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Though Ankur Arora Murder Case has no 

suspense or worthwhile twists, it boasts of some 

good performances. By Gautaman Bhaskaran

Doctor Invincible

L
ong ago, Mills and Boon 
published a series of 
novels set in South Africa, 
in cities like Cape Town 
and Johannesburg, that 

romanticised the lives of doctors and 
nurses. These books were great hits. 
For, they were written in a gripping 
style and captured with great 
poignancy the agony and ecstasy of 
these care-givers.

So, when I saw Suhail Tatari’s 
Hindi film, Ankur Arora Murder 
Case, the other evening in a 
Chennai multiplex, I could not 
help comparing one segment of the 
movie to a Mills and Boon romance 
unfolding in a hospital. The film’s 
love story is between to interning 
doctors, Riya (Vishaka Singh) and 
Romesh (Arjun Mathur), and it 
forms only a part of the whole movie. 
Unfortunately, their affair is more of a 
distraction rather than a facilitator.

The main plot hinges on the 
ego and arrogance of a remarkably 
brilliant surgeon, Dr Asthana (Kay 
Kay Menon), working in a top 
corporate seven-star hospital. A 
time comes when he begins to fancy 
himself as “God”. In a climax, which 
could have been more effective 
without the man shouting, he 
tells Riya that since he saves lives, 
snatching people literally from the 
jaws of death to give them a fresh 
lease of existence, he can very well be 
God himself. In one of the opening 
scenes, we see this happen. A 
business tycoon is critically wounded 
in a road accident, and his son is 
shooed away by Asthana, who says 
that he alone can save the man. He 
lives.

But when eight-year-old Ankur 
Arora arrives at the hospital with 
an inflamed appendicitis, Asthana 
takes charge (I wonder why a senior 
surgeon would handle a relatively 
minor complication like Ankur’s) and 
in a moment of careless forgetfulness, 
messes up the procedure. 

The boy dies, and Asthana goes to 
great length to hide the truth, buying 

the silence of a nurse with money 
and packing her off to Goa, and 
bulldozing Riya (both women were 
inside the operation theatre when the 
goof-up occurred) into falling in line.

But then life plays its own game, 
and Romesh blows the whistle, 
despite Riya refusing to testify in 
court, and his own medical career 
going into a tailspin.

The second half of the film plays 
like a Perry Mason thriller, complete 
with two lawyers who oppose each 
other in the courtroom but take 
off their clothes in the bedroom, 
involved as they are in an illicit affair. 
Romesh slips out of his white coat 
and sports a detective’s cap — and 
there is much snooping going on in 
the Earl Stanley Gardner style.

Though, Ankur Arora Murder 
Case – unlike a Gardner plot – has no 
suspense (we know from the title that 
the boy will die) or worthwhile twists 
or turns (the ones that are there are 
absolutely unconvincing), it boasts of 
some good performances. Menon’s 
is one, and he is superb as the doctor 
who can do no wrong.

I have been watching Menon since 
his pathbreaking role as Deputy 
Police Commissioner Rakesh Maria 
in Anurag Kashyap’s Black Friday 
on the 1993 Bombay bombings. His 
subsequent roles in movies such as 
Sarkar, Honeymoon Travels Pvt Ltd 
and Life in a …Metro, have been as 
varied as they have been impressive, 
each in its own distinct style. 

In Ankur Arora Murder Case, 
he is arrogance personified, a man 
who humiliates all at will and yet 
breaks down when something goes 
horrendously wrong in his hands. 
The range is riveting.

 Singh as the intern, desperate to 
get her medical career moving under 
Asthana, shows promise initially, 
but appears rather stiff as the film 
rolls on.

Tisca Chopra as Ankur’s mother 
hardly conveys the gravity of the 
tragedy which befalls her, and Paoli 
Dam playing the prosecution lawyer, 

who is crushed between professional 
ethics and a personal crisis, looks 
too wooden to give her character any 
spark.

However, the greatest flaw in 
the movie is the way writer Vikram 
Bhatt and Tatari have chosen to end 
Ankur… I think it was a convenient 
way of doing it. Most Indian 
cinema writers and helmers are 
uncomfortable to end a film with a 
question. Or, they are afraid of taking 
a stand which may not appeal to 
popular perception.

 Gulabi Gang

One of the finest movies I 
saw at the recent International 
Documentary and Short Film Festival 
of Kerala was Nishtha Jain’s Gulabi 
Gang. Translated into English, the 
title of the documentary will read 
Pink Gang, a phrase synonymous 
with a band of women wearing pink 
coloured saris and armed with sticks 
taking on the villains of Bundelkhand 
in central India.

Interestingly, Gulabi Gang, led 
by Sampat Pal – a middleaged 
woman whose soft voice and mild 
mannerism hide her steely resolve – 
fights not just gender injustice but 
also oppressive caste practices and 
corruption. 

Composed of many women, 
the Gang travels to distant places, 
sometimes on carts and tractors, to 
dispense justice, and in the face of 
extremely hostile situations. There 
are bureaucrats who lie through their 
teeth, brazenly inconsiderate to a 
woman’s suffering. 

There are cops who insult their 
uniforms by their callous sneers and 
apathetic ways of dealing with crime 
especially against women. And then 
there are villagers whose cowardice 
blocks the path of justice.

Jain presents in her 96-minute 
feature-length documentary several 
cases of women who are wronged. 
In one such instance, she takes us 

to a village where a young woman 
has been murdered (by her brother-
in-law) and then burnt to make the 
whole thing look like a fire accident. 

The Gang finds that the family has 
tampered with evidences, created 
fresh ones to drive the police barking 
up the wrong tree! The cops buy all 
this, partly because even the father 
of the dead woman is not willing to 
testify against the culprits, her in-
laws here. Obviously, he is pressured 
by social and other considerations.

Jain’s work had the power and 
the punch to shake us out of the 
comfortable slumber we have sunk 
into. In times as these, when women 
are abused, raped and even killed, 
the efforts of Gulabi Gang seem like a 
step in the right direction. Of course, 
the Gang’s commitment to social 
cause and fair play is to be seen to be 
believed, and Jain documents this 
with wonderful realism.

She tells me that she was 
apprehensive about meeting Sampat 
Pal, even more apprehensive about 
the genuineness of Gulabi Gang. 
“Was Gulabi Gang a mere publicity 
stunt by Sampat Pal to enter politics? 
Will it fade away in the dusty and 
corrupt landscape of Bundelkhand?” 
The documentary does not answer 

these. What it manages though, 
and splendidly, is to focus on the 
backbreaking work the Gang puts in. 
Jain managed to trek along with Pal 
and her team, discovering fascinating 
aspects about her. “Pal is her own 
master, in control of her life and 
actions. And that’s such a refreshing 
change from the cliché of oppressed 
woman. She is completely self-made, 
with no help from her family or in-
laws. She is also fairly knowledgeable 
despite her lack of schooling and can 
easily charm people with her stories, 
some made-up, some true – in short, 
a natural leader,” Jain says.

“One simply has to walk with 
Sampat on the main streets of her 
town to experience her influence. 
Everyone seems to know her, even 
gun-toting moustachioed men on 
motorcycles stop to have a word with 
her.  Men wave out to her from cars 
with dark windowpanes. In these 
macho and harsh surroundings, to 
see a woman in a pink sari becoming 
the centre of attraction is an 
interesting experience,” Jain avers. 

As much as Pal deserves to 
be lauded for what is certainly a 
selfless campaign to help women in 
distress in the hope that her Gang’s 
endeavours will brighten the lives of 
all those who are downtrodden and 
voiceless, Jain must be congratulated 
on producing a work which sparkles 
and lays bare grave injustices.

Not surprisingly, Gulabi Gang won 
the Best Documentary Award at the 
Muhr/Asia Competition in the 2012 
Dubai International Film Festival. 
The movie won other prizes, has 
travelled across continents and is 
the first Indian documentary to have 
had a theatrical release outside the 
country. It hit cinemas in Norway in 
January.
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