I still can’t figure out why critics are praising There will be Blood.  There’s nothing in this movie that gives me a reason to wrap my arms around a spaghetti western type drama about a very greedy man filled with horrid hatred toward everybody but himself.  

Two hours and forty minutes of an oil tycoon visualizing a complete take over.  Daniel Day Lewis does nothing for me except over exaggerate his lines.  He dramatically shouts, pouts and punches his way through a movie that seemingly has no purpose except to waste a lot of precious time.  

Maybe it needs a new ending?  Was it the Clint Eastwood type slowness that drug my wandering mind through buckets of black gold with no payoff?  It was whiney!  It was nothing more than a typical way most corporations got their start…stealing from people who knew no better.  

Interestingly enough, it swiped a night from my private life.  Time I can’t get back because I’ll spend the rest of my life trying to explain to people who liked the movie how totally greedy they must be deep inside.  
