some secret plans that can be the empire's undoing,.

That's about all the plot that anyone of voting age should be required
to keep track of. The story of “Star Wars” could be written on the head
of a pin and still leave room for the Bible. It is, rather, a breathless suc-
cession of escapes, pursuits, dangerous missions, unexpected encoun-
ters, with each one ending in some kind of defeat until the final one.

These adventures involve, among others, an ever-optimistic young
man named Luke Skywalker (Mark Hamill), who is innocent without !
being naive; Han Solo (Harrison Ford), a free-booting freelance, space-
ship captain who goes where he can make the most money, and an old
mystic named Ben Kenobi (Alec Guinness), one of the last of the Old
Guard, a fellow in possession of what's called “the force,” a mixture of
what appears to be ESP and early Christian faith.

Accompanying these three as they set out to liberate the princess and
restore justice to the empire are a pair of Laurel-and-Hardyish robots.
The thin one, who looks like a sort of brass woodman, talks in the pol-
ished phrases of a valel (“I'm adroit but I'm not very knowledgeable”),
while the squat one, shaped like a portable washing machine, who is
the one with the knowledge, simply squeaks and blinks his lights. They
are the year's best new comedy team.

In opposition to these good guys are the imperial forces led by
someone called the Grand Moff Tarkin (Peter Cushing) and his
executive assistant, Lord Darth Vader (David Prowse), a former
student of Ben Kenobi who elected to leave heaven sometime
before to join the evil ones.

The true stars of “Star Wars" are John Barry, who was
responsible for the production design, and the people who were
responsible for the incredible special effects—space ships, explo-
sions of stars, space battles, hand-to-hand combat with what appear
to be lethal neon swords. I have a particular fondness for the look of
the interior of a gigantic satellite called the Death Star, a place full of
the kind of waste space one finds today only in old Fifth Avenue man-
sions and public libraries.

There's also a very funny sequence in a low-life bar on a remote
planet, a frontierlike establishment where they serve customers who
look like turtles, apes, pythons and various amalgams of same, but
draw the line at robots. Says the bartender piously: “We don't serve
their kind here.”

It's difficult to judge the performances in a film like this. I suspect
that much of the time the actors had to perform with special effects
that were later added in the laboratory. Yet everyone treats his mate-
rial with the proper combination of solemnity and good humor that
avoids condescension. One of Mr. Lucas’s particular achievements is
the manner in which he is able to recall the tackiness of the old
comic strips and serials he loves without making a movie that is,
itself, tacky. “Star Wars” is good enough to convince the most skepti-
cal 8-year-old sci-fi buff, who is the toughest critic.
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