge yet? 

TEY HOW: Not yet.

RUNE: The Colicoids said those droidekas were unstoppable, even against Jedi. They’d better be worth the money we paid on them… 

DOFINE: We have twenty droids in position. They’ll all rush the Jedi at once. Even they cannot withstand that – 

Sound: The far-off sound of lightsabers, droid screams, laser bolts, and cutting noises. 

NUTE: I don’t believe this!! Your droids are incompetent!!

DOFINE: My droids?!? You’re the one who brought them aboard – 

RUNE: Captain, leave us!! You are worthless! 

DOFINE: (moving off) It doesn’t matter, we’re all about to die anyway…

RUNE: They’re about to reach the door…

OBI-WAN: (filtered through speakers) Get away from us! GO BACK!!

Sound: The wails of three droids as they’re flung through the air and crash to the ground.  

NUTE: Did you see that?!? He just threw out his hand, and the droids were knocked back ten feet! But by what? I didn’t see anything!

RUNE: How many times must I say it, they are magicians! We are doomed! 

NUTE: They’ll need their magic if they hope to open that door! It’s no elevator door, it is five-inches thick durasteel!  

QUI-GON: (filtered) Obi-Wan, cover me! 

OBI-WAN: (filtered) Yes, Master! 

Sound: The lightsaber begins to cut through the door like a blowtorch. The door sizzles and hisses as the blade cuts through it. 

NUTE: No…. no…!!!

RUNE: What are those swords of theirs made of?!? I’ve never heard of anything cutting through durasteel like that!! 

QUI-GON: (through the hole) Viceroy Gunray, you have a lot of explaining to do! 

NUTE: We need more protection!! Close the blast doors!!! 

TEY HOW: Closing, sir! 

Sound: The huge, very thick blast door slams shut, followed by a second door, then a third. There is a hissing sound as the huge doors seal shut. 

NUTE: Hah! That will hold them! 

QUI-GON: (over speaker) Going to be that way about it, eh? 

Sound: A louder sizzling sound, as Qui-Gon stabs the door with his lightsaber and holds it there. 

NUTE: The door…it’s glowing…
RUNE: He’s burning through the door’s locks! They're still coming through! 

NUTE: Impossible!! This is impossible!! 

RUNE: They’ll be in here any second!! Where are those droidekas?!? 
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OBI-WAN: Master, how much longer? 

QUI-GON: Another minute…

Sound: Distant rolling noises, coming closer. 
OBI-WAN: MASTER!! DESTROYERS!!! 

QUI-GON: Offhand, I'd say this mission is past the negotiation stage. 

OBI-WAN: They’ll be out of wheel configuration in seconds! I don’t think I can handle them alone…

Sound: Qui-Gon removes his blade from the door. 

QUI-GON: All right, I’m with you!  

Sound: The droids convert into battle configuration. 

P-59: Targets sighted. Open fire. 

Sound: A shower of laser fire, which the Jedi deflect. Little pinging noises as the bolts hit shields, and sparking noises as the bolts rebound onto the ceiling, walls and floor. 
OBI-WAN: Big metal bugs…
QUI-GON: Focus, Obi-Wan! Keep your guard up! 

OBI-WAN: (frustrated growl) They have shield generators! I can’t even dent them! 
QUI-GON: It's a standoff! It’s no good – we can’t fight these things and go for the Viceroy as well! Let's go!

OBI-WAN: Race you! 

Sound: A whistling sound and two running sets of footsteps unnaturally speeded up. The footsteps and lightsaber hums fade into the distance. Blasting noises as the droidekas’ lasers hit the door. 

P-59: Cease fire! Targets are moving too fast for motion sensors to get a weapons lock. 
P-60: Switch to bio-tracking...There they are! Open fire! 

QUI-GON: (far off) Through here, Obi-Wan! This way!!

Sound: The droidekas continue to fire, walking as they do.
NARRATOR: With frightening speed, what began as a mere protest of tax laws has turned into a planet’s battle for survival. Chased through a maze-like battleship, Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi find themselves in a situation they could never have predicted – or may be able to do anything about. With no ship to escape to, they are only two men against the onslaught of thousands of unfeeling, unrelenting battle droids. And only the mysterious Darth Sidious knows why this is happening, or where it may lead…

Music: Closing theme up under credits.  

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS.
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