
Goodbye for Now Andre……….. 
 

 
 

The South African writer Andre Brink, whose celebrated novel, A 

Dry White Season, I had the great honor to bring to the screen In 

1989 with MGM, left us on 6 February 2015. 
 
 

Dear Andre, to salute the intrepid warrior that you are, I will 

revisit three significant moments of our beautiful friendship… 
 

 

When in 1984, passing through France, you agree to meet me: I 

see that as a sign of providence.  Armed with my strongest 

arguments and an unswerving determination, I wait for you. 

I have 40 minutes to convince you of one thing, of which for me as 

a young filmmaker I felt sure:  you had written this novel for me.  

You arrive and unexpectedly it is you who has something to say, 

and you who tells me to my great surprise that you screen my film 

Rue Cases Nègres (Sugar Cane Alley) in secret, to your students. 
 
 

Five years later (1989), the film A Dry White Season is shot and 

edited.  MGM organises at my request, and in strictest confidence, 

a projection of the film for you in London.  I chose to allow you to 

see the film in the company of my producer.  Upstairs I pace the 

floor.  It will be the first time that we meet in person since our 

Meeting in Paris 5 years earlier.  You had asked me to be careful:  in 

your country your telephone was being tapped and your mail - 

when they deigned to give it to you - was opened. So there was 

no way that I could indicate to you my presence in Soweto (under 

a false name), with the help of N’Thato Motlana the ‘Soweto 

Doctor’ and close friend of Madiba, much less to let you read the 

adaptation that I had done of your book.  Finally the lift indicator 

moves and my heart drops to my feet.  The door opens and there 

you are, moved, tears in your eyes and automatically you take me 

in your arms and hug me, whispering …’Thank you, Thank you, it’s 

a masterpiece!’ ‘It is your book that is the masterpiece:  thank you 

for your faith in me’, I tell you. 
 
 

  



Some time later, much later, in April 2004, we find ourselves in 

Martinique to fulfill one of your dearest dreams:  to finally meet 

the man who has in the 1960s, encouraged you to give up your 

choice of exile, in favour of your ‘return to your native land’:  the 

poet and philosopher, Aime Cesaire. On this special occasion you 

deserved a big surprise:  The projection of A Dry White Season 

where a Caribbean audience of 900 people gives you a standing 

ovation.  You are moved to tears.  You describe this trip as…’one of 

the most important events’ of your life. 
 
 

Andre, we had planned to get the whole team together this year, 

2015, in South Africa:  you the author, me the director, the actors 

of the film, and the public, for the South African premiere more 

than 25 years after the film was made. Although you are no longer 

physically with us, we will do it because you are forever present 

through your legacy and in our hearts. Until then Andre, we say 

goodbye for now. 
 
 

Euzhan Palcy 

February 2015 
 

  



André and I met at the “1st Joint Symposium: South Africa in Perspective” 

which took place at the University of Salzburg in December 2004. One of the 

key events of the symposium was a screening of the film A Dry White Season, 

directed by Euzhan Palcy, and starring Marlon Brando, Donald Sutherland, 

Janet Suzman, Zakes Mokae, Jürgen Prochnow, and Susan Sarandon. 
 
  
 
It was the first time I saw André cry in public. When he spoke about the 

writing of the novel, the experience of it being made into a film, and then his 

attendance of its screening in Euzhan Palcy’s home, Martinique, he literally 

wept and his audience in Salzburg with him. It was one of the most moving 

experiences of my life. Despite being a world-famous author, a charismatic 

lecturer, and outspoken intellectual, André was very shy. But he was 

never afraid to show his emotions, not even in public. 
 
  
 
He shared the story of how incredibly important it was for him to see the film 

with a black audience for the first time, to experience their reactions along 

his own, to see the emotional response and the impact the story had on the 

viewers. He spoke about the different ending and how it made complete sense 

during the screening. He always understood that his medium was the novel 

and that the translation of it into the medium of the film would be 

accompanied by artistic license. He completely trusted the director. The film 

was a meeting of two creative minds, each telling the same story in their own 

way, a synthesis of visions. One of those rare life-defining moments. 

 

Karina Magdalena Szczurek 
 


