
  
_ . WET I, Muir: Item octqqhqq- uqqomq

RW'. hwle GKCetS i an? all HDLleAb,

H MqPWHEx-LQ
22 June 1994, 30 June 1994.

Dear April and David, David and April,

As I promised over the phone, here are my first immediate

reactions to the Soft Vengeance script.

The idea is ingenious and I think it will work and it has a

certain historical and thematic appropriateness. I am also

happy that the'two of you are working together, although I

had not been informed. So the project is yours, to do the

best you can with it in the light of your own judgement. You

each did a lovely job separately with my books: now let's

see if you can do ar_'qua11y or doubly good one together?

For myself and the w.k I'am portrayed, I take my chances.

% I will offer my opinions, and you will accept or reject them

Q as you see fit. I repeat, it is your project, not mine. I

' might just be insistent when it comes to the way others are

,_ portrayed: I sent the manuscript of the book to each one of

F' the main persons to get their general okay, and I don't

i think this v'il be possible with your script, so I might

a have to insist a little that names be changed or dialogue

iwtii altered a little if I feel they are being done an injustice

ii or might feel offended. To adapt Graham Greene, if I have to

choose between my friend and my script, I hope I would

choose my friend.

 

My maiw :oncerh (and here 1 am jusn giving you my opinion

for you to weigh in the scale) is with the way the character

Albie comes through overall. I just didn't find him

isnit there at all. The romantic. And he's a bit rude.

Albie would never throw a Bible down - even if he is a none

believer in the formal rengious sense, he respects the book

for its holy meaning for Others. He certainly wouldn't

shout: get me a shrink. He is polite and well-behaved to a

 

: degree; new thinking, new body lnnquage, old-fashioned

F grace. (Iti tut just a peisonai ving: Tambo had it,

; Mandela hes iL, Zuma should hawe more of it in the script,

;' he has it in ordinary lifej.

We are the last of the freeoon fiouters. (Dzscovering .

humanism wasnit a problem. Discovwifwg piuralinm and the

limits of the will,-was.) Where '3 soft vengeance? The

eventually triumphant naivety?

I also felt that the poLi: we of disability and of

rediscoveziug my place in cue world are rottwell explored. 

sympathetic enough. Too smart-alec, too nervous. The dreamer .

 
 

    



 

I might in real life haVe an even better ending: Right now,I am in limbo, waiting to see if,I will be appointed to theConstitutional Court, which will be the highest court in theland with Special responsibility for guarding over humanrights. If I am appointed, the human rights theme,
experienced in a lived way both through my mind and my bodyand through my dreams and thought, will receive a "happyending". If I am not appointed, I am brought down to
earth, becoming part and parcel of ordinary political life,where heroism becomes embarrassing if not converted into thecurrency of political combat and integrated into the norms
of office-seeking. This would certainly make a lovaly ending
for you: the idealist, fighting with soul and body for
righteousness, enters the exalted kingdom at last, only to
be marginalised by the banal but effective intrigue of
everyday politics! A very English hubrisll

In any event I send you a little piece I wrote a couple of
days after Election Day in which I sought to recapture the
experience of voting. About 30 South Africans Were asked to
keep a diary on the a y, to be used for a book called "April
27" Which should he published later this year.

To get on with my reactions - I am not mentioning all the
things I liked, of which there are many, nor my admiration
for the skillful counterposing of the two experiences,
which I think you have done quite remarkably. I also make
allowances for the fact that interior monologue has to be
converted into fairly Enappy dialotue and that in the nature
of things I will be inclined to be resentful of any change
to my actual words and my accual experience; So I throw
into the pot Certain mounterweight observations that I feel
should be mixed in with what is already there,

The whole theme of dreaming, touching, flowers, running is
almost exrluded. The softness which becomes a strength
gives way to a perky and I found at times rather irritating
combatiVIty. This confeesional type of salf-revelatiou is
tricky a: the bent of times. The tune has to be just right.
I feel there nght 39 better ways of achiEVInq contrast and
interest.

One more general point. I never worked cut quite why I liked
the stage play Jail Diary so much, and the TV Version so
much less. 1: 4&8 partly that I 5ew_the latter under bad
conditions: suffering from jet leg, with another soundtrack
interfering on the BBC machine where I saw it. But I think
it was that it was too focussed on words, on continuous
snappy exchanges, without the rhythms and Sense of
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