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FEATURING

Adam Ratcliffe @aj_ratcliffe
IB-9D3 @ArchiveFarAway

Will Wright @porgdameron

Nick Cowling @Artstralis

Seth Peevely @zuttonspaintbox
Shane Henderson @StarWars5W
William Davies @william7th
Jacob Kuddes @moderncarapace
Ender Smith @AurekFonts



IELCONE TO BOONIA €Ve

CHROME MACHINES HURTLING through breathtaking vistas at extraordi-
nary speeds. The reckless abandon of the crowds as huge chari-
ots with whining engines rush past, through gorgeous landscapes,
narrow crevasses, lives hanging by the barest threads.

And then, the silence in their wake. The ancient canyons or
high mountain passes falling quiet, awaiting the distant scream of
engines to fill them with life again.

And surrounding it all is the pageantry. The flags, hand-sewn
livery for heroic figures that put their very lives on the line to bring
a touch of speed to the ordinary. The racers themselves, strange
forms fit perfectly to their strange assortment of pods.

In podracing, George Lucas and his army of artists made
something that has no analogue in cinema. The flags, the aliens,
the architecture, the eighteen different podracers, the maquette’s
and matte paintings. And then artists through the years, from Terryl
Whitlatch and lain McCaig to Doug Chiang to Episode 1 Racer’s
Peter Chan and beyond transported that experience to other
strange worlds, perilous tracks, and strange creatures.

Which brings us to our own small contribution to the growing
mythos of podracing. Eight artists, designers, and writers capturing
a little bit of what makes podracing special. Enjoy!

William Davies
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Ben Quadinaros and Anakin Skywalker race toe to toe on Ord Ibanna Adam Ratcliffe @aj_ratcliffe




Nick Cowling // @Artstralis

IB-9D3 @ArchiveFarAway



Dud Bol’s Vulptereen 327 Will Wright @willthethrillwright



Sebulba speeding across the deserts of Tatooine Nick Cowling @Artstralis



Tempers flare between Neva Kee and Elan Mak in the pit Seth Peevely @zuttonspaintbox



Sandpeople pose triumphantly with their pod wreckage trophy Nick Cowling @Artstralis



Pit droid mishap Will Wright @porgdameron



Gasgano of Troiken Shane Henderson @ StarWars5W



Ody Mandrell nursing a Tatooine Sunburn William Davies @william7th




IB-9D3 @ArchiveFarAway



A quiet moment with Ratts Tyerell Jacob Kuddes @moderncarapace
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by Ender Smith (@AurekFonts)

The stormwind howled, | and heavy fell
the pounding rain, | pooling black

on stone and steel. | A staring child

of Rodia stood, | in rags all drenched,

on crowded overlook, | craning to see—
she knew not what. | The knotted throng
at dusk had gathered, | while down below
the crewmen worked | in weariless haste.

The child gasped! | Though chilled of flesh
and boned-rattled, | she beamed with wonder,
as thirty sleeping | thunder-demons

roared from slumber | and revved their angst
against storm and night: | New curses

from throttle-throats—|Threats and oaths

in turbine-tongues | that turned by raging

fuel to fury, | fire, and smoke!
Power-coupling’s |pink-hued wistie-lights
dashed the darkness, | danced the rain.

The racers rumbled, | ready on their marks—
Threel—like twisters—|Two!—like nexu—
Onel—like lightning, | lashing at the canyonside!



She knew them not | by name, this child,

but learned in time: | of Teemto Pagalies
one-eyed Veknoid | victor of Mon Gazza;

of Aldar Beedo | who barely survived;

of Tarka the Teek; | of Tilday Synb;

of Cage who would die | in this canyon aflame;
of the rivals Zecto, | and Zank her brother;

of “Bumpy” Roose, | and “Breaker” L'lan;

of Vendo Neep, | and Naltha Thoroc;

of Wan Sandage | the Second and lesser;

of Reeky Sholp | who raced in disguise;

of Brix Fanwa | who finished last;

and of green Gasgano | greatest of all—

her hero, her model, | master of his craft—
who should have been champion | had cheaters not stolen
his calculated victories | with cowardly tricks.

Ere contest was over | she only could think

of one day racing—]|reeling, overtaking,
turning, boosting, | bounding, wrecking,

losing, winning, | weeping joyously

the tears of the victor! | She told no one.
Surrounded by strangers | in her solitary heart,
her destiny was decided, | the die was cast,
before the third lap, | and last of the rain.

All these memories, | and many besides—

her favored champions, | her childhood dreams,
her triumphs and trials, | her tragedy and return—
in her final moments | as she faced the end—

in flame and stone, | in steel and sparks—

she fondly recalled | and feared not death,

but thrilled to have lived, | and through her mind
one peaceful thought: | That was pod-racing.



Aldar Beedo raises the Invitational Circuit Trophy “William Davies @william7th
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