Intro to Star Wars Episode III: Revenge of the Sith Film Review

It might be a long queue at your local megaplex for Star Wars Episode III: Revenge of the Sith. KFAI’s Paul Bachleitner has this review.

Review of Star Wars Episode III: Revenge of the Sith ((((
His creative brilliance frozen on Hoth since before the world knew of Ewoks, George Lucas reminds us he’s the greatest sci-fi director of all time in Revenge of the Sith. Its story of Anakin Skywalker’s fall from Jedi protégé to the Emperor’s right-hand Sith is what fans expected instead of Jar Jar Binks squawking through The Phantom Menace.

In Revenge the action powers the drama and not vice versa. The very first scene finds Jedi, Ben Kenobi and his Padawan Anakin, in hot pursuit of General Grievous, the leader of a droid army plotting to attack the Republic. Grievous has kidnapped Chancellor Palpatine, and Kenobi and Anakin ride to the rescue on speedy little ships that look like tie fighters when the wings are extended, X-wings when they’re closed.

As Anakin, young Hayden Christiansen has deepened his punky scowl from Clones into a world-weary grimace. His hair is longer and he’s bulked up. Standing back to back with Ewan McGregor, who deftly reprises his role as Kenobi, the pair slice through an assortment of vulture droids, buzz droids, and droids without necks as Lucas shows off improved f/x. There’s enough creative creatures and locales to populate a third trilogy’s worth of films, including old standbys C-3PO, Chewbacca, and plucky R2-D2.

More artful than any of the prior Star Wars films is how Revenge captures the Shakespearean depths of the tragedy. Anakin is Macbeth in his ambitions for power, Hamlet in the struggle for decisive action, and Lear in the collapse of his ability to judge right from wrong. Christiansen’s acting is more textured, perhaps owing to his work as a lying reporter in the drama Shattered Glass filmed just before Revenge. His line readings rise and fall with the divergent impulses of Anakin’s misplaced desire to do good, a fear inspired by dreams predicting the death of his lover Padmé, and an ambition for power that the Jedi Council seems to suppress.

After Anakin’s heroics save Chancellor Palpatine, Palpatine becomes his champion and, over Yoda’s wishes, forces the Jedi Council to grant him a seat. Any viewer who’s seen 10 minutes of the trilogy’s first two films knows that Palpatine is really Darth Sidious, the supreme Sith lord who becomes galactic emperor. Everyone but Anakin and the Jedis, that is. Ian McDiarmid as Palpatine winks at viewers with his duplicitous counsel, masterfully conveying Palpatine’s sinister motives with a slithery voice while tempting Anakin into believing that the dark side will grant him power over death.

The only disappointment is the trifling role offered to Natalie Portman as Padmé, who’s only allowed to cry and look pretty in a Princess Leia hairdo. But for the rest of the film’s brilliance it surely deserves a rating of four out of four stars. For KFAI, I’m Paul Bachleitner.

