
CINEMA
Community
Wednesday, January 29, 20146

Now, heroes fool the law

T
ime was when Indian 
cinema made a clear 
distinction between 
what was good and what 
was bad. It showed us 

explicitly who the villain was, and 
who the hero or the noble guy. 
The villain smoked, drank and 
womanised with skimpily clad 
babes. Sometimes, he wore white, 
replete with white shoes — in 
what seemed to me then like a bit 
of mockery. The colour white, a 
symbol of purity, was jeering at 
goodness, and the bad gut appeared 
to be saying, “I represent what is 
righteous.” And he often did this 
in so many words followed by an 
unpleasant laugh. 

We all knew that Hindi cinema’s 
Pran was that terrible man, who 
lusted after the hero’s girlfriend 
or fiancée. There was little doubt 
that Prem Chopra was a schemer, 
a rapist. In Tamil cinema, there 
were M R Radha and Nambiar, who 
were sarcastic and scornful, never 
batting an eyelid before they played 
their wicked games. 

However, over a period of time, 
Indian cinema did away with the 
villain. At least, it stopped giving a 
definite shape and sound to villainy. 
The distinction between good 
and bad then began to blur. The 
hero and even the heroine became 
multi-layered. They could commit 
the most heinous of crimes under 
the garb of self-preservation or for 
the welfare of their family or for the 
cause of the community. So what if 
they broke the law. So what if they 
escaped punishment. So what if 
they fooled the police and judges.

I saw two movies in recent weeks 

that disturbed me an awful lot, 
because they were saying – in effect 
— that someone who had been 
wronged had the right to penalise 
who he or she felt deserved to be. 
Forget the cops, forget the courts. 
In the Mohanlal-starrer, Drishyam 
(from Kerala, and which I reviewed 
in an earlier column of mine), a 
mother and her daughter kill a 
boy (probably a teenager) when 
he blackmails them with a video 
clip of the girl in the shower. The 
father, a primary school dropout, 
helps his family cover up the act, 
outsmarting the police at every step 
— having learnt the tricks from the 
innumerable films he watches in the 
video library he runs.  

The best part is that Drishyam 
has been scripted and cast in a 
way to draw audience sympathy to 
the perpetrators of the crime. Of 
course, I understand that the young 
girl’s reputation was at stake. But 
could not the mother and daughter 
have owned up the murder; after 
all, the boy was trying to blackmail 
the girl into having sex with him. 

It was clearly rape. And when 
he was confronting the girl in a 
shed, the mother arrives, and the 
boy begins to misbehave with her 
as well — forcing the daughter to 
give him a blow on the head with 
a hammer or some such thing. He 
dies. The family decides that it is 
best to cover up the grisly act, and 
it does.  

Drishyam appeared to be asking 
men and women to treat the law 
as an ass. Equally worrisome is 
the fact that the movie is being 
promoted as a family entertainer 
and has been attracting huge 
crowds!

I watched another film, in Tamil 
this time, which allows its heroine 
to ride roughshod over the legal 
and the lawful. Titled Malini 22 
Palayamkkottai (a town in Tamil 

Nadu), the movie looks 
the other way when its 
female protagonist kills 
a man with the help of 
a cobra and castrates 
another. Admittedly, 
in this case as well, the 
woman, who is a culprit 
in the eyes of law, had 
been wronged in the 
first place. But can one 
take the law into one’s 
own hands? 

The film, also in 
a Telugu version, 
has been helmed by 
Sripriya, better known 
as an actress who 
frequently paired with 
southern cinema’s two 
most admired men, 
Rajnikanth and Kamal 
Hassan. A remake of 
the Malayalam work, 
22 Female Kottayam (by 
Aashiq Abu), Malini 22 
Palayamkkottai is a few 
notches lower than the one from 
Kerala – which had tighter scripting 
and better performances. 

Fahadh Faasil, playing a 
villainous lover, was far better 
than his Tamil counterpart, Krish 
Sathar. And so was Rima Kallingal 
compared with Nithya Menen 
essaying the title role in Malini 22 
Palayamkkottai. 

Sripriya’s work – in all fairness 
to her – has made an effort to look 
a little different from the original, 
with the sequence of scenes, for 
instance, placed with greater 
imagination than Abu’s creation. 
Also, I quite liked the way Sripriya 
ends her movie with a frame 
freezing on Menen waking into the 
Chennai airport. Many directors 
tend to mess up their climaxes, not 
calling cut when they should be.

Malini 22 Palayamkkottai rolls into 
a very current fear that is gripping 

India in almost endemic proportions: 
rape and molestation. Not that the 
subject is novel. It has played out 
time and again in Indian cinema, 
but what is being seen as somewhat 
different is the fact that boyfriends/
lovers are turning into lecherous 
predators, who, driven by greed, are 
even willing to sell their girls. 

In Sripriya’s film, Malini (Menen) 
is a nurse, all set to fly to Canada on 
a work visa, when she is drawn to 
her handsome, young travel agent, 
Varun (Sathar). Unfortunately, 
for Malini ( who seems a trifle too 
naïve to be living in modern India), 
Varun pimps for his boss, Prakash 
(Naresh), whose carnal instincts  
force him to rape even unconscious 
women, ravishes Malini, not once, 
but twice – the second instance 
being not so convincing. 

The movie then swerves into the 
fast lane of revenge, hatched by 

Malini inside a prison, and aided 
and abetted by a convict. Ingeneous 
ways are thought of to teach a hard 
lesson to the pimp and the actual 
rapist, and a couple of ethical and 
moral questions pop up here.

What is really disconcerting is 
that the Malayalam version ends 
on a conciliatory note — between 
the raped woman and the castrated 
man she used to love. Sripriya 
mercifully does not add this sugar 
and spice to the relationship. Malini 
flies away, leaving behind a corpse 
and a man who is as good as dead. 

The law is left floundering and 
frustrated – and looking, well, like 
an ass. 
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WORRISOME TREND: (clockwise) Drishyam, Malini 22 Palayamkkottai and 22 Female Kottayam.


