
Memo 
 
 
 
To:       Contemporary Film Makers  
From:   The Association For People With Really Weak Bladders  
  
  
 
Bring back eighty-minute movies.      
  
You heard me.    
  
I’m telling you right now that Boomers and Gen Xers are finding it difficult making it 
through a film these days without bursting.  What is it with these two-hour and twenty 
minute extravaganzas you guys keep churning out?  Do you people realize that as you get 
older, your bladder actually shrinks?  Our crowd, the over-the-hill gang, don’t have the 
same capacity to safely retain fluids as today’s kids, who are raised on super-sized drinks 
and extra-extra large lattes.  
  
It’s bad enough at home, my wife constantly chiding me for the bathroom and snack 
breaks I take during the course of an evening of movie watching.  By the time I hit the 
“pause” button for a third or fourth time, she’s ready to skin me alive.  
  
In a crowded movie theatre, the logistics of reaching the washrooms can be daunting.   
Especially if you’re stuck in a seat near the middle and have to work your way down the 
row, trying not to step on anyone’s toes, fellow patrons making their displeasure known 
every time you momentarily block their view with your big ass.   
 
And then that long, lonely walk up the aisle to the doors leading to the lobby, feeling like 
every eye on the place is on you.  You move quickly, practically trotting, occasionally 
sneaking glances over your shoulder to see what’s happening on-screen.  A flat out-sprint 
through the concession area to the john, doing your business as expeditiously as possible 
(always remembering to wash your hands afterward).  Hurtling through the lobby, down 
the centre aisle and back to your seat…in time to find out that you’ve just missed a 
critical scene, one of those key “MacGuffin” moments.  Because it’s only something like 
twenty minutes from the end of the movie, the absolute longest you could possibly hold 
on without making a mess all over yourself and your unsuspecting neighbors.  
  
But…if you went back to making seventy or eighty minute movies?  Yeah, we could 
likely hang on that long.  Even those of us with cranky prostates or a bladder that hasn’t 
been the same since Baby #2 spent six months using it as her personal Nautilus machine.  
  
So waddaya say, guys?  Have some pity on us?  
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When you think about it, why the hell should an action movie be over two hours long in 
the first place?  Doesn’t that play hell with pacing, maintaining suspense?  Don’t things 
start, y’know, to drag after awhile?  
  
Have you noticed that movies these days tend to have two or three denouements?  It’s 
like the writer and/or director doesn’t know how to come up with a decent ending.  That 
last Bond film, “The Dark Knight”, the “Mission Impossible” flicks…action scenes piled 
on chase scenes interspersed with shoot-outs, with a healthy dose of T & A sprinkled 
throughout.  Everything top heavy with CGI effects, the actors emoting to a green screen 
rather than each other.  
  
Though diehard fans still complain, God help us, about what Peter Jackson left out, bloat 
is evident in all of the “Lord of the Rings” films.  And yet the producers still saw fit to 
saddle us with special bonus disks and alternate versions that feature every single frame 
of usable celluloid shot during the course of production.  One infamous cut is over six 
months long.   
  
I suppose the thinking is that with the cost of movie tickets so high (especially compared 
to renting the DVD) and then throw in popcorn and drinks and, oops, let’s not forget the 
babysitter—well, better give the punters their money’s worth.   
  
But “Leopard Man” is barely an hour long and Jean Vigo’s “Zero For Conduct” clocks in 
at around fifty minutes.  Most of the old SF and noir movies I’ve been watching lately 
range from 75-90 minutes, rarely any longer.  We can fire “Crawling Eye” or “Kiss of 
Death” in the Panasonic DVD/VCR player at nine-thirty and still be done in time to catch 
the late news.  You can’t say the same for the definitive 5-disk box set of  “Blade 
Runner”, can you?  
  
I say bring back the good, old days.  Get rid of the ads, run a couple of  “coming 
attractions” trailers, a short film or cartoon and then fire up the main feature.  
  
And not one of those epic-length arse-killers either:  I mean eighty-two minutes, 
beginning to end.  Shorter films would mean better, tighter films, maybe not so reliant on 
CGI as filler. When you think about it, the shorter a movie is, the cheaper it should be to 
make, right?  And reduced running times means exhibitors can squeeze in an extra 
showing of a popular title.    
  
Honestly, I don’t see a downside here (except if it somehow leads to more on-screen time 
for Ben Affleck).   
  
Controlled, assured narratives, devoid of pointless subplots, requisite action sequences, 
shot in slow motion to drag things out even more.  Free of bloat.  Wouldn’t that be a nice 
change of pace?  
  
There is much sound and fury in today’s films.  What do you expect from comic book 
adaptations and franchise pictures?  But does all that noise--the huge opening weekend 
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grosses, viral ad campaigns and whirlwind media tours--actually signify anything, other 
than the “average” film patron appears to be sixteen years old, male, spoiled and stupid?  
A kid capable of ingesting a 36-ounce vat of carbonated sugar and sitting through the 
entire four-hour and twelve minute Director’s Cut of “Spiderman VI” without pissing 
himself.    
  
Is that the person you want determining what’s playing in 2,000 theatres on the Memorial 
Day long weekend?  
  
I didn’t think so…  
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