Reviews of Selected Films of Martin Scorsese: by George Craft

Who’s That Knockin’ at My Door
1967
Martin Scorsese
     3.0
Harvey Keitel as J.R., Zina Bethune as The Girl.  Scorsese’s first feature film: he began with students film about the guys farting around in Little Italy moving from camaraderie to violence, added the story of The Girl, and then at the insistence of a film distributor, added the arty sex scene shown about halfway through.  The result is a rather seam-rich movie that has some continuity of theme and plot, but seems pasted together with lots of raw edges showing.  Filled with avant garde, New Wave, style film techniques: long montage sequences (mostly of the guys fooling around) set to pop music songs; slow motion (the sex scene); jump cuts from the guys to The Girl story and back again (it is not at first clear whether the love story is happening at the same time or is a flashback); cuts and montages mainly to show JR’s thoughts (e.g., of the sex events in the film while he is going to Confession at the end) or to describe a character’s narrative (e.g., The Girl’s account of her rape); his trademark hyper close-ups of physical objects – automobile windows closing, door locks opening and closing.  The parts seem to be greater than the whole.  Theme is JR trying to grow up, break out of the Italian ghetto with all its attitudes about women, friendship, religion, etc.  The developing relationship with the modern white college girl challenges his beliefs and upbringing (family, mother, neighborhood, sexual attitudes), but in the end he is unable to break away.  He won’t have sex with her because she is a “girl” (continuation of his mother, comforting, a woman you would marry) and not a “broad” (the sex object shown gratuitously in montaged sex scene with several models) – a variant of the madonna/whore complex of the Italian ghetto.  He has violent emotional crisis when she reveals to him that she was raped a few years ago, and when he comes back to her, he says he “forgives” her and will marry her anyway; realizing he is still imprisoned by his past, Girl refuses, he loses his temper and calls her a whore, and movie ends with them separated.  JR and Girl talk a lot about movies, especially ‘Rio Bravo’ and ‘The Man Who Shot Liberty Valance.’  He identifies with Wayne’s macho persona, and makes reference to his racist/sexual obsession in ‘The Searchers” with its parallel to JR’s dilemma about his girlfriend’s rape. Film appears to mirror Scorsese’s difficulties breaking away from Little Italy when he went to NYU film school and married a fellow student from a different background.  Although film ends with JR in confession, the forces holding him back are presented as more cultural than strictly religious. This film is interesting mainly for its small parts and for its insight into the beginning of Scorsese’s career.  Not a great first film like ‘Citizen Kane!’

Mean Streets
1973
Martin Scorsese
     3.0
   Harvey Keitel, Robert DeNiro as Johnny Boy, Amy Robinson as Theresa, Richard Romanus as Michael, David proval as Tony.  Further adventures of group of Little Italy (Manhattan) kids either involved in or on the edge of small-time mob activities.  Plot is pretty thin – Charlie’s attachment (why is pretty hard to figure out) to the completely irresponsible, flaky, and suicidal Johnny Boy, how Charlie protects him against Michael (they all are part of the same stem group), but he is finally murdered in a brutal sequence as Charlie is trying to get Johnny Boy out of town.  Very veristic filming in the streets of New York – dark, dingy, crowded with big 70s cars, lots of screaming, shoving and real violence; the men are short-tempered, tough talking in their New York accents, full of macho posturing, very foul-mouthed, and loud, and they get in fights often; they can’t stand ‘faggots’ (the guys mock the outrageous pansy in the rear seat of Tony’s car) and ‘Niggers’.  But even so they are often good-natured, likable, and loyal to one another.  Film has important autobiographical element for both Scorsese and De Niro. Intense blacks in the night shots and reds inside the bar where Charlie hangs out.  The camera tends to long takes, and handheld sequences when Johnny Boy is running, etc.; some jump cutting when Charlie is meeting with Theresa (whom we see in full frontal nudity, but not Charlie of course).  Attention focused on Charlie’s spiritual drama.  Several scenes take place inside the Catholic church where he prays and lights votive candles, holding his hand in the flame a couple of times to remind himself of the pains of hell.  He also talks about wanting “to be saved,” and makes a (joking) Eucharistic gesture with his fingers while booze is being poured into a glass in a bar.  His life is bifurcated between illegal mafia activity in the streets (he is a collector and “runs numbers” although a nice one) and his desire to please God, be good, and “help others” – on several occasions he acts as Good Samaritan, mainly with Johnny Boy, his “hair shirt;” he is however not very effective.  Very intense ethnic texture, what with the church, the Italian street celebrations with the music, the Mafiosi speaking Italian to one another.  The guys spend a lot of time in Tony’s bar, shooting the shit, insulting one another, getting mad, drinking, going after women.  Theresa seems to be a possible way out for Charlie, but he does not take advantage (she wants him to move uptown where she has an apartment).  She is also an epileptic (and thus needs to be cured), but she forgives Johnny when he asks Charlie “What happens when she comes?” and Charlie abandons her for Johnny when she has a fit while the two guys are fighting.  Soundtrack consists of appropriate American popular tunes, sentimental Italian ballads, and Italian operatic music.  Charlie’s journey does not seem to be over at the end – Johnny is dead in the car (violence) and Theresa is in hysterics (abandoned).  Hard for me to like Charlie much; he needs to prioritize his values.
New York, New York
1977
Martin Scorsese
   3.0
Robert DeNiro, Liza Minnelli, Mary Kay Place, Lionel Stander.  Scorsese’s homage to the MGM musical and to postwar popular culture.  Seems to owe a lot to ‘A Star is Born.’  Strong acting from DeNiro, who, handsome with slick-backed hair, is unbelievably self-centered, ill-tempered, manic, aggressive, violent, unpredictable, maddeningly persistent, loony, like a bomb ready to explode; and from Minnelli, who tries a bit hard to imitate her mother, has a very brassy voice, and is not very attractive; she is rather ambitious herself, but is basically sensible and mild-mannered and one wonders how she puts up with Jimmy’s antics.  Opens with lengthy set-piece in which Jimmy tries to pick up Minnelli in ballroom (Tommy Dorsey playing) at end of World War II; much of beginning of movie moves slowly; we get tired of repetitive illustration of Jimmy’s weirness.  Most of film taken up with violently antagonistic relationships between two principals; gulf between them deepened by Minnelli’s soaring success, while Jimmy can’t seem to take off; it wears a bit on the viewer.  A lot of music, focusing on jazzy edge of big band sound (Jimmy is a gifted tenor saxophonist, who at times leads a band) and on big voice songs adapted to Minnelli – showstopper is her singing of “NYNY” toward the end, when Jimmy reappears in her audience; also includes ‘Blue Moon,’ ‘Honeysuckle Rose,’ ‘Takin’ a chance on Love,’ ‘You are my Lucky Star.’  Big production number, the unremarkable ‘Happy Endings,’ reinserted in this copy; film probably better off without it.  Filmed as musical fantasy – almost all sets have the Technicolor artificial feel, the wet, shiny streets of the Big Apple, sometimes carried to extremes as in the exterior snow scenes, when DeNiro has discussion with Minnelli in the South.  Story, which moves slowly and too carefully in the beginning, gets very sketchy in middle and toward end because of need to cut the original 4.5 hour length of the feature.  The ending when the two meet again after several years of success (big for her, modest for him) is tentative and ambiguous; one has impression they are together again, but are they?  And if so, what has changed to make it work better?
Raging Bull
1980
Martin Scorsese
     4.0
  Robert DeNiro, Joe Pesci, Cathy Moriarty, and a host of bloodied boxers.  Famous film about the career and personality of Jake LaMotta, the Bronx bull; he finally wins the Middleweight Championship, but then squanders it, losing again to Sugar Ray Robinson in the early 50s.  The fight sequences are unequalled – incredibly violent, visceral and bloody; punches land with extremely pungent sound effects, spittle and blood flying, fight scenes shot from the point of view of the boxers (the spectators are simply a roaring background), moments of slow motion when point of view switches from objective to LaMotta’s or his foe’s subjective perception.  LaMotta is an aggressive, mindless sort of boxer, charging in blindly like a raging bull or a mad dog with little regard for the finesse and strategy of a Sugar Ray; but it usually works.  Most of the movie is shot in wonderful black and white with color interlude only for the flickery home movies of weddings, appearance of children, etc. in the middle of the film.  Most of film deals with Jake’s personal and romantic life.  Pesci is his kid brother, who is essentially sensible despite his foul language; he does however lose patience with Jack when the latter beats him up after Jack’s fight with his wife.  LaMotta is a very difficult personality – filled with anguish, anger, violence and guilt that make his life a misery, but fuel his boxing career.  It is not clear what the origins of this are, but it clearly has something to do with his religious background (sex and violence scenes occur in rooms with religious images and symbols), and more with his sexual presuppositions.  Although he depends on Vickie (Moriarty in her first role; he tells her “Don’t leave me.  I would be a bum without you and the kids.”), he sees her and other women as objects of his lust, or once married, madonnas who are unfortunately still whores underneath and always on the lookout for sex with a man.  LaMotta is mostly non-verbal, never communicating clearly with others, speaking only to express primal emotions like anger, jealousy, hungry, need for sex, etc.  When feeling close to his wife (wanting sex), he is incapable of endearments; he cannot see her as companion or friend, but only as lover – even here possession and ownership have more to do with it than love.  He is consumed by anger, hatred and jealousy; he despises his first wife (she disappears abruptly after their first scenes), and most of his scenes with Vickie deal with his obsessive jealousy – he is convinced that she is “fucking” everybody she knows, including Joey.  His anger easily boils over into violence; he slaps Vickie frequently, and finally punches her out when she tries to interfere with his attack against his brother.  Hard to conclude that his sexual hang-ups are not responsible for his misery.  Postscript of film is Jake’s subsequent career as a bad, marginal nightclub entertainer telling hostile jokes, composing doggerel poetry, and reciting from Shakespeare to sparse audiences; DeNiro gained 50-60 pounds to portray how far Jake had fallen.  In this period Jake loses his wife and children, is thrown into jail on a morals charge (underage 14-year old girl), and has a violent sort of epiphany in a prison cell where he pounds on the stone wall with his fists shouting “I am not an animal!” although he has always acted that way in the film!  He is working and still alive at the end, but there isn’t much left of him.  There is some “redemption” at the end, but it is partial and attenuated: he is remorseful about what he has done (does this realization come from God’s grace?), but it is too late to turn around his relationships with his brother and his ex-wife; the film leaves him as a pitiful, overweight entertainer.  Very intense, loud and violent movie that never lets up; pretty exhausting experience.  Movie makes more sense if you see it as Scorsese’s autobiographical reflection on his own, sometimes self-destructive life.
The Last Temptation of Christ
1987
Martin Scorsese
    3.5
Willem Dafoe as Jesus, Barbara Hershey as wild, intense, even scary Mary Magdalen, Harvey Keitel as fiery New-Yorkese talking conscience of Jesus, David Bowie as urbane, flat Pontius Pilate, Harry Dean Stanton as inspired, faith-filled, strong-willed Paul.  Scorsese’s passionate meditation on the relation between body and spirit, the world and grace, comfort/happiness and duty/mission, in the person of Jesus.  He starts off as a Roman collaborator despised by all the Jews around him, including Mary Magdalen but especially the fiery Judas (associated with the Zealots).  Jesus resists the will of God that he preach and die for mankind – sacrifice and atone; he resists his messianic destiny.  Impressive Devil-inspired scenes of visions in the desert – where snakes (woman) and lion (Judas) and fire – that tempt him with pleasure, possessions and power.  He resists, is transformed, and goes on to perform miracles and exorcisms, the most impressive and moving of which was the raising of Lazarus from the dead.  Jesus warms to his mission under the lash of Judas (although unclear whether he wants to emphasize a gospel of love or to be more political), although he still pleads with God (Father) in the Garden to spare him the agony of crucifixion; Jesus finally gets Judas to betray him to the Romans so that he will have to fulfill his destiny.  On the cross, though, he is brought down, spared, by an angel (reminds one of a Botticelli cherub) that might have been sent by the Devil (the angel tells Jesus that God “killed” his wife).  He then lives as an ordinary man in a fertile oasis with wives (the first of which was Mary Magdalene) and children, and he is happy as a man and enjoys life.  This phase is ended when his disciples come to him and reproach him – Judas being of course the angriest – for having abandoned his destiny, for fleeing the sacrifice that God intended for him.  Jesus then returns to the cross and dies in agony and has the right to cry out “It is accomplished.”  According to this version, about which Scorsese says in the beginning that it is not based on the gospel, Jesus was a weak man, tempted to be just a man and be happy, and only with a great struggle did he overcome his reluctance and submit himself to the will of his father.  Obviously comes out of the author’s own struggles between the blandishments of the world and the attraction of grace.  Few special effects.  Very veristic textures – dusty, reddish, earthy environment with poor, ragged, gritty characters.  The score is exotic and draws a lot of Arab music. The prevalence of flat New York accents (especially Keitel; the exceptions are Pilate and the last tempting angel who speak British) is sometimes off-putting, especially in such a realistic seeming environment.  Certainly one of the most challenging film treatments of Jesus; it makes you experience the ambiguities and agonies of being both God and man.

Goodfellas 
1990    Martin Scorsese
    4.0
Ray Liotta, Robert DeNiro, Joe Pesci, Paul Sorvino, Lorraine Bracco.  Perhaps Scorsese’s best film combining art and entertainment; has to be one of the most entertaining movies ever made.  Follows career of Henry from early teenage years until his crash and entry into the Federal Witness Protection Program.  Early years when non-Italian guy envies big shot lifestyle of the local mafia and joins up (although being non-Italian, he can never be a made man); best years when he marries Bracco, prospers, makes a lot of money, and then goes to jail; decline when he starts to deal in drugs without boss’ knowledge, takes the stuff, makes mistakes, and then is arrested; he cops a plea in order to avoid being murdered by Jimmy, which he knows is coming.  A kind of mafia guy in the trenches look at the subject; what was life as a common mafia guy like, as opposed to the guys at the top (‘Godfather?’).  Almost incredibly vivid movie that knocks your eyeballs out: garish colors, outlandish personalities that are clearly delineated and about whom you care even if they are bastards; extreme violence (Henry crosses the street and brutally beats up the guy who molested Bracco with repeated blows to the face (meant to be disfiguring) without any edits; the black guy’s brains blown onto the bed when Tommy suddenly shoots him in the back of the head; the guy who bought a pink Cadillac for his girlfriend found in the Cadillac with both their brains blown out; crazy Tommy shot suddenly in the back of the head when he arrives at the house to be “made;” and of course opening sequence when “dead” body in trunk makes noise, then stabbing, shooting, etc.); great memorable profane dialogue.  Unforgettable: the opening sequence and its prequel later in the movie (Tommy borrows the kitchen knife from his sweet mom); steady cam follows Henry and Lorraine through the corridors of nightclub in their first visit – point being that Henry is now a big shot; steady cam introduces us to all the characters as it winds through the busy nightclub; Tommy (Pesci)’s tirade in the nightclub when he has everyone convinced that he is going to blow away Henry for laughing at his jokes (“Do I aMUSE you?”); Bracco holding gun in close-up to the face of sleeping Liotta and threatens him for a full minute.  Wonderful sequence of Henry’s final day – nervous, jump cuts, doing too many things at same time, constantly looking up at helicopter, Jimmy pissed because the guns he brought don’t fit his silencers, preparing drug shipment on airplane, and all the time preparing the ziti for his little brother; then police sweep down on him at his house.  Pesci’s hyper excitable personality has audience on toes throughout; Jimmy turns paranoid at end, and murders almost everyone who participated in the Lufthansa heist ($6m).  Bracco wonderful as wife; turned on by the alpha male, rich and famous lifestyle of Henry; always remains passionate and becomes wiser and more knowing as time passes; strung out, hysterical, and loyal at end.  Liotta carries movie with his reserved, sensible personality, a little on the outside compared to Tommy and Jimmy, and yet he goes over the edge, and is saved from death only by the Feds looking for their witness.  Wonderful script co-written by Scorsese and Pileggi that sucks audience into characters and suspense, and keeps us on our toes at all times.  The voice-over throughout film adds greatly to atmosphere (Henry most of the time, Lorraine on a couple of occasions)l; essentially the commentary and description of the two principals after their dreams have been punctured and they have been relegated to suburbia like two ordinary schmucks.  Great loud, age-matched soundtrack of rock music that keeps us excited.  You never want to stop and think; you just experience the film and love every minute of it!  Has any movie ever radiated such enthusiasm for film?
The Age of Innocence
1993
Martin Scorsese

3.0
Daniel Day-Lewis, Michelle Pfeiffer, Winona Ryder.  Very slow-paced film about social repression of true love, based on Wharton novel.  Anti-Hollywood in sense that Archer (Lewis) never fulfills his love, spends the rest of his life pining for Pfeiffer, and when he has a chance to see her 25 years later, he thinks about it on an outdoor Parisian bench on a beautiful spring day, and then decides not to enter her apartment.  Testimonial to the power of 19th century New York aristocratic society: in beginning he is attracted to the unconventional Countess, but all conspires against him: his own social inhibitions; the machinations of his aristocratic friends, who rally behind his wife Mae; and Mae herself, who although she appears to be naïve, she proves more than a match for her rival – she keeps her counsel to herself, and by exploiting her own pregnancy she maneuvers the Countess out of town.  Performances are good, although Pfeiffer doesn’t seem as fetching as she used to be, Day-Lewis has little opportunity to burst out of his repressed and oppressed character, and Ryder, in her carefully paced and measured speech, seems very low-key.  High point of film is the photography and editing.  Very sumptuous portrayal of all aspects of the luxurious existence of the New York upper crust: place-settings, gourmet food, stunning period costumes (usually made up in artificial-looking perfection), brilliant colors of gold, red, green, yellow (roses), etc., photographed with moving camera and imaginative, expressive editing; and on the other hand static shots of long gazes, bringing the action once more to a halt.  One point seems to be that they care more about these manifestations of their rank than about real human feeling.  Seems very faithful to setting, characters, and theme of Wharton novel.  It is just hard to watch a longish movie where not much happens, conversations are drawn out and repetitive, and you spend a lot of time looking at tableware.  

The Gangs of New York    2002
Martin Scorsese

3.5
Leonardo DiCaprio does credible job as Amsterdam, young son of Irish immigrant who works to extract revenge from rival gang for the death of his father, Daniel Day-Lewis in riveting performance as Bill the Butcher reveling in his role as leader of Nativist gang and for a while the real ruler of the New York Five Points district,  Cameron Diaz fetching and effective as larcenous street moll who has antagonistic love affair with DiCaprio, Jim Broadbent as oily and terminally corrupt Boss Tweed of Tammany Hall and it appears the man who really runs New York.  Amazingly energetic, violent, hard-hitting, tale of revenge in New York between 1846 and 1863.  Scorsese’s visual anthropology dissects his version of what New York (and America) was before the end of the Civil War – a checkerboard of tribal loyalties that include various Irish clans, the Nativist Protestants under Bill, the Tammany Hall machine under Boss Tweed, and the uptown rich who rarely go downtown.  The Irish and the Nativists settle their differences in stylized combat – the two sides appearing in numbers and fighting it out bloodily and murderously with deadly weapons but not including firearms: reminds one of Early Medieval Germanic combat in great numbers.  Shot in bright, even garish color; the decors are very gritty and realistic (hard to believe that lower Manhattan was so dirty and ramshackle) – movie often seems alike a long street fair with every human type known to man depicted in the streets; the culture is brutal and violent – bear-baiting in the streets, knife-throwing contests, public hangings to set an example (and the victims don’t seem to mind that much!).  All the performances are excellent, but Day-Lewis, speaking an early version of New Yorkese, absolutely revels in his evil and monopolizes the camera in all his scenes.  Film has important historical theme.  Instead of the mainstream idea that America’s democracy and prosperity were made by the inevitable march of progress, modern New York here emerges out of tribal chaos and violence.  Second part of film takes place during the Civil War, when the poor are drafted to be sent to their deaths (graphically depicted in photographs) the moment they set foot off their boats.  Major event of the end of the movie are the 1863 draft riots, in which the poor mob ransacks authority and wealth in New York, denounces the draft, and kills every Black they can find.  The riots are put down very brutally by the army, who fire into crowds with no compunction, beat mob members on the ground; even the final Armageddon between the Irish and the Nativists is spoiled by the firing of artillery shells from Union gunboats in the harbor.  Amsterdam, who narrates: New York “is a cauldron in which a great city might be forged;” “our great city was born in blood and tribulation.”  It is through the application of catastrophic federal force/violence that modern American society is born out of the tribal loyalties and conflicts of the previous era.  The non-stop weight of violence, the lack of credible female characters, the overwhelming weight of décor and history perhaps keep this movie from four stars.

The Aviator
2004
Martin Scorsese
    3.5
Leonardo DiCaprio, Cate Blanchett, Kate Beckinsale, Alan Alda as corrupt senator, Alec Baldwin as Pan Am boss.  Extremely colorful and evocative treatment of productive part of life of Howard Hughes.  Begins with production of ‘Hell’s Angels’ (showing perfectionism of Hughes), and continuing through his aviation and movie career, focusing on his ground-breaking aircraft pioneering, his relationships with various Hollywood starlets, and his disintegrating personality until he finally loses his sanity in last 30 minutes.  DiCaprio is convincing as Hughes (aggressive, visionary, unbalanced), as is Kate Blanchett, who captures perfectly the mannerisms and the spirit of Kate Hepburn, and Beckinsale, who is sumptuously dressed incarnation of spitfire Ava Gardner.  Everything is pumped up (soundtrack, color, close-up sequences) to make the most vivid possible impression.  The most amazing special effects of aviation sequences, particularly the flying of the experimental spy plane, which flies like a race car, then cracks up, and then gives us a hyper-realistic crash sequence, perhaps the most vivid and overwhelming I have ever seen!  Last part of movie seems to be in search of the subject of the narrative: as Hughes’ mental health collapses (he walks around naked in his screening room peeing in milk bottles), he nevertheless rallies to make a Rocky-like blockbuster appearance in front of a Senate committee, in which he turns the tables and discredits his accusers (and then off to the Spruce Goose, where he loses his mind again).  Was his mother responsible for his mental problems?  Is mental instability the price you pay for creativity?  A very entertaining ride!

The Departed
     2006
     Martin Scorsese      3.5     Jack Nicholson excessively pulling out all the stops and playing his over-the-top self as a crime boss, Matt Damon low-key and reliable as Nicholson’s mole in the anti-crime unit of the Massachusetts state police, Leonardo DiCaprio now truly Scorsese’s new De Niro as a police academy wash-out recruited by the state police to infiltrate Nicholson’s crime organization, Mark Wahlberg owns every scene he is in with his hostile, in-your-face, violently profane performance as Martin Sheen’s second man, Martin Sheen as the head man of the covert operations unit of the state police, Alec Baldwin is large and also profane, also owning his scenes as the head of the anti-crime unit, Vera Farmiga works valiantly to make something out of her nothing role in this strictly man’s movie.  Blockbuster police yarn with a very complex plot (the two moles in each other’s organization finding out at more or less the same time that the other exists – who knows what at what time; what are his motivations, etc.) that the viewer doesn’t worry too much about since the movie is so entertaining. Terrific performances by everyone with the possible exception of the over-the-top Nicholson: Wahlberg rivets our attention every time he is on screen; Damon is quietly creepy; DiCaprio is moving since he is so sincere, determined to do good, and afraid that Nicholson is going to find him out and kill him; and even the lonely Nicholson makes for his own undoing by trusting too much in the young men that he treats as sons (as DiCaprio tells him – you’ve done a lot of fucking and drinking, but so far no sons!).  The editing is very fast with a lot of hyper crisp cross-cutting between the two moles’ activities; it would seem that the editor is trying to sweep us along in the momentum of the plot.  The film is extremely violent: it seems that almost everyone is killed, and when they go, it is usually at close range with the bullet exiting the back of the skull and spraying brains and gore all over the wall.  The ending is amazingly compelling: Sheen is thrown from the top of a building by Nicholson’s men; Nicholson himself is killed when caught in a drug deal by the police (he was betrayed by DiCaprio); DiCaprio captures the traitor Damon, cuffs him to make the arrest (he is too decent a person just to kill him), and then his brains are spattered over the back of the elevator by another (surprise!) mole in the police – he in turn is shot in cold blood by Damon who is afraid of being discovered; then just as we get used to the idea that Damon may escape (no one now knows the game he has been playing), when he walks into his upscale Boston apartment with groceries in his arm, he confronts Wahlberg clad in surgical slippers (he had previously resigned from the police force in disgust), and after Wahlberg hesitates about where to shoot him, he then blasts Damon through the head, of course splattering gore on the apartment door.  It may be a violent ending outside the law, but it packs a powerful wallop of vigilante justice done.  The setting is urban Catholic Mean Streets with most of the dramatis personae being either Irish or Italian.  The film is in the line of ‘Mean Streets’, ‘Goodfellas’, and ‘Casino’; perhaps it most nearly resembles ‘Goodfellas’.  There is little of the obsession with themes of guilt, violence, religion and redemption present in his films through ‘The Last Temptation of Christ’ (1987).  More of the thrill and happiness of being able to make a movie, to move and shock his audience, to demonstrate his mastery of all aspects of filmmaking – in the final analysis, like ‘Goodfellas’, a well-constructed crime yarn with the Scorsese signature on it.
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