Tsutsi:

Thug, gangster, a man who mugs then murders the people he robs without physically showcasing crow’s feet in the corner of his ageless eyes.  Mindless, controlling, gun points that sketch the hollow darkness of society by means of gambling, alcoholism, carjacking and an unusual form of rape—forcing a woman to breast feed a child you just accidentally kidnapped.

Audiences at the Toronto Film Festival instantly named Tsutsi (Zoot-cee) the year’s best.  Even more impressive, Gavin Hood’s novel and directing shaped the path that led actors Presley Chweneyagae, Mothusi Magano, Kenneth Nkosi, Zenzo Ngqobe, Terry Pheto to a Golden Globe nomination and eventually an Oscar for Best Foreign Language film.  

This isn’t Curtis (50 Cent) Jackson in the sequel to Get Rich or Die Tryin’…nor should it be compared to the darkest side of Crash or Terrence Howard’s portrayal of a pimp in Hustle and Flow.  Although the soundtrack portrays the chapters of life out on the street, Tsutsi encompasses a single man’s evolution without a Hollywood driven payoff.  

There is no fame to be attained.  Masses of followers aren’t gathered to cheer on the deeply challenged change.  More importantly, life goes on.

Thich Nhat Hahn, a Vietnamese Buddhist Monk teaches us not to water the seeds of anger, depression and the frustrations that may lead to more violence.  Choose instead to mindfully embrace a hidden love, a shoved aside expression of trust and value—bring to the forefront of your participation in the elements that make up our society not the violence you hold today but what you can keep away from unborn generations.    

Case in point Tsutsi.

