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 The writer of Training Day and 
Harsh Times brings us more cop movie 
grit with End of Watch, a vivid series of 
impressionistic sketches of a year in the 
lives of two Los Angeles police officers. 

These aren’t the corrupt cops writer-
director David Ayer built his name on. 
They’re just patrolmen, in a family of 
officers — sometimes heroic, often 
cocky, occasionally miscalculating. And 
in telling their stories episodically, with 
a rhythm that slowly builds suspense, 
Ayer gets at the level of trust they have 
to have for each other and the meaning 
of that old cop movie cliché, “He took a 
bullet for me.” 

Brian Taylor (Jake Gyllenhaal) and 
Mike Zavala (Michael Peña) are young 
but have been partners so long they’re 
like an old married couple —  comically 
bickering, teasing, picking at each other’s 
sore spots. Brian is single, ambitious. He 
wants to make detective. He’s willing to 
take a shortcut or two to get there. 

Mike is more blue-collar — happily 

married, a father, happy to 
be where he is in the force. 
But the uniform hasn’t taken 
the chip off his shoulder. Call 
him the wrong name when 
he’s arresting you, and it’s 
“go time.” 

During the course of a 
year, we see the  shifting 
 fortunes of their lives, 
 shootings that have to be 
 justified  and a steadily 
escalating violence that 
spills over the border from 
Mexico . Mike and Brian 
find  themselves stumbling 
into more and more cartel 
business . 

Gyllenhaal brings a 
 swashbuckling bravado to Brian,  who is 
something of a player when it comes to 
the ladies. He’s not above hooking up 
with  groupies (“Badge Bunnies”) but 
might be tempted when somebody  special 
(like Anna Kendrick) comes along. 

Mike has matured in different ways, 
clinging to juvenile neighborhood 

 notions of “respect” but 
adult enough to know love 
when he sees it. 

Ayer’s film begins with  45 
minutes of procedure, depic-
tion of the cop community 
(America Ferrara and Cody 
Horn are fellow officers) and 
light touches. The police are 
bilingual, by necessity, aware 
of where they can make a 
difference and when they 
need to walk away. The calls 
they answer range from fires 
to missing children, loud 
parties to “shots fired — 
 officer down.” 

Our heroes’ banter  is easy, 
informal, with goofy  moments 

of the sort of race-baiting that only two 
close friends could get away with. It’s all 
underlined with “I love you, man.” 

They can joke about pulling a guy over 
and confiscating a gold-plated assault rifle 
(“It’s Liberace’s AK-47!”). But we can 
sense what’s coming, even if they can’t. 

Their guns are out of their holsters 

more, the threat of violence gathers like 
clouds over the city. 

Ayer resorts to that favorite crutch 
of current filmmakers: the hand-held 
video recorder (Brian is doing a video 
project for his night school class) but is 
so inconsistent with it that he abandons 
that point of view mid-scene. 

What he manages most masterfully 
here is the drip-drip-drip of rising 
 tension, a build-up that leaves you with 
a sense of dread . 

And Peña and Gyllenhaal so fully 
 inhabit these well-rounded characters 
that you worry for them, worry what 
they’ll do on this day or night when they 
climb into their cruiser, and what will 
become of them by the end of this watch. 

Tensions build in excellent police drama, and the dread is palpable
WORRYING HOW IT WILL END
By Roger Moore
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End of Watch features Michael Peña, left, 
and Jake Gyllenhaal as L.A. patrolmen.
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MOVIE REVIEW
‘End of Watch’

R for strong 
violence, some 
disturbing images, 
pervasive language 
including sexual 
references, and 
some drug use. 
Open Road. 109 
min. Fayette Mall, 
Georgetown, Ham-
burg, Movie Tavern, 
Nicholasville, Rich-
mond, Winchester, 
Woodhill.

 In the movies, the saying goes, some 
stars wear the hat. And sometimes, the 
hat wears them. 

Say whatever else you want about 
Sylvester Stallone’s kitschy 1995 turn 
as futuristic comic book judge-jury-
 executioner Judge Dredd, the dude 
wore the helmet. Karl Urban replaces 
Stallone in the new Dredd 3D, and the 
helmet wears him. 

Urban never takes off the over-size 
thing. It closes off his performance 
and masks his charisma. We see only 
his scowling jaw and hear his hissed 
one-liners, chewing out the rookie 
mind-reading judge, Anderson (Olivia 
Thirlby), who forgets to wear hers.  

In a future when much of America 
is irradiated and 800 million people live 
in MegaCity, the concrete metropolis 
that stretches from Boston to Washing-
ton, tens of thousands are packed into 

mega high-rises, many at the 
mercy of mega criminals. 

The judges are all that 
stand in the way of anarchy. 
They’re wired-in, high-tech 
hunter/prosecutor/killers  
who solve (sort of) crimes, 
catch criminals and dole out 
punishment on the spot. 

The death penalty is their 
favorite. 

There’s a new drug 
 making the rounds.  “Slo 
Mo,” it’s called, and Ma-Ma 
is the drug lord who has 
it. Lena Headey (300) plays her in a 
performance that begins and ends with 
the flashy scar-riddled makeup. 

When Dredd and the “mutant” 
psychic judge-in-training, Anderson, nab 
one of Ma-Ma’s thugs (Wood Harris), 
 you know this means war. 

This Dredd is a limited vision of the 
future, mainly confined to one towering, 

rundown high-rise. Judge 
Dredd, Anderson and their 
prisoner must fight their 
way out of this building, 
which Ma-Ma’s minions have 
on lockdown. This could 
have been claustrophobic, an 
action epic in compact form. 
Die Hard and last year’s 
Indo-Australian thriller The 
Raid are versions of this set-
up that work. 

With Dredd 3D, you 
get only a taste of that 
as the judges blaze their 

way through Ma-Ma’s murderers and 
 supposedly innocent bystanders, and 
await the back-up that seems awfully 
slow in coming. 

The 3-D is used to greatest effect 
in slow-motion shootings, impalings 
and throat slashings — blood-on-the-
lens stuff. The villain is poorly drawn. 
The script lets her down, and Headey 

just isn’t “big” enough, in persona, 
performance and presence, to suggest 
a murderous monster who  slashed and 
intimidated her way to the top. 

Thirlby is sensitive and cute as ever, 
funny when she has to be. She needs 
more to do. 

And Urban — so droll as Dr. McCoy 
in the Star Trek reboot, so sinister in 
as Black Hat in Priest, so worthy a foe 
for Bruce Willis in Red — is lost behind 
that big ol’ helmet. 

That conspires to render  this Dredd 
mega boring. 
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‘Dredd’ remake doesn’t put up a good fight

Judge Dredd (Karl Urban) and Anderson 
(Olivia Thirlby) hunt down criminals.
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MOVIE REVIEW
‘Dredd 3D’

R for strong bloody 
violence, language, 
drug use and some 
sexual content. 
Lionsgate. 95 min. 
2D and 3D: Fayette 
Mall, Hamburg, 
Movie Tavern, 
Nicholas ville, Rich-
mond, Woodhill.


