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Roberto Serrini of Team Proletariat Films {(www. proletaniatfilm.com)
speaks about his experience in the NYC Midnight Run 2005. With
only 24 hours and a theme assignment of "Spare Change", they
produced a suspense titled "Local Call” that went on to take home

the grand prize out of 52 teams.
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"Are you sure that's legal?” is usually the question asked around 2 am. We've been going at it for about 2
hours now, back and forth, trying to push the envelope as far as we can. One of the worst things you can
do with a timed contest is be trite. It's perhaps even worse then getting amrested.

But there is nothing worse then doubting yourself. You have to keep moving. Movement is the key.

The topic, "Spare Change" was given to us at midnight. The first ideas, about bums, panhandlers, and
other innocuous and insipid characters, are usually the worse and immediately discarded. We brush past
them like salad at Benihana and go right for the dancing shrimp show.

"Midgets. No, wait, lesbians!” the ideas come fast and furious. We use a thesaurus, a magic 8 ball, and lots
of bad childhood memories to fuel our creativity. The best part about the NYC Midnight Run is that there is

no room for pause. There is no time for debate, for arguing who is a better director, Fellini or Hitchcock, or

who the girl at the bar was looking at last Thursday night. There is no time for that; there is only one motion
toward one goal.

Sometimes | wonder if | lived my life with this mentality how far | would have gone. Surgeon? Nobel
Laureate? Hugh Hefner? Hard to say...

We've been hooked on timed contest for a while, starting when two of our films went to the top 50 of the
first Project Greenlight. Looking back at Pete Jones' career we are ecstatic having not won (I think | saw
him working at the Duane Reade in Times Square. Sure, it's Times Square, but in the greeting card



section? C'mon man, you're better than that). However it added up we were hooked on the concept of
forced inspiration and seemed to work best under extreme pressure. Perhaps it was all that training in
procrastination from putting off homework in High School and College. In any case, six years later and a
dozen contests and awards under our belt we feel a bit more confident, but we never mock the power of the
timed contest. It is a force to be reckoned with.

And the NYC Midnight Run was the granddaddy of them all.

24 hours to make a film seems like a punishment you give bad directors. We cranked up the caffeine and
found ourselves three hours later running around the same idea with no one's nose or ego broken too
badly. That is usually a sign to start writing. The person of our three man crew who is shaking the least from
caffeine overdose is selected to write out the script. The script and shot list is very important to us as we
deviate from it rarely. It is important to trust the script for two reasons; first, as you're barreling down the
path toward fame and glory, if you don't have something to check your shots against, you will forget
something. Re-shooting is not an option when you have a 6 hour window of filming. Second, more teams
falter each year by getting what they call "coverage” and what we call "crap we're never ever going to use
and will only become our living hell in the editing room". We trust in the script. It's the closest thing we have
to religion.

After a two hour nightmare we wake to the sun rising. No sleep for the restless. We've done our prep work
and the cameras and gear are ready to go. We go in light; one camera, a tripod, and the most important
accessory, gaffer's tape. | stress going in light like the Green Beret; the beauty about having to make a film
in 24 hours is that it's not he who has the best toys that win; it is he who is the most ingenuity that wins. If
you were the kid that had to play with a few passed down matchbox cars in the mud, then the NYC
Midnight Run is where you excel.

The actors, having been prepped the night before, amive right on time

since we told them to come half-an-hour before we needed them. We

head directly to Paley Park, which is a beautiful, serene and secluded

spot with a lovely fountain in the back. The location would be perfect for

?aur rne};aphysical film since the park itself is pan-like, straight out of a
irytale.

Unfortunately it is totally locked up when we get down there with no
hope of ever opening up before noon.

We decide to give up. We start walking back over to the train when we
come across a little park behind the Ziegfeld Theater. After a look at each other and a raised eyebrow we
decide that we're not beat just yet!

Keep moving!

We film fast and furious. We stick to the script like Hindus to a mantra. Of course there are a few, "do you
not believe I'm dedicated?!" shouting matches, but that is bound to happen when you have an Italian on
set. For a moment we feel like Gods; capturing the human condition on a thin piece of charge-coupled
device to manipulate it at our will. Who can stop us now?!

"“What do you mean, no camera detected?”.

There comes a moment when we realize that we should have not been bomn, this usually happens in the
editing process. It is always something or other, either it wont import in 16:9, there is some major issue with
time-code, or somehow there is footage of me singing "Take a load off fanny" wearing what appearsto be a
pirate costume despite having blacked out all the tapes the night before.

What I'm saying here is, leave time for editing. You're going to need it.

"Spare Change" for us was really made in the editing room. We did a ton of sound design and used






