Hot Fuzz


Twisty, curvy, mysteries inspire my movie bug sickness like craving fresh caramel apples in fall.


The writers of Hot Fuzz get all the kudos.  To take obscure British humor and melt it into the shape of CSI reeks of a classic that Ted Turner will be forced to spin into play thirty years from today on TMC.


Don’t give out on this one too early.  The payoff exceeds your passion to pour hot butter on popcorn while wolfing down Milk Duds.  


The makers of Shaun of the Dead play up the jealousy cops share by putting Nicolas Angel in the halls of small town British proper—only to learn, a secret is to be had…who do you believe and is there enough proof to convince the rest of the posse knowing a lack of evidence seems so wasteful in a day of guilty until proven innocent.   
