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  On the planet Naboo, the Gungans’ annual Festival of Warriors was interrupted by an invasion of mysterious droids. Boss Nass, ruler of the underwater city of Otoh Gunga, refused to cancel any festival competitions, but he urged the entrants to proceed with caution. Boss Nass’s niece, Major Fassa, not only prevented a trio of droids from destroying festival arena but also went on to win the Big Nasty Free-For-All.


  The three droids were brought to an Otoh Gunga laboratory maintained by Lob Dizz, a Gungan scientist and engineer. Two droids confessed they belonged to an interstellar pirate named Captain Swagg, who intended to loot ancient artifacts from the temple at the Gungans’ sacred place.


  Boss Nass received additional bad news from Commander Wollod, who noted that the great Gungan historian Rep Been had already left for a scheduled inspection of the sacred place. Hearing this, Boss Nass feared that Rep Been had been captured by Captain Swagg. Boss Nass summoned the Gungan Grand Army from Lake Umberbool, then assembled a rescue team with Major Fassa, Captain Tarpals, Lob Dizz, Commander Wollod, and Jar Jar Binks. Traveling in Boss Nass’s heyblibber, they sped to the sacred place.


  Mere moments before Swagg’s ship lifted off, the daring Captain Tarpals boarded the vessel, eliminated the remaining droids, rescued Rep Been, and recovered the stolen artifacts. Unfortunately, Tarpals was not able to capture Captain Swagg, who used an escape pod to flee into space. Tarpals navigated the pirate ship and its contents back to the sacred place, where he was greeted by Boss Nass and the Gungan Grand Army.


  When Tarpals remembered he’d left Jar Jar in a trap, he raced through the forest save him. Tarpals believed Jar Jar was dying, especially when Jar Jar made a last request: he wanted front row seats to view the Bongo Rally, the most thrilling high-speed event in the Festival of Warriors. After the guilt-ridden Tarpals promised he would get the prized seats, he realized Jar Jar was all right, and he suspected that Jar Jar had deliberately tricked him.


  Tarpals was not amused.
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  From the steps of the sacred place, Boss Nass and Major Fassa watched as the Grand Army troops unloaded the artifacts from the pirate starship. Boss Nass could not believe that the precious relics had nearly been lost forever, or that they had been so easily taken by the notorious Captain Swagg and his droids.


  Lob Dizz had analyzed Swagg’s log and had discovered that somehow Swagg had learned a great deal about Gungan culture and technology. The information had allowed him to plan the theft with calculated precision.


  The ruler of Otoh Gunga turned to Fassa and said, “Mesa posten guards alla round da sacred place. If dat Cap’n Swagg comen back, hesa ganna be pounded.”


  Major Fassa scanned the area for Captain Tarpals and Jar Jar Binks. She couldn’t spot either of them. Right after Tarpals had landed the pirate starship, he’d run off into the woods without any explanation. She was more concerned about Jar Jar, who she hadn’t seen since they’d left Boss Nass’s heyblibber back at the swamp. Fassa knew that Tarpals could take care of himself, but she wasn’t so sure about Jar Jar.


  Boss Nass sensed that something was on Major Fassa’s mind, so he asked, “Sumptin wrong, Fassa?”


  “Mesa worryin about Jar Jar Binks,” she admitted. Just then, she saw Tarpals push his way past some small trees and emerge from the dense forest. A moment later, Tarpals was followed by Jar Jar, who walked with a slight limp. “Dare hesa is!” Fassa exclaimed with excitement as she ran down the steps. “Hey, Jar Jar!”


  Boss Nass grimaced. He didn't want Fassa to be worried about Jar Jar. Actually, he didn’t want her to have any feelings for Jar Jar at all.


  Jar Jar was still on probation for having destroyed the habitat bubbles at the Otoh Gunga Zoo, and it would only take one more accident for Jar Jar to be banished to the swamps.


  Captain Tarpals approached Boss Nass, who said, “Yousa done a berry brave ting, Tarpals, when yousa go after da pirate ship all by yousaself. When wesa return to da Festival of Warriors, mesa ganna hold a parade in yousa honor.”


  Tarpals bowed and replied, “Tank yousa, Boss Nass, boot wit all respect, my requestin no such fanfare. Serven inda Grand Army is mesa reward. My just doen mesa job."


  “Surely, dare’s sumptin my can do to show mesa gratitude?” Boss Nass insisted.


  Tarpals thought of his promise to Jar Jar, and said, “Any chance yousa gettin my a ticket for da Bongo Rally?”


  Boss Nass nodded and said, “Consider it done deal. Also, my inviten yousa to a party at mesa mansion tomorrow, followen da race. Un no refusen. My insist.”


  “Tanks, Boss.” Tarpals saluted Boss Nass, then walked toward the pirate ship so he could help unload the ancient relics.


  Boss Nass was wondering why Jar Jar Binks couldn’t have turned out more like Tarpals. Then his thoughts were interrupted by Rep Been, who shouted, “Careful wit dat!” to four Gungan soldiers as they hefted a statue out of the pirate ship. Rep Been trotted over to Boss Nass and reported, “Da unloaden is comen along okeyday, Boss.”


  “Humph,” Boss Nass grunted.


  “Sumptin wrong, Boss?” Rep Been asked.


  Rep Been was an old friend as well as an advisor, so Boss Nass decided to tell him the truth. “My gotta problem, Been. In case yousa no know, my niece Fassa declared a life debt to Jar Jar Binks.”


  “Binks?” Rep Been said with surprise. “No, mesa no know dat. Dat’s terrible! Major Fassa isa good soldier, un Binks is sucha klutzee.”


  Boss Nass nodded in agreement, then added, “Metinks Binks is unworthy. No only hisen un bungler, boot hisen lazy. Gotta longo history of axadentes, dat fella. His antics alritty got him on probation.”


  “Probation, yousa say?” Rep Been noted with interest. “Hmmm. Now, did Major Fassa make da pledge before or after Binks was place-ed on probation?”


  Boss Nass thought back to the moment that Fassa and Jar Jar first met, and tried to remember the exact moment when he’d placed Jar Jar on probation. “Was after dat, she made da pledge,” Boss Nass recalled. “Why yousa asken?”


  “Accordin to da ancient laws,” Rep Been explained, “no Gungan can pledge life debt to a Gungan who’s on probation. Is almost as bad as maken a pledge to a criminal, so it is just no allowed. On da otter hand, if Fassa make da pledge before Jar Jar on probation, den she either gotta take back da pledge or go on probation, too.”


  “Wait a bombad minute!” Boss Nass said with some excitement. “Yous sayen dat since Fassa make da pledge to Jar Jar after mesa place him on probation...”


  “Da life debt isa null un void,” Rep Been stated. “Dare is no debt.” Suddenly, he was lifted off the ground by Boss Nass, who held him in a tight hug.


  “Tanks, Rep Been!” said a truly grateful Boss Nass as he released Been and gave him a friendly swat on the back. “Dat’s da best news mesa heard in mesa life.”


  Just then, Boss Nass and Rep Been turned to see Fassa and Jar Jar approach. Jar Jar had one arm slung over Fassa’s shoulders, and one of her arms was wrapped around his waist.


  “Get yousa mitts offa my niece!” Boss Nass sputtered.


  Jar Jar tried to pull away from Fassa, but she tightened her hold around his waist as she faced Boss Nass and said, “No be ridiculous, uncle! Jar Jar was wounded by a spring left by da mackineeks. Lookit his ankle! All swollen, it tis.”


  Boss Nass glanced at Jar Jar’s ankle and noted that it was indeed a bit swollen.


  “Captain Tarpals got my outta da trap,” Jar Jar said as he stared at the ground, unable to meet Boss Nass’s piercing gaze. Jar Jar was still a bit dizzy from having hung upside down for so long.


  “Yousa hair dat, Rep Been?” Boss Nass asked as he nudged the Rep. “Captain Tarpals rescued Jar Jar from a trap.” Boss Nass looked back at Jar Jar and asked, “So, dat meanen yousa pledged a life debt to Captain Tarpals?”


  Boss Nass’s question made Jar Jar’s head spin even more. A life debt was a very serious matter. Jar Jar was already overwhelmed by the fact that Major Fassa had pledged a life debt to him, so the possibility that he might owe a life debt to Tarpals made his situation even more complicated. His imagination kicked in. If Fassa owed a life debt to Jar Jar, and Jar Jar owed a life debt to Tarpals, would Fassa’s pledge extend to Tarpals? And what would happen if Fassa ever saved Tarpals’s life? Would the three Gungans have life debts to each other, or would all life debts be cancelled?


  Jar Jar decided to offer Boss Nass the opportunity to answer his own question. Jar Jar asked, “Yousa tinken mesa owen Cap’n Tarpals a life debt?”


  Boss Nass grinned and shook his broad head. “No, Jar Jar. Mesa no tinken Captain Tarpals deserves dat kinda burden.”


  Hearing this, Jar Jar didn’t know whether to feel relieved or insulted. Before he could say anything, Boss Nass continued: “Un speaken of life debts, Rep Been just brought sumptin to mesa attention. Isa against da ancient rules to pledge life debt to anybody on probation.”


  “What?” Fassa said with genuine surprise. “But Jar Jar saved my!”


  “No matter,” Rep Been said with a shrug. “According tada laws, yousa pledge to Binks is invalid.”


  Jar Jar felt dizzy. Ever since Fassa had made her pledge to him, he’d been uncomfortable with all her attention, and had even tried to avoid her. It wasn’t just that he felt unworthy or that he feared Boss Nass’s wrath. He desperately wanted Fassa to like him for who he was, and not because she felt that she owed him anything. Now he was afraid she would have no interest in him at all.


  As Fassa continued to support Jar Jar’s weight, she declared, “My respict da ancient rules, un my taken back mesa pledge to Jar Jar.”


  At Fassa’s words, Jar Jar felt even more ill, and Boss Nass made an effort not to smile too much. Rep Been nodded and said, “Is good dat yousa repict da ancient rules, Major.”


  Without warning, Fassa turned her head quickly and placed a kiss on Jar Jar’s right cheek. “Mesa still tink yousa berry berry brave, Jar Jar. Let mesa hep yousa back to da heyblibber.”


  A cascade of happiness fell over Jar Jar Binks. As Fassa helped him walk away from the temple, he realized he hadn’t noticed how Boss Nass and Rep Been had reacted when Fassa kissed him. Jar Jar craned his neck to look back at the two Gungans. Both wore expressions of pure astonishment. Jar Jar was tempted to stick his tongue out at them, but he didn’t. Instead, he turned to Fassa and said, “Tanks, Fassa.”


  “No mention it,” Fassa replied as she helped him along. He was already walking better, but Fassa kept her arm around his waist as they made their way back to the swamp and the waiting heyblibber. “Bet yousa ganna be heppy ta be back in Otoh Gunga,” Fassa said.


  “Oh, no,” Jar Jar moaned. “Mesa just remimber. My gotta go back to Lake Umberbool immediately! If mesa late for mesa job at Brass Marshoo’s restaurant, Marshoo ganna clobber my!”
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  Seated within his escape pod, Captain Swagg was furious over the loss of his starship, not to mention the Gungan treasures. The blue-skinned pirate stared through the pod’s viewport at the moons of Naboo. Since the pod was not equipped with a hyperdrive engine, the journey back to Swagg’s remote hideout would take about fifteen days.


  On past adventures, Swagg had successfully spied on alien cultures, looted their treasures, and left their worlds before they knew anything was missing. Despite all his planning, his mission to Naboo had ended in disaster. He would never admit that using the droids as decoys in Lake Umberbool had been a grave error. Instead, he blamed the droids for failing to keep the Gungans away while he robbed the ancient statues.


  He’d managed to escape, but doubted he would ever be able to recover his ship. And if he couldn’t have his ship, he was determined to have something else.


  Revenge.


  Even though Swagg blamed his droids for his misfortune, he hoped that some of them had escaped destruction by the Gungans. He would need their help if he wanted to steal his starship back from the amphibious warriors. Since all of his droids were equipped with homing devices and remote transmitters, it was a simple matter to track them, even from Naboo’s orbit. The pirate faced the pod’s voice-activated computer console and said, “Conduct a wide scan for operational droids, and transmit a contact signal.”


  Seconds later, the computer responded, “Scans have located droids 3-S and 5-S. They are not responding to the signal.”


  Swagg had assigned droids 3-S, 4-S, and 5-S to the submarine that had failed to destroy the festival arena. He assumed 4-S was destroyed and that 3-S and 5-S had been captured and deactivated.


  “What’s their location?” he asked. After the computer gave him the coordinates, Swagg noted that 3-S and 5-S were in an Otoh Gunga habitat bubble. To reactivate them, he would have to return to Naboo and break them out.


  Swagg considered his options. He dreaded the thought of spending fifteen days in the cramped pod. Furthermore, the journey back to his hideout required him to travel through at least nine systems where he was wanted by the authorities. Without a hyperdrive, he doubted he could elude any patrols.


  “Revenge it is,” Swagg muttered with a sinister smile. He steered the escape pod back toward Naboo, and zoomed down through the planet’s atmosphere. Although the pod lacked a hyperdrive, Swagg had modified it to operate underwater. As the pod neared Lake Paonga, its repulsors fired and cut the small vessel’s velocity. He steered the pod low over the lake, then plunged through the water’s surface and into the deep.


  He was on course for Otoh Gunga.


  [image: ]



  It was the day after Captain Tarpals had defeated Captain Swagg and recovered the stolen Gungan artifacts, and everyone in the festival arena was talking about the accident that had occurred earlier that morning in Lake Umberbool. Although the Bongo Rally was still a few hours away, two of the entrants — Spleed Nukkels and Neb Neb Goodrow — had collided during a prerace practice run. Both racers were unharmed, but their bongos had been totaled. When Captain Tarpals heard the news, he wondered if Jar Jar Binks might have somehow been involved in the accident. However, Jar Jar had an alibi: He was already at work.


  Tarpals rode his faithful kaadu through the crowded corridors of the arena. He was on his way to a diner bubble at the south side of the arena, where he planned on wrapping up some unofficial business. The Gungan pedestrians heard Tarpals’s approach and cleared a path. He dug his heels gently into the kaadu’s sides and urged it to gallop faster through the transparent transport tube.


  When Tarpals arrived at his destination, he dismounted his kaadu and tethered the reins to a metal hitching ring that was set into the outer frame of the bubble’s arched doorway. Tarpals noticed that the crowd flowed quickly past the entrance, and that no one was entering or leaving the diner. They were all headed to the rally.


  As soon as Tarpals entered the diner, his nose detected the smell of gasser-fried eels, and he heard a familiar voice say, “Heydoe!”


  In the center of the bubble’s circular chamber, Jar Jar stood behind a countertop in the exposed kitchen. The diner was fully automated, and merely required someone to monitor the equipment.


  A dozen eels were laid out on a gasser rack beside Jar Jar. Tarpals approached the open kitchen with caution. He thought Boss Nass was crazy for letting Jar Jar work in a restaurant, since there were so many ways Jar Jar could get into trouble. As Tarpals neared, Jar Jar smiled broadly and asked, “Want some eely munches?”


  Tarpals looked at the fried eels and shook his head. “No, tanks,” he answered. He liked eels, but only when they were steamed.


  Jar Jar used a green stick to poke the eels and asked, “Yousa hair about Spleed Nukkels and Neb Neb Goodrow?”


  Tarpals nodded.


  “Mesa have nutten to do wit dat axadente,” Jar Jar proclaimed defensively.


  “Mesa know,” Tarpals answered. “My alritty checked.”


  “Oh,” said Jar Jar. “So, why yousa hair?”


  “Mesa hair to fulfill yousa last riquest,” Tarpals replied.


  “Last riquest?” Jar Jar echoed, and then he remembered. “Yousa rilly got tickets for da Bongo Rally?”


  Tarpals reached into his pocket and extracted a thin piece of green plasticel that was shaped like a broad-finned manta. It was a ticket, a gift from Boss Nass himself. He handed the plasticel to Jar Jar and said, “Box seats.”


  “Wowza!” Jar Jar shouted as he held and examined the prized ticket. Inside the plasticel, strands of plantlife formed letters and numerals that indicated the ticket was indeed for an entire spectator box at the festival arena. “Dis is da bestest!” Jar Jar exclaimed with unbridled joy. “Mesa getten off work in una hour. Den yousa un mesa can go watch da big race!”


  Tarpals shook his head and answered, “Mesa only given yousa da ticket like mesa promised. Dat ends me obligations to yousa. Enjoy da race.”


  Jar Jar couldn’t believe his ears. “Mesa no understand. Yousa no wanten to see da Bongo Rally together?”


  Tarpals sighed. Jar Jar really didn’t understand. “Yousa no shoulda tricked my yesterday, Jar Jar.”


  Jar Jar was baffled. “Yesterday? Tricked yousa?”


  “Dat’s right,” Tarpals said. “Yousa pretended dat yousa was ganna die just so yousa could make a last riquest.”


  “Boot mesa no pretended nutten!” Jar Jar protested. “Mesa rilly taut mesa was ganna die!”


  “Rilly?” Tarpals inquired, although his tone betrayed that he couldn’t care less.


  “Isa da truth,” Jar Jar insisted. “Yesterday, my afraid dem mackineeks was ganna paste mesa. Boot hangin upside down musta gone to me noggin ina bad way, becausen my barely remimber yousa free-en my from da trap. When my make dat last riquest, my just talken wit a dizzy head.”


  Tarpals had heard many of Jar Jar’s excuses over the years, and found it difficult to believe he might be telling the truth. “No make mesa laugh,” Tarpals said. “Yousa dizzy alla da time.”


  Jar Jar sighed. “Tarpals, yousa mad because my no pledgen yousa life debt? Is dat what yousa wanten?”


  Tarpals eyes went wide with surprise. “Dat’s da last ting mesa wanten, Jar Jar.”


  Tarpals closed his eyes and shook his head. It was impossible to have a logical conversation with Jar Jar. Opening his eyes, he said, “Listen, Jar Jar, one mure time. Mesa got yousa seats for da Bongo Rally becausen mesa promised. Even though metinks yousa tricked my, mesa no ever break a promise. Da only ting my want in return is dat yousa no botter mesa ever again.”


  Jar Jar looked at the manta-shaped ticket, which suddenly felt very heavy in his hand. “Mesa berry berry sorry about dis big misunderstanden, Tarpals,” Jar Jar said. “Mesa rilly no meanen to trick yousa.” He held the ticket out to Tarpals and said, “Mesa no wanten to maken yousa angry over some stupid ting like dis.”


  Tarpals ignored the ticket and said, “Too late for dat.” Then he turned and headed for the stairs, leaving the dumbstruck Jar Jar alone in the diner.


  Jar Jar looked at the ticket and felt sick to his stomach. He didn’t know what to do about the ticket or Tarpals, and his mind was filled with colliding thoughts. He considered trying to get a refund for the ticket and give the money to Tarpals, but what if Tarpals refused the money? It seemed like a shame to not use the ticket. The Bongo Rally only happened once a year, and an entire spectator box would allow Jar Jar to invite all his friends. But since the only person he could think of asking — Tarpals — had just walked out of the diner, Jar Jar realized he’d have to go the race alone, if he even went at all. And then he remembered...


  Major Fassa.


  Fassa had mentioned she would be in the arena to watch the Bongo Rally with Boss Nass. Jar Jar thought if he could find Fassa, he could invite her to sit in his spectator box and also persuade her to ask Tarpals to join them.


  Jar Jar looked at a chronometer on the wall, and noted that the race was only two hours away. He put the ticket in one of his pockets. He still had to finish his work shift, and then he would have to track down Fassa. Jar Jar wanted to be presentable. He realized he probably smelled like gasser-fried eels. He cast a cautious glance at the diner’s entrance. Since there hadn’t been any customers all morning, he thought it was a good time to take a quick bath.


  He filled the kitchen’s deep sink with warm water, shed his clothes, and climbed into the sink. Just then, he heard a gasp from the diner’s stairway. Jar Jar turned to see Boss Nass on the steps.


  “Binks!” Boss Nass bellowed. “What yousa doen in da sink?”


  Jar Jar grabbed a large kitchen towel, wrapped it around his body and climbed carefully out of the sink. “Well, to tell da truth, Boss,” Jar Jar replied, “my afraid my smell like eels, so my taut...”


  “Never mind da lame excuses,” Boss Nass interrupted. Like Tarpals, Boss Nass was long tired of Jar Jar’s excuses. Boss Nass surveyed the diner’s empty tables and said, “Lookie like business hair no so good, so dare’s no point in yousa stayen. Mesa haven a big party at da mansion after da Bongo Rally.”


  “Yousa needen help?’ Jar Jar asked. If he could help with the party, there was a chance that Boss Nass would like him more. And he’d get a chance to see Fassa.


  “Well,” Boss Nass said, “my need una extra waiter to serve da food...”


  “My can be da waiter!” Jar Jar volunteered. He knew he’d never be invited to the party otherwise.


  Boss Nass thought about it for a second. “Okeyday,” he said at last. “But no axadentes!”


  “No axadentes!” Jar Jar assured him.


  He was very excited about the party while he picked up his clothes and went into the diner’s supply closet to get dressed. Then he remembered —


  The Bongo Rally!


  He’d been so flustered talking to Boss Nass that he’d forgotten about the ticket Tarpals had given him. Now there was no way to go — he couldn’t back out on Boss Nass. Instead, he’d have to return the tickets to Tarpals... and hope to see Fassa, after the rally was over.
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  Captain Swagg was careful to avoid detection while navigating his escape pod to Otoh Gunga. He kept the pod’s engines running at low speed to reduce the vessel’s noise and diminish the trail of bubbles left in its wake. When he came within sight of the sprawling underwater city of Otoh Gunga, he steered the pod low over the lake floor and consulted a sensor screen to get a lock on the captured droids’ homing signals.


  Swagg tracked the signals to a habitat bubble that rested next to a Gungan sub pen, then navigated the pod to that location. Swagg suspected that it would be a mistake to navigate his pod directly into the sub pen, as the entrance of any unauthorized submersible might trigger an alarm. Also, the pod would not be able to contain both droids along with himself, so it was pointless to even think of using the pod as a getaway vehicle.


  He steered the pod directly below the sub pen and brought the vessel to a stop, letting it sink to the lake floor, right next to the sub pen’s mooring. As soon as the pod set down on the mud, Swagg took a deep breath, then opened the pod’s air vents. As the air escaped, cold lake water rushed into the pod’s small cabin.


  When the pod was filled, Swagg popped the egress hatch and swam out. He rose quickly alongside the sub pen’s mooring until he reached one of the pen’s oval portal zones. Swagg pushed his body through the portal and entered the sub pen’s air-filled interior.


  Swagg stood on the deck in his soaking clothes and gasped for air. As he recovered, he noticed there were four bongos in the pen. Each of the bongos could hold at least three passengers, and Swagg decided that any one of them would be useful in an escape. Turning for the exit, Swagg left a trail of wet footprints as he entered the transport tube that linked the pen to the neighboring habitat bubble.


  The habitat bubble’s oval door was open, and Swagg stepped inside. From the various tools and mechanical devices, he realized the bubble was some kind of laboratory. Because of the clutter, he almost overlooked the chrome-plated droids 3-S and 5-S, which were restrained on a metal table. Swagg’s eyes then fell on the the head of 4-S, which had been bolted to the top of some strange machinery.


  The pirate went to the two prone droids. Unable to find a key for their restraints, Swagg picked up a power prybar and broke the locks. He quickly accessed the droids’ activation switches, and the two droids blinked to life. The droids seemed startled, but before either droid could speak, Swagg heard footsteps approaching from the bubble’s outer transport tube. He held a cautionary finger up over his lips, signaling the droids to remain silent.


  Swagg sprang for the doorway, hugged the wall, and waited as the footsteps drew closer. A Gungan stepped over the threshold. With one blow to the base of her neck, she crumpled to the floor.


  As 3-S climbed off the table, he said, “We tried to torpedo the arena, sir...”


  “... but we were captured by the Gungans,” 5-S finished.


  “Well, obviously, you dolts,” Swagg hissed. “Otherwise, we wouldn’t be here right now. I need you two to help me get my starship back. If either of you fail me again, you’ll look worse than 4-S when I’m through with you.”


  “We will not fail again, sir,” 3-S and 5-S said in unison. Then 3-S pointed to the converted 4-S and added, “This laboratory facility poses a threat to us. We advise destroying the lab as soon as possible.”


  “Very well,” Swagg answered. “But destroying the arena is my first priority for revenge. We’ll need to find some weapons and a bongo, and also knock out Otoh Gunga’s main communications beacon to prevent any exchange between here and the arena. Follow me.”


  As Swagg headed out of the lab and stepped over the fallen Gungan’s body, he checked his wrist chronometer, then said, “If I recall correctly, the Bongo Rally is scheduled to begin in forty minutes. That means we have a lot of work to do, and not much time.”


  3-S and 5-S followed Swagg out of the laboratory bubble and into the transport tube. As they stepped through the tube, Swagg glanced through the tube’s transparent walls and sighted the yellow running lights on an approaching submersible ferry.


  “I think I just found my ride,” Swagg said.
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  The submersible ferry maintained a steady course for the city of Otoh Gunga, which was already visible in the distance. The ferry had made good time from the arena, and it was due to arrive in Otoh Gunga several minutes ahead of schedule.


  Earlier that day, the sub had been packed to capacity with Gungans who were eager to watch the Bongo Rally. On the ferry’s return to Otoh Gunga, it carried only the green-uniformed pilot and three passengers. Two of the passengers were Spleed Nukkels and Neb Neb Goodrow, the unfortunate racers who had crashed their vehicles earlier that morning. The third passenger was Jar Jar Binks.


  Seated in the ferry’s main cabin, Jar Jar and the two racers remained silent until the ferry arrived within Otoh Gunga’s city limits. At that point, Jar Jar said, “Yousa duey must feel pitty rotten about cracken up yousa bongos.”


  Nukkels shrugged and said, “Tings cowdabe worsen.”


  “Wesa lucky wesa no pasted,” added Goodrow.


  Pleased to get a response from the racers, Jar Jar was encouraged to ask, “So, yousa no angry at each otter about crashen into each otter dis mornin?”


  “Naw,” answered Goodrow. “Wesa friendly com-peteetors.”


  Nukkels nodded in agreement and added, “Yeah, axadentes happen.”


  “Dat’s what mesa always say!” Jar Jar exclaimed. “‘Axadentes happen, so forgiven forget.’ Too bad mure Gungans no tink like uss-ens. So, why yousa no stay in Lake Umberbool to see da race?”


  “Wesa no outta da race yet,” Nukkels confided with a sly wink. “After da crash dis mornin, wesa send plea-comm for hep to Lob Dizz, da great engineer. Lob Dizz answer, sayen she prep duey new bongos for uss-ens, boot wesa gatta get dem ourselves.”


  “Mesa know Lob Dizz, too!” Jar Jar said. “Sheesa good friend.”


  Goodrow grinned. “Once wesa get da new bongos from Dizz, wesa racen back to the festival arena soonest possible, den straight tooda starten line for da Bongo Rally.”


  “Wowza,” Jar Jar sighed with envy as the ferry entered a large sub pen bubble. “So exciten, tis. Mesa wishen mesa could seein yousa launch.” Goodrow and Nukkels swapped glances, then Goodrow gazed at Jar Jar and said, “How yousa liken tabe da flag-fella when we leave Otoh Gunga?” “Rilly?” Jar Jar asked. “Yousa lettin mesa wave da flag un start da race?”


  “Sure,” said Nukkels as the ferry came to a stop. “Be fun.”


  Jar Jar was overjoyed as he followed Goodrow and Nukkels out of the ferry and into the sub pen. Since the ferry had arrived early in Otoh Gunga, Jar Jar figured there was plenty of time for him to serve as the flagman for the two racers before he went on to his job at Boss Nass’s mansion.


  Jar Jar and the two racers proceeded through a series of transport tubes, and headed for Lob Dizz’s laboratory bubble. When they arrived at the engineer’s lab, Jar Jar was the first to spot Lob Dizz’s body, which lay motionless on the floor.


  “Oh, nol” Jar Jar said as he ran to her side. “Lob Dizz! Yousa okeydey?”


  “Mesa tink so,” Lob Dizz answered in a low voice. As Goodrow and Nukkels helped her sit up, she reached for the back of her neck and said, “Ouches. My got hit hard.”


  “Whosa doen dis?” Jar Jar asked, and then he noticed that the two captured droids were no longer on the metal work table. The third droid remained in the lab, and its dead photoreceptors seemed to fix Jar Jar with a mocking gaze. Jar Jar looked back to the injured engineer and said, “Lob Dizz! Da two mackineeks isa gone!”


  Lob Dizz’s eyes went wide with alarm. “’Ceptin for mesa, only da outlander coulda know howta activate dem mackineeks.”


  Goodrow and Nukkels exchanged a worried glance. Then Nukkels turned to Lob Dizz and asked, “Whosa dis outlander?”


  “Yousa racers no ever listen tada news?” Lob Dizz asked incredulously as she rose slowly from the floor. “Captain Swagg, da pirate dat looted da sacred place! Swagg musta come-backie to Naboo.”


  “Oh, dat Cap’n Swagg,” Goodrow said. “Den what wesa standen around hair for? Wesa gotta find un stop dat pirate un hissen mackineeks!” Nukkels nodded enthusiastically in agreement.


  Until that moment, Jar Jar had enjoyed the company of the two bongo racers, but now he suspected they were both reckless thrill-seekers. “Boot den yousa miss da Bongo Rally,” Jar Jar reminded them. “Even worsen, my be late for work!”


  Lob Dizz cast a disappointed glance at Jar Jar. “For all wesa know,” she said, “Swagg is schemin to attack da arena again...”


  Suddenly, the laboratory bubble was rocked by a massive explosion. All four Gungans were hurled across the lab. Lob Dizz and the two racers scrambled to their feet while Jar Jar remained on the floor, holding his hands over his eyes.


  “Dat sound-ed like un explosive,” Lob Dizz remarked as water poured through the bubble’s ruptured hydrostatic field and splashed across the floor. She went to her lab’s computer and increased power to the bubble’s backup field generator. “Da pirates musta stolen da explosives from un armory!”


  “How da pirates know where to find explosives?” Goodrow asked.


  


  At this point, you must decide whether to continue reading this adventure, or to play your own adventure in The Bongo Rally Game Book.


  To play your own adventure, turn to the first page of the Game Book and follow the directions you find there. To continue reading this Gungan adventure, turn the page!
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  Lob Dizz, Jar Jar Binks, Spleed Nukkels, and Neb Neb Goodrow were about to exit Dizz’s laboratory when the entire bubble was suddenly rocked by a second explosion. The bubble was knocked off its axis and the lab’s floor tilted at a steep angle, sending the Gungans sprawling across the chamber.


  Jar Jar tried to recover his balance by reaching out and grabbing the nearest stationary object, which happened to be 4-S’s head. As Jar Jar clung to the deactivated droid, he watched as his three allies fell through the chamber’s oval doorway and into the outer transport tube. But before he could leap through the doorway himself, a large, heavy tool cabinet slid past him and slammed into the doorway, sealing off the exit. Jar Jar lost his grip, slipped on the wet floor, and smashed into the tool cabinet.


  “Ouches!” Jar Jar cried. Crouching on the floor, he peered through a narrow gap between the tool cabinet and the doorway. Lob Dizz looked back at Jar Jar through the gap and asked, “Yousa okeyday in dare?”


  “Mesa been better,” Jar Jar admitted. “From da sound of dat last boom-boom, Captain Swagg un hisen mackineeks isa tryen to blow dis lab! Can yousa hep me move dis cabinet?”


  “Wesa try,” Lob Dizz answered. Unfortunately, the heavy cabinet was solidly wedged into the frame of the oval doorway, and the angle of the tilted floor made it difficult for any of the Gungans to push. Despite their combined efforts, the cabinet wouldn’t budge.


  “G’wan wit out mesa,” Jar Jar called to his friends. “Yousa gotta get some weapons un tryen stop Swagg. Mesa tryen get outta hair my own self.”


  With some reluctance, Lob Dizz, Spleed Nukkels, and Neb Neb Goodrow left Jar Jar in the laboratory bubble. As they went to look for weapons, Jar Jar searched the lab, trying to find anything that would help him to move the tool cabinet from the doorway.


  Jar Jar found a long metal rod lying on the floor. Hoping to use the rod as a lever, Jar Jar drove one end into the gap between the tool cabinet and the doorway. He pushed down on the rod, but instead of shifting the cabinet, the rod snapped in two.


  “Nutsen!” groaned Jar Jar. Under the lab’s sink he found a container of a greasy chemical compound called Slather. Jar Jar looked back at the gap between the cabinet and doorway, and an idea suddenly occurred to him. He’d once heard that Gungan cave explorers would sometimes put grease over their bodies so the could squeeze through narrow crevices.


  Jar Jar read the Slather label. “Dis is ganna be messy,” Jar Jar muttered to himself as he dipped his hands into the container and scooped up the Slather. He quickly smeared it all over his body and clothes, leaving only the soles of his bare feet uncoated. He walked carefully across the tilted floor to the blocked doorway, bent down, held his breath, and pushed his body through the small gap.


  Seconds later, Jar Jar — still covered with grease — emerged on the other side of the doorway. He got up and ran through the transparent transport tube that connected the lab bubble to neighboring habitat bubbles. There wasn’t any sign of Lob Dizz or the two bongo pilots. Jar Jar assumed they were on their way to repair the communication beacon.


  As Jar Jar ran through the tube, he gazed through the tube’s walls and saw a submersible ferry traveling away from Otoh Gunga, toward the festival arena. Given that the underwater explosions outside the laboratory bubble must have been audible to anyone within a thousand meters, Jar Jar was surprised to see that the ferry was motoring at normal speed, as if the pilot and passengers hadn’t heard the explosions at all.


  Suddenly, a red tribubble bongo sped through the water past the laboratory bubble’s exterior. From the transport tube, Jar Jar scanned the interior of the passing bongo’s cockpit, in which two chrome-plated droids were seated behind the controls. Jar Jar realized that the droids must have been responsible for the explosions that knocked the lab bubble off its axis.


  A panel slid back at the bottom of the red sub’s outer hull, and the droids released a small ball into the water. An explosive!


  The sub veered away, and the explosive ball struck the transport tube, causing a loud explosion and tearing a large hole in the transparent structure. Water gushed in through the hole and splashed down the length of the tube.


  The rapidly rising water pushed Jar Jar against the curved wall of the transport tube. As he struggled to gain his footing, the red bongo backed up and prepared to attack again.


  Jar Jar remembered that the transport tube led to a nearby sub pen bubble. He ran through the tube and reached the sub pen just as the complex was shaken by another explosion.


  Inside the sub pen, Jar Jar saw Spleed Nukkels preparing a sleek, green bongo for departure. “Jar Jar!” exclaimed Nukkels, surprised by the sudden appearance of the Slather-covered Gungan. “What happen to yousa?”


  Before Jar Jar could answer, yet another explosion sounded, and the sub pen shuddered. Nukkels shouted, “Get inda bongo pronto!” Following Nukkel’s lead, Jar Jar scrambled into the cockpit and landed in the passenger seat. Nukkels activated the bongo’s hydrostatic canopy, and the protective field instantly sealed them in. Although the transparent canopy could be used as a portal zone to enter and exit the bongo, its primary function was to keep water out of the sub’s air-filled interior.


  Nukkels punched the bongo’s ignition and accelerated, launching the vessel neatly out of the sub pen bubble. As she scanned the waters for the red sub, she said, “Dos mackineeks stole mesa red bongo from dat sub pen!” She cast a suspicious glance at Jar Jar’s grease-covered body and asked, “What you been rollen in?”


  “Mesa use slippery goo to get outta da lab,” Jar Jar explained. “Where’s Lob Dizz and Neb Neb?"


  “Deysa goen to tryen fix da Otoh Gunga comm beacon,” Nukkels answered. “Lob Dizz tinks da pirates is ganna tryen attack da arena again. Mesa volunteered to speed to alert Boss Nass.”


  At the mention of Boss Nass, Jar Jar felt even more nervous than he’d been when he was trying to escape from the lab bubble. He wondered if Boss Nass would be angry with him for not going straight to work at his mansion. But Jar Jar’s thoughts were interrupted by the sight of the red sub, which the droids had maneuvered high over Lob Dizz’s laboratory bubble.


  At the bottom of the red sub’s outer hull, the panel slid back again and another explosive ball was launched. It moved slowly toward the lab bubble.


  “Mesa ganna tryen stop dat explosive from blowen up da lab,” Nukkels declared as she accelerated, heading straight for the sinking explosive.


  “Yousa cawazy?” Jar Jar yelped. “Yousa ganna get uss-ens pasted!”


  “No worry-en!” Nukkels insisted as she sped past the explosive ball, missing it by millimeters. Just as Nukkels hoped, the explosive was dragged into the bongo’s wake. As soon as the bongo traveled beyond the lab bubble, Nukkels slowed down and the explosive sank to the lake floor, where it exploded without damaging any habitat bubbles.


  “Whew!” Jar Jar sighed in relief. “Dat was some trick, Nukkels.”


  “Mesa no tink da mackineeks isa so heppy,” Nukkels said as she pulled back on the controls. “Hair dey come!”


  Jar Jar sighted the red bongo’s approach. The droids were speeding on a collision course with him and Nukkels.


  Much to Jar Jar’s astonishment, Nukkels maintained her course and accelerated, heading straight for the droids’ oncoming bongo. “What yousa tinken yousa doen?” Jar Jar gasped.


  “Mesa playen,” Nukkels replied.


  Jar Jar couldn’t believe his ears. He had heard that reckless pilots sometimes raced toward each other to see who would be the first to try and avoid a collision, but he’d never believed such stories were true.


  Jar Jar wanted to tell Nukkels to steer away from the droids, but fear made the words catch in his throat. The droids’ bongo was now so close that Jar Jar could clearly see their photoreceptors glowing within their cockpit. Certain that the two bongos were going to crash, Jar Jar threw his hands over his eyes.


  Jar Jar shifted in his seat as Nukkels veered left and brought the bongo into a steep rapid dive. Uncovering his eyes, he realized that Nukkels had steered out of the path of the droids’ bongo, but he was more angry than relieved. “Yousa losen yousa mind?” Jar Jar shrieked. “Why yousa playen wit dos mackineeks?”


  Keeping her voice even, Nukkels answered, “Mesa wanten to know just how bombad dey is at handlin a bongo. Now mesa know.”


  “Oh,” Jar Jar responded. “So, yousa better pilot dan dem, yes?”


  “Course mesa better pilot dan any mackineek!” Nukkels answered, clearly offended. “Boot now mesa know just how much better.”


  The droids raced away from Otoh Gunga, and Nukkels gave chase. The green bongo stayed on the red bongo’s tail as it angled around a towering rock formation. Just then, Jar Jar sighted the yellow running lights of another submersible vessel beyond the droids. He recognized the vessel as the ferry he’d seen earlier.


  The interior of the ferry was illuminated by soft yellow lights; although it was some distance away, it appeared to be empty except for the pilot’s shadowy form in the cockpit. Jar Jar feared that the droids would attack the ferry, but the droids raced past the large sub and headed into deeper waters. At first, Jar Jar was slightly relieved that the droids had spared the ferry, but then he realized the droids were heading for Lake Umberbool.


  “Looks like Lob Dizz is right,” Nukkels said. “Dos mackineeks isa probably goen to attack da arena!”
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  Neb Neb Goodrow watched as Lob Dizz tried her best to reactivate the Otoh Gunga comm beacon from the beacon’s control center in a bubble not far from Lob Dizz’s laboratory. The control center had suffered a heavy bombardment from explosives, but Lob Dizz was still hopeful she could somehow send a warning to Boss Nass.


  “Curse dat Captain Swagg!” Lob Dizz muttered. “Dese controls isa totally shot. Wesa better hope dat Spleed Nukkels gets to Lake Umberbool soonest.”


  “Nukkels’ll get dare,” Goodrow said. “Yousa no worry. At least da pirates no bombin Otoh Gunga no mure.”


  It was true, there hadn’t been any explosions in several minutes, but Lob Dizz didn’t take much comfort in that fact. She glared at Goodrow and said, “At least when dare were explosions, wesa knew where da pirates was. Now wesa have no idea where dey is.”


  Goodrow shrugged. “So, what wesa ganna do inda meanwhiles? Go back to yousa lab?”


  Lob Dizz’s eyes went wide with alarm. “Jar Jar!” she said. “My forgotten. Let’s get goen!”


  Goodrow followed Lob Dizz out of the control room and into a transport tube, where they headed back to the laboratory bubble. On their way, they passed the large sub pen that was reserved for the Lake Umberbool ferry. As they approached the junction for the sub pen, they saw a Gungan lying motionless on the walkway.


  Lob Dizz ran to the prone form and put her right ear to his chest. “Hisen still breathen,” she said. “Looks like Captain Swagg is leaven a trail of knocked-out Gungans.”


  Goodrow studied the unconcious Gungan’s features and said, “Hey, my know dat guy. Hisen da pilot of da ferry from Lake Umberbool.”


  “Oh, no,” Lob Dizz gasped. “If dis is da ferry pilot, den da pirate musta got da ferry!”
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  Leaving the ferry behind, the red bongo zoomed faster through the water. Spleed Nukkels increased speed and didn’t let the droids out of her sight. Even though Jar Jar was a bit queasy, he had to admit that Nukkels was an extremely skilled pilot.


  The droids’ bongo dove toward the lake floor in an effort to evade Nukkels’ pursuit. As Nukkels and Jar Jar closed in on the red sub, the droids released two explosives into their path. Nukkels swerved hard, raising her port engine forty-five degrees so that the green bongo traveled with its starboard side facing the lake floor. Jar Jar felt his stomach roll as Nukkels steered the bongo between the two explosives. When the two explosives were safely behind them, Nukkels righted the bongo and Jar Jar heard twin explosions as the deployed weapons struck the rocks below.


  Nukkels followed the red bongo through a narrow strait between two underwater mountains. Seconds later, both vessels had entered Lake Umberbool. As the distance closed between the two bongos, the arena came into view. Its central bubble was a mammoth orb, designed to accommodate twenty thousand Gungan spectators. Four large habitat bubbles were situated around the central arena bubble, and each habitat bubble was linked to three sub pens. There was little sub traffic in the area, as most Gungans were already inside the bubbles, waiting for the start of the Bongo Rally.


  The droids headed straight for the nearest sub pen, then cut their bongo’s speed as they neared one of the pen’s hydrostatic portal zones. Despite its reduced velocity, the red sub zoomed into the pen too fast and smashed into a docking brace.


  Spleed Nukkels sped for the sub pen’s portal zone and killed the engine, but the bongo continued traveling at a high speed. Jar Jar was certain they were going to crash into the back of the red sub, and he was about to let out a loud scream when Nukkels’s left hand shot out and she punched a button to deploy the bongo’s drag chute. The collapsible chute released from the stern, popped open, and instantly filled with water. As the green bongo glided slowly through the sub pen’s portal zone and drew up behind the droids’ bongo, Jar Jar said, “Mesa wishen yousa tellin mesa yousa ganna do dat!”


  “Mabee next time,” Nukkels answered.


  With a mild thud, the green bongo struck the back of the droid’s crashed bongo. Only then did Jar Jar and Nukkels notice the lone Gungan attendant who stood near the transport tube that linked the sub pen with the nearest bubble. The attendant looked stunned.


  “Good ting da mackineeks no crashen during rush hour,” Nukkels remarked as she deactivated the green bongo’s hydrostatic field and pulled herself out of her seat. “Come on,” she urged Jar Jar. “Da mackineeks isa still in da bongo.”


  Jar Jar followed Nukkels out of the cockpit and onto the deck of the sub pen. Before they could warn the startled attendant, he peered into the crashed vessel to see if there were any survivors. Suddenly, with a violent wrenching sound, both droids tore themselves free from the wreckage.


  The attendant drew an electropole and bravely advanced toward the droids. One droid swung out with a skeletal arm and clubbed the attendant’s neck, knocking the Gungan to the deck. As both droids bolted for the transport tube that led to the nearby habitat bubble, Nukkels and Jar Jar ran to the fallen attendant.


  “Yousa okeyday?” Jar Jar asked.


  “Dat mackineek packed a wallop!” the attendant answered as he rubbed his neck. Too dizzy to rise, he handed his weapon to Nukkels and said, “Take mesa electropole un go after dem.”


  Nukkels accepted the electropole and ran out of the sub pen, followed closely by Jar Jar. They entered the transport tube just in time to see the chrome-plated droids running down the tube’s ramp and turning left into the arena’s south habitat bubble.


  An empty cargo sled rested alongside the curved wall of the transport tube. The quick-thinking Nukkels sprang for the cargo sled and threw all her weight onto it, launching the repulsorcraft down the length of the tube.


  “Wait for mesa!” Jar Jar wailed as he ran with great, loping strides after Nukkels. He watched in amazement as Nukkels — clutching the electropole in one hand — expertly banked left and steered the sled after the droids.


  Then he heard Nukkels shout, and the sound of the sled crashing.
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  Jar Jar ran faster through the tube, hoping that Spleed Nukkels was all right. When he reached the end and turned left, he nearly stumbled into the overturned luggage sled. Just beyond the cart, Nukkels was lying on the floor. Jar Jar ran to her side.


  “Ouches,” Nukkels said as she reached to her left foot.


  “What happened?” Jar Jar asked.


  “My fallen off da sled un twisted mesa ankle,” Nukkels said, wincing at the pain. She handed the electropole to Jar Jar and said, “Yousa gotta go after dem mackineeks.”


  “All b-b-by myself?” Jar Jar stammered.


  “GO!” Nukkels shouted.


  Jar Jar took the electropole and ran into the arena’s south bubble, leaving Nukkels behind. Even though Jar Jar had some experience in fighting Captain Swagg’s droids, he wasn’t looking forward to the idea of combating the two chrome-plated pirates on his own.


  The south bubble was a large complex of restaurants and lodgings for the Gungans who attended the Festival of Warriors in Lake Umberbool. Jar Jar caught sight of the two droids as they ran past an eatery.


  “Stoppa dare!” Jar Jar shouted.


  One droid kept running, but the other stopped in front of the eatery and turned to confront Jar Jar. At the eatery’s entrance rested a large barrel that contained hundreds of fresh nyorks, carnivorous jumping mollusks that Gungans considered a great delicacy. The droid picked up the barrel and threw it at Jar Jar.


  Jar Jar tried to leap aside, but the barrel clipped his shoulder and sent him tumbling. The barrel smashed to the floor, sending the small nyorks scattering in all directions. Three nyorks landed on Jar Jar’s face, and he couldn’t help popping the snapping mollusks into his mouth as he jumped to his feet, never letting go of the electropole.


  Jar Jar’s skirmish with the droid attracted the attention of several other Gungans. The others realized that the droid was an invader, and they ran to Jar Jar’s aid. Amazingly, none of them saw the other droid as he darted into a transport tube that led to the central arena bubble. Before Jar Jar could alert his fellow Gungans, the barrel-throwing assailant trained its three bright photoreceptors on Jar Jar and remarked, “I’ve had about enough of you.”


  The droid stretched out his arms and lunged at Jar Jar. More out of reflex than cunning, Jar Jar raised the electropole defensively, not knowing that the weapon was set at full power. The electropole lanced straight through the droid’s torso and tore out of his backplate. It was fried by the massive shock, and its body — still pierced by the electropole — crashed to the floor. The droid’s three photoreceptors went black.


  A small group of Gungan onlookers rushed to Jar Jar’s side and looked down at the fallen droid. “Listen,” Jar Jar said as he stepped away from droid. “Da racer Spleed Nukkels is lyen around dat corner wit a twisted ankle...”


  Remembering the second droid, Jar Jar bolted from the eatery and entered the nearby transport tube. There was no sign of the other droid, but Jar Jar ran on through the tube.


  He entered the lowest level of the arena bubble’s outer hub through the transport tube. The hub was a brightly lit corridor that encircled the entire arena, and the lowest level was reserved for maintenance workers and competitors.


  Jar Jar scanned the area outside the end of the transport tube and spied approximately two dozen Gungans. Among the green- and gray-clad janitors, plumbers, and energy technicians, one colorfully uniformed figure stood out: a professional bongo pilot. Wearing an orange helmet, purple jumpsuit, thick gloves, and boots, the pilot was completely concealed, but his name — Brooboo Seep — was emblazoned in yellow characters across the back of his jumpsuit. Jar Jar recognized Seep’s name. He was one of the most popular contestants in the Bongo Rally.


  Since bongo pilots usually didn’t put on their helmets until they boarded their racing vessels, Jar Jar wondered why Seep had his on. Jar Jar also noticed that Seep’s movements were a bit stiff. Just then, Jar Jar was distracted by the sound of a low moan coming from a nearby egg-shaped trash receptacle.


  The receptacle rested next to the wall near a janitor’s closet. Jar Jar ran over the receptacle and popped open the ovoid lid. Inside the receptacle, on top of a pile of rubbish, lay the dazed form of a lean male Gungan wearing nothing but his undertrunks.


  “What happen to yousa?” Jar Jar asked as he helped the Gungan out of the trash.


  “My no know,” the Gungan answered. “My was on me way tada starten line when my got clobbered.”


  “Hey, if yousa was goen tooda starten line, dat mean yousa bongo racer?”


  “Mesa Brooboo Seep,” claimed the injured fellow.


  “What?” Jar Jar exclaimed, then realized that the droid had stolen Seep’s helmet and clothes. He looked down the corridor just in time to see the disguised droid lurch past a Gungan security guard and into a water-filled transparent lift tube. Patting Seep on the arm, Jar Jar ordered, “Stay hair. Mesa send hep.”


  Jar Jar left Seep slumped over against the trash and sprinted down the corridor to the lift tube. Before he could reach the security guard, a mass of bubbles formed at the bottom of the lift tube and pushed the lift up, carrying the disguised droid to the interior of the festival arena.


  “Stop dat lift!” Jar Jar shouted at the guard. “Dat’s no Brooboo Seep. Tis a mackineek in Seep’s clothes!”


  The guard glared at him with mild annoyance. “Yousa expictin mesa to believe dat? Haw haw! If yousa no gotta ticket, yousa better move alongo.”


  “How come nobody ever listen to me?” Jar Jar sputtered. He stared hard at the guard and said, “Between hair unda south sub pen daresa wounded attendant, duey wounded bongo pilots, un una pasted mackineek. Yousa just let anutter mackineek waltz right past yousa into da—”


  “Mesa said move alongo!” the guard interrupted, but then he caught sight of a Gungan — clad only in his undertrunks — weaving down the corridor. Temporarily forgetting Jar Jar, the guard left his post and ran after Brooboo Seep.


  Jar Jar used the guard’s departure to his advantage. He stepped up to the lift tube and waited for the lift to return from the upper level. He suspected the droid had already reached the arena. It had a good chance of making a getaway in Brooboo Seep’s own bongo.


  The empty lift descended with a mighty whooshing sound. But when Jar Jar stepped through the tube’s hydrostatic field and entered the lift, he found a frayed cable dangling out of the lift’s control box. The damage didn’t appear too extensive, but when he threw the ascension lever, the lift didn’t go anywhere. The droid had sabotaged it!


  Jar Jar had never been adept with technology, but he was pretty sure the lift might work if he reconnected the frayed cable. His hands trembled as he grasped the two bits of cable, but he managed to align the cable’s ends and pressed them together.


  ZZZZZT! A bright spark ignited at the cable’s connection points, and Jar Jar yelped as he fell back against the inside of the lift. Only then did he realize that the lift was rising rapidly through the transparent tube. “Hooray!” he shouted in triumph.


  The lift hissed to a stop. Jar Jar stepped out and entered an observation bubble located just above the Bongo Rally starting line. Within the bubble, numerous Gungan dignitaries viewed the arena, which was filled to capacity. Anxious for the race to begin, the spectators demonstrated their enthusiasm by systematically jumping up and raising their arms high over their heads, then sitting down as those seated to their right repeated the action. In doing so, the audience created what resembled a surging wave of Gungans that rippled around the arena in a counterclockwise motion.


  A large chronometer hung from the ceiling of the observation bubble; the Bongo Rally was less than three minutes away. Jar Jar looked out through the observation bubble’s transparent walls and saw Gungan pilots readying their bongos in the launch pool, just behind the starting line. Beyond the launch pool, the race course — a long, water-filled transparent tube — wound like a gigantic, twisted serpent throughout the arena.


  The tubular race course was nearly two kilometers long; the tube’s diameter was wide enough to allow two bongos to travel side by side, but several high loops and tight curves ensured a challenge for any pilot.


  Most of the pilots were already inside their bongos behind the starting line. There were twenty bongos in all, and Jar Jar scanned each one of them, searching for the disguised droid.


  Then he spotted the familiar orange helmet.


  The droid was seated behind the controls of Brooboo Seep’s bongo. Jar Jar figured the droid must have had little difficulty in finding that particular sub. Like Seep’s uniform, his bongo was similarly colored in purple, with swirling orange stripes to match his helmet.


  Jar Jar wasn’t sure what to do next. He was afraid of alarming the droid, since it might take drastic action and possibly injure innocent bystanders. Jar Jar’s eyes swept through the observation bubble, trying to find an official who might be able to call off the race. He prayed that someone would listen to him and take him seriously.


  And that’s when he saw Captain Tarpals.
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  Jar Jar was startled to see Captain Tarpals seated in a box within the observation bubble. Tarpals had made it very clear that he had no intention of joining Jar Jar to watch the Bongo Rally, and Jar Jar had assumed that Tarpals had no interest in the Bongo Rally. However, that wasn’t the reason why Jar Jar was startled: Tarpals was seated beside Major Fassa.


  Tarpals and Fassa were each holding ornate beverage containers. Jar Jar watched as Fassa whispered something in Tarpals’s ear, which prompted Tarpals to smile. Jar Jar was astonished. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen Tarpals smiling, and there he was, displaying all his teeth.


  Jar Jar’s imagination raced... and then he remembered the droid who sat in Brooboo Seep’s bongo.


  As Tarpals took a sip from his beverage container, Jar Jar vaulted into the spectator box and landed in front of Tarpals and Fassa. Fassa reared back in surprise and Tarpals choked and coughed, accidentally spraying Jar Jar with a stream of green liquid.


  Jar Jar looked directly into Tarpals’s eyes and said, “Sorry to interrupt, boot Captain Swagg reactivated da two mackineeks un knocked out da Otoh Gunga comm beacon. My no knowen where Swagg isa, boot one mackineek is pasted un da otter one isa sitten in Brooboo Seep’s bongo.”


  “Dat’s no funny, Jar Jar,” Fassa said, recovering from her initial shock at seeing Jar Jar. “Yousa better get outta hair before mesa uncle sees yousa.”


  Jar Jar was crushed. Someone had to believe him. Tarpals was his best hope.


  Without taking his eyes off Jar Jar, Tarpals said to Fassa, “Jar Jar’s onda level.”


  An announcer’s voice boomed within the arena: “Una minute to launchen da bongos!” The crowd went wild.


  “Mesa tellin da Boss to call off da race!” Fassa suggested.


  “Dare’d be a riot,” Tarpals said as he leaped out of the spectator box.


  Fassa watched as Tarpals jumped through one of the observation bubble’s open portals. She realized he was going to try to confront the droid himself. She turned toward Jar Jar, hoping to apologize for questioning whether he was telling the truth, but instead she found herself facing Boss Nass, who had just returned to the spectator box with a large tray of food.


  Jar Jar was gone.


  “Whatsa alla dis?” Boss Nass asked.
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  Behind the starting line, Captain Tarpals waded into the launch pool and cautiously approached Brooboo Seep’s bongo. The droid — completely concealed by the stolen helmet and uniform — revved the engine. Tarpals knew that if he tried to attack the droid, it would launch and make a getaway.


  Tarpals needed a bongo. And fast. Only thirty seconds remained before the start of the Bongo Rally.


  He stayed out of the droid’s visual range and walked up alongside the bongo that was positioned behind the droid’s. Tarpals hopped up next to the bongo’s cockpit, reached through the hydrostatic portal, and tapped the Gungan pilot’s helmet.


  “What’s da big idea?” shouted the outraged pilot.


  Tarpals said, “Tis emergency. Get out.”


  The pilot obeyed, saving Tarpals the trouble of yanking him out of the cockpit. As soon as pilot was out, Tarpals hopped in.


  A Gungan flagman stepped up to the edge of the Bongo Rally’s starting line and raised a green flag. All the pilots checked their engines and waited for the flagman to lower the flag.


  “Mark-set-go!” shouted the flagman as he swung the flag down hard at the starting line.


  The droid’s bongo blasted over the starting line, leaving Tarpals in a watery spray. Tarpals punched the ignition and his acquired bongo raced after the droid.


  Entering the racing tube, Tarpals ignored the other competitors and stayed on the droid’s tail. The interior of the festival arena was now a distorted blur.


  The droid’s bongo approached a forked divide, which separated the course into three different tubes. Tarpals had studied the course from the observation bubble, and recalled that each tube presented unique navigational challenges. The left tube required a pilot to execute a downward loop. The central tube formed a cylindrical helix that resembled the shape of a plorkscrew — a curly device used for removing plork stoppers from Gungan beverage containers. The right tube was a series of perilous tight curves that zigzagged back and forth until straightening out. All three tubes led into a single large tube on the main course.


  Tarpals was prepared to follow whatever path the droid chose, but the droid suddenly accelerated and left Tarpals in a cloud of bubbles. Steering through the bubbles, Tarpals lost sight of the droid’s bongo. Unable to determine which path had been taken by the droid, Tarpals chose to enter the downward loop.


  Suddenly, the droid’s brightly colored bongo appeared in front of Tarpals. The droid had executed a full rotation and was headed straight for Tarpals, trying to engage him in a deadly game. Tarpals realized the droid must have seen him board the bongo before launching. Tarpals angled off, steering his bongo under the droid, and then threw his controls hard to the side, sending his vessel into a tight rotation until he was racing after the droid, traveling the wrong way up the downward loop.


  The droid returned to the course’s forked divide and veered into the plorkscrew tube. Tarpals followed, whipping around and around after the droid until the tube emptied out into the main racing tube.


  Several other bongos were already on the main course, and the droid wove in and out between the other vessels. Precious seconds later, the droid had taken the lead, but he was unable to shake the persistent Tarpals.


  The racing tube twisted up into a high, tight loop, then unraveled into a long straightaway. The droid reached the loop first, but instead of traveling through, the droid steered his bongo between two utanode braces and sent his bongo splashing through the tube’s hydrostatic portal field. As the field sealed behind the droid’s bongo, his vessel dove through the air, angling for the lower straightaway. His bongo’s hull scraped against one of the tube’s structural braces as the vessel sliced through a second hydrostatic portal field... and entered the straightaway.


  “Holy daggerts!” Tarpals gasped.


  It was a daring, reckless maneuver, and one that had never before been attempted in the history of the Bongo Rally. By bypassing the loop and plowing through the hydrostatic fields to the straightaway in the lower tube, the droid had taken an even greater lead and increased the distance between itself and Tarpals. Tarpals imagined that the audience must have been thrilled by the spectacle.


  Tarpals knew he had to keep up with the droid if he was going to stop the fiend. He tightened his grip on the controls and followed the droid’s path. His bongo tore through the tube, soared through the air, and splashed down into the straightaway.


  The spectators roared in appreciation.


  Tarpals was right on the tail of the droid’s bongo when the droid cut power, making his vessel come to a sudden, shuddering stop in the water-filled tube. Tarpals knew the droid was probably expecting him to deploy his drag chute or steer around, but Tarpals wanted to end the chase. Maintaining full speed, Tarpals channeled energy to his hydrostatic field, tightened his safety harness, and rammed the droid’s stern.


  The impact knocked the droid’s bongo forward through the tube. With some dismay, Tarpals noted that he’d barely dented the bongo’s reinforced stern. Suddenly, the droid gunned its bongo and sped up. The race was on again.


  The droid accelerated, steering through the race course at a ridiculously high speed. The droid swung hard from side to side, swiping its bongo against the inner curves of the braces that wrapped the tube. As Tarpals followed the droid’s bongo, the droid struck one of the braces with such force that the entire tube ruptured.


  Water rushed into the arena. The droid sped away from the rupture, racing forward into the next length of tube. Tarpals transferred all energy to his propulsion system and rocketed after the droid.


  Hot on the droid’s trail, Tarpals approached the finish line. Outside the racing tube, a Gungan racing official stood on a raised platform and waved a yellow caution flag that bore an icon of a broken tube. Although Tarpals had safely passed the rupture, the damage — caused by the droid — had destabilized the water pressure for the entire racecourse.


  Still ahead of Tarpals, the droid ignored the caution flag and maintained high speed. Tarpals’s skin crawled at the very thought of a droid winning the Bongo Rally. Although Tarpals wanted to stop the droid, he also wanted to win the race.


  The finish line was in sight. Against his better judgment, Tarpals decided to go for the finish.


  Tarpals accelerated and dove, hoping that the droid would think he was trying to slip under the its bongo. The droid lowered its forward diving plane, effectively preventing Tarpals from passing underneath without damaging both bongos. It was just the break Tarpals wanted. He pulled back on the controls and shot over the droid’s bongo. The droid tried to pull up, but it was too late; Tarpals had taken the lead.


  The droid’s bongo was just behind Tarpals’s port engine as he crossed the finish line. Beyond the finish, the racing tube curved upward into a steep climb to the arena’s domed ceiling. Although the curve was designed to help racers slow their bongos, the droid increased speed and blasted past Tarpals. Tarpals realized the droid was making a final, desperate effort to escape.


  Tarpals steered straight up through the water-filled tube, chasing the droid’s bongo. Just below the ceiling, the tube curved back down to the arena floor. Because the curve was somewhat difficult to navigate, an emergency escape tube extended from the curve to the Arena’s dome, allowing pilots to abandon the racecourse and steer their bongos through a portal out of the arena and into Lake Umberbool.


  The droid’s bongo bypassed the curve and steered into the emergency escape tube. Once again, it swerved from side to side, smacking violently against the tube’s inner walls in an effort to rupture them. As Tarpals approached the turnoff for the escape tube, the droid zoomed through the portal into Lake Umberbool.


  Tarpals steered into the escape tube, aware that it could fall apart at any moment. He maintained his course, and was three meters from the portal when he heard something behind him. The tube’s hydrostatic field had collapsed. Tarpals’s engines whined as the bongo soared through the air, but his velocity carried him straight through the dome’s portal zone and into the lake.


  Leaving the arena behind, Tarpals steered his bongo into Lake Umberbool and searched for the droid’s vessel. He saw its silhouette floating at an odd angle in the water in front of him. He trained his navigational devices on the droid’s bongo as it drifted toward a rocky reef covered with sharp barnacles.


  Tarpals steered closer to the bongo, then heard a clang on top of his own sub. Tilting his head back, he looked up through his hydrostatic canopy to see the droid clinging to the bongo’s hull.


  It was a perfect sneak attack. The droid pushed one of its skeletal arms through Tarpals’s hydrostatic canopy and tried to grab the Gungan’s neck.


  Tarpals threw the controls hard to the side and accelerated, sending the bongo into a tight roll toward the rocky reef. The droid yanked its arm out of the cockpit and clung to the hull, trying to keep from being shaken from the vessel. The bongo was completely upside down. Tarpals steered as close to the reef as he dared. The droid never saw the barnacles coming.


  The droid’s body screeched against the barnacles. Tarpals’s bongo glided over the reef for several seconds, long enough for the droid to be torn to ribbons.


  Tarpals pulled away from the reef, righted the bongo, and watched the droid’s remains sink to the bottom of the lake. As soon as he could, Tarpals planned to send a cleanup crew to the site. He didn’t want Naboo littered with droids.


  Tarpals was speeding back to the festival arena when he noticed a submersible ferry approaching from the distance. Oddly enough, the ferry wasn’t heading for one of the arena’s sub pens, but straight for the arena’s central dome. Tarpals knew something was wrong. He switched off his bongo’s running lights and altered his course to take a closer look.


  Angling his bongo toward the ferry’s nose, Tarpals peered through his viewport and gazed at the large sub’s cockpit. Instead of a Gungan pilot at the controls, Tarpals saw the form of a blueskinned humanoid alien.


  Captain Swagg.


  Tarpals was surprised by the sight of the viilainous pirate inside the ferry’s cockpit, but he was outright alarmed when he spied the wide net that was secured to the ferry’s nose. The net contained approximately fifty luminescent blue orbs, each one a plasma explosive.


  Given the ferry’s course, it was obvious to Tarpals that Swagg intended to crash the ferry into the arena’s dome. Like Tarpals’s bongo, the ferry’s cockpit could eject as an emergency escape pod; Tarpals imagined that Swagg would try to eject just before the ferry struck the arena. The resulting explosion would cause the mammoth dome to collapse.


  There were over twenty thousand Gungans inside the arena. Tarpals was prepared to do whatever he could to stop the evil pirate.


  With his bongo’s running lights still off, Tarpals drew alongside the ferry, tilting his bongo so that his cockpit faced the ferry’s port side. Tarpals waited until his cockpit was in line with the ferry’s hydrostatic egress hatch, then leaped through his own hydrostatic canopy. He stretched toward the ferry and pushed himself in through the hatch.


  Tarpals scrambled inside the ferry and came up fast behind Captain Swagg. He had hoped to rush the pirate, but Swagg saw Tarpals’ reflection on the ferry’s transparsteel instrument panel. He spun around fast and drew his blaster from its holster.


  Tarpals ducked as he sent a powerful kick at Swagg’s right arm. Swagg cursed as he fired the blaster. The unleashed bolt ricocheted off the ferry’s ceiling, striking the floor near Tarpals’ left knee before bouncing straight back at Captain Swagg.


  Swagg caught the blast full in the chest. He toppled back over the controls and sent the ferry spiraling toward the lake floor.


  Tarpals sprang for the hatch and leaped through the hydrostatic field. As soon as he entered the water, he began pumping his arms and legs furiously, trying to put as much distance as possible between himself and the doomed ferry.


  The explosion was incredible. The combined destructive power from fifty plasma explosives was enough to create a small crater in the floor of Lake Umberbool, and everyone in the festival arena felt the shock wave.


  Tarpals arrived at the surface of Lake Umberbool. Several minutes later, a large heyblibber splashed up through the surface and bobbed in the water next to him. Tarpals recognized the heyblibber immediately. It belonged to Boss Nass.


  Boss Nass poked his head out of the heyblibber and called out, “Yousa okeyday, Tarpals?”


  “Mesa fine,” Tarpals answered as he swam to the heyblibber. “Boot Captain Swagg no so fortunate.”


  “Yousa got Swagg?” Boss Nass remarked with surprise. “Inda observation bubble, Fassa told mesa yousa goen after da mackineek, boot mesa no knowin about Swagg. How all dis happen?”


  Tarpals climbed up onto the heyblibber’s deck and considered the best way to answer Boss Nass’s question. If Jar Jar hadn’t informed Tarpals of the renegade droid, Tarpals would never have entered the Bongo Rally. And if Tarpals hadn’t chased the droid into Lake Umberbool, Captain Swagg might very well have destroyed the arena. However, since Jar Jar was supposed to have been back in Otoh Gunga, Tarpals wasn’t sure whether he should mention Jar Jar’s involvement.


  Finally, Tarpals answered, “Mesa just followed a hunch.”


  Boss Nass clapped Tarpals on the shoulder. “Dat musta been some hunch,” he said.


  At this point, readers who chose to follow the adventure in the Star Wars Adventures Game Book can return to The Bongo Rally.
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  Following the Bongo Rally, Major Fassa returned with Boss Nass and Captain Tarpals to Otoh Gunga. They made the journey in Boss Nass’s heyblibber, along with the Rep Council and several dozen Gungan dignitaries. By the time they had docked in the sub pen bubble below Boss Nass’s mansion, everyone believed that Boss Nass’s party would be the greatest celebration ever. But Fassa was less interested in the party than she was in tracking down the elusive Jar Jar Binks, who had vanished so suddenly from the arena.


  In many ways, Boss Nass’s mansion reflected the Gungan who lived in it. It sat within an immense habitat bubble near Otoh Gunga’s main plaza. Boss Nass himself had decorated it with many treasures from ancient battles.


  Wearing her dress uniform, Fassa walked through the mansion, heading for the kitchen. The room had an ornately tiled floor and was outfitted with everything a Gungan cook could ever want. One long wall was transparent, providing a spectacular view of the city. When Fassa entered, she found Jar Jar down on his knees, peeking curiously inside a large gasser.


  “Jar Jar?” Fassa said with some alarm.


  Surprised by Fassa’s voice, Jar Jar raised his head too fast and smacked against the gasser’s ceiling. He fell back onto the tiled floor and Fassa ran to his side.


  “Jar Jar!” Fassa exclaimed. “What you doen wit yousa head ina gasser?”


  “My was just reheaten some food,” Jar Jar answered. He pointed at a large bowl of nyorks inside the gasser and said, “See?”


  Fassa helped Jar Jar to his feet, then asked, “Why yousa leaven da observation bubble back at da arena?”


  Jar Jar gestured with his arms at the kitchen and said, “Mesa gotta job, remimber? Mesa gonna show Boss Nass dat mesa responsible worker.” He shut the gasser’s circular door, sealing in the bowl of nyorks.


  Fassa bit her lip. “So, how yousa get from Lake Umberbool to hair?”


  “Da same way my go dare,” Jar Jar replied evasively.


  In truth, Jar Jar had fled from the observation bubble as soon as he saw Boss Nass approaching the spectator box. Jar Jar had been terrified that Boss Nass would see him at the arena and think he hadn’t shown up for his job at the mansion. Jar Jar had retraced his footsteps back to the injured Spleed Nukkels. After he’d taped up her ankle, he helped her back to the sub pen, where they recovered the green bongo. From there, it was an easy trip back to Otoh Gunga.


  “Yousa angry wit mesa, Jar Jar?” Fassa asked.


  “No bein silly,” Jar Jar said as he fidgeted with the gasser’s controls, trying not to look at Fassa. “What yousa caren about what mesa tinken no how? Yousa da Boss’s niece. Mesa just una waiter.”


  Fassa tried to touch Jar Jar’s hand, but he pulled away. She frowned and said, “Mesa sorry mesa questioned whether yousa was tellen da truth at da arena.”


  Jar Jar looked at her blankly. “Mesa got to get back to work,” he said.


  Fassa turned with a sigh and left the kitchen. After she was gone, Jar Jar looked down at the gasser and gave the circular door a swift kick. If only my no on probation, he thought to himself. Den mabee Fassa liken my.


  Jar Jar saw that the gasser’s timer was about to sound, so he reached down to open the door. Unfortunately, the door was stuck. Jar Jar pulled as hard as he could on the door’s handle. With the sharp snap, the handle broke off in his hand.


  Jar Jar rummaged through a kitchen drawer and found a long metal spatula. He inserted the spatula between the gasser’s door and the door’s frame, but when he pushed down on the spatula to pry the door open, it broke off inside the gasser.


  “Nutsen!” Jar Jar said.


  Jar Jar exited the kitchen and entered the banquet room, where dinner guests were waiting to be seated. Jar Jar sighted the cook, Brass Kirs, carving a large nuna at Boss Nass’s table.


  “Ex-squeezee-me, Brass Kirs,” Jar Jar said, “boot my have un lettal bitty problem inda kitch —”


  Jar Jar’s words were cut off by a massive explosion in the kitchen area. The explosion was immediately followed by a blast of water that geysered from the kitchen door and into the banquet room.


  “Da bubble field musta blown!” somebody shouted as water quickly flooded the banquet room, sending guests scurrying to the tops of the tables. Although all of Boss Nass’s guests were amphibians, many of them were dressed in formal attire that would not hold up well underwater.


  Brass Kirs glared at Jar Jar and asked, “What you do?”


  “Nutten!” Jar Jar protested. “Just da gasser door got stucky.”


  Brass Kirs rolled his eyes. “Yousa no kicken inda door, did yous?”


  Jar Jar gulped. “Kick inda door?”


  “Yeah!” answered Brass Kirs. “Any fool know dat gassers go boom if sumbotty kicken inda door.”


  “Oh,” Jar Jar replied, then nodded in agreement. “Oh, sure, any fool.”


  Jar Jar splashed through the rising water, trying to make his way back to the kitchen so he could at least try and seal the kitchen. But the incoming water was too strong, and Jar Jar was swept across the banquet room toward a steep flight of stairs. He tumbled down the stairs, and found himself looking at Boss Nass’s heyblibber inside the sub pen bubble.


  Water cascaded down the stairs, and Jar Jar stepped into the sub pen. Standing on the deck, he looked up through the sub pen bubble’s transparent ceiling and saw that Boss Nass’s mansion — now almost entirely flooded with water — was starting to roll off its axis. From his position, Jar Jar could clearly see that if the upper habitat bubble rolled far enough, it would smash down and crush the sub pen bubble.


  Boss Nass’s heyblibber would be pulverized.


  Thinking only of saving the heyblibber. Jar Jar sprang for the luxury sub and scrambled into the cockpit. The heyblibber’s controls appeared similar to those of a bongo, but Jar Jar took a deep breath as he tried to figure out how to start the thing. If he could back the heyblibber out of the sub pen and into the waters of Lake Paonga, the heyblibber would be fine.


  The water level was beginning to rise inside the sub pen, lifting the heyblibber well above the deck. Jar Jar pressed a switch and the heyblibber’s engine rumbled to life. Jar Jar grinned. Then he lowered a navigational lever.


  The heyblibber shot forward so fast that Jar Jar fell over, and the sub smashed into the stairway that led up to the mansion. Jar Jar looked out of the heyblibber’s viewport and saw the sub pen’s utanode braces buckling under the pressure from the mansion bubble. At that moment, Jar Jar knew there was only one thing left to do.


  He jumped out of the heyblibber and swam for his life.
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  It was official. Jar Jar Binks was banished from the underwater city of Otoh Gunga. For life.


  Jar Jar stood on a swampy bank and watched Captain Tarpals wade back through the water to the waiting bongo. Jar Jar felt a pain in his stomach as he realized he might never see a bongo again. Or Tarpals, or Fassa, or Otoh Gunga. Even the prospect of never seeing Boss Nass again made him feel sad, although he knew it was probably a good idea to stay away from Boss Nass for a long, long time.


  The banishment could have been worse. Boss Nass could have insisted that Jar Jar be brought to the swamp by a dozen of armed soldiers. Instead, his escort had just been Tarpals.


  He watched Tarpals climb into the bongo, and wasn’t surprised when Tarpals didn’t wave goodbye. He kept his eyes on the vessel until it sank below the water’s surface. The bongo left a small trail of bubbles, and he couldn’t help but watch them, too, until each one of them had surfaced and the water was completely still.


  Jar Jar sighed.


  Blinking his eyes, he surveyed his surroundings. The swamp was at the edge of a dense forest, and the sun rode low on the horizon. Although he’d had many excursions to the swamps of Naboo, he’d spent most of his years underwater. He’d never become familiar with the orbits of Naboo’s moon or the planet’s rotation around the sun, as these were things he couldn’t see from the transport tubes of Otoh Gunga. Now, as he looked up at the sky, Jar Jar realized he wasn’t certain whether it was dawn or twilight. He would have to wait for the sun to set. Or rise.


  A long, lonely howl echoed from the forest, and Jar Jar felt a chill against the back of his neck. He wondered how long it would take him to find a safe place to sleep.


  He was also getting hungry.


  Jar Jar looked back to the water, hoping to see a bongo surface, and then hear Tarpals tell him that the banishment was all just a misunderstanding. He knew he was kidding himself, but he hoped just the same.


  The area was suddenly filled by a bright flash of light, and Jar Jar thought there might be something wrong with his eyes. Seconds later, a loud explosion boomed in the air, and Jar Jar collapsed to the ground with his hands over his head. For an instant, he wondered if any of Captain Swagg’s droids were still at large. He peered through his fingers and looked up into the sky to see a large, dark cloud looming over the forest.


  The flash had been lightning. The boom had been thunder. Jar Jar wondered when it would start to rain.


  The sky grew darker, and Jar Jar realized that night was indeed falling over Naboo. High overhead, a pinpoint of light became visible through the clouds. It was a star. Jar Jar gazed at the star for a full minute, then closed his eyes and made a wish. More than anything, he hoped that he would be allowed to go home again. Someday.


  Soon.


  NEXT ADVENTURE:


  DANGER ON NABOO
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