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Poor you! 
ELEANOR ANDERSON 

X What a sweat! Every finger aches. 
Y Poor you. And poorer you for choosing Housing for Blacks as the subject of your speech. 
X I dim'! see why. Having one's own home is a pretty nice thing, as we both know. 
Y < Of course I know, but I also know these Blacks. Give them a house and the first thing (hey do is 

fill it up with family. 
X Isn't that more or less what you and Sally have done? 
Y That's different. 
X Ah. 
Y Must you say *Ah' in that superior way? 
X I'm not trying to be superior, but I do suggest that Black and White people have lots of habits in 

common. 
Y Nonsense. Black men just want a hut and three wives-
X Z expect some of them do, but does that go for Philemon who works in your office? 
Y He's different. I've been to his house in Soweto and you can talk to him just as you'd talk to 

anybody. His English is excellent. 
X Philemon is the sort of urban Black my speech is about. 
Y I tell you he's an exception. For one thing, most Blacks have more children than they can cope with. 
X Wasn't that roughly how it was for you and Sally when your little afterthought James came 

along? 
Y That's different. 
X I suppose it is (X chuckles). 1 wonder if Philemon thinks you had James so you could fill up 

the house? Or, for that matter, bought a third car to fill up the garage? 
Y Your'e being ridiculous. How could Philemon know why I do things? 
X How indeed? I don't suppose he ever will until you and he are no longer strangers. 
Y We're not strangers! I tell you I went to his house once. (X resumes typing and Y has to raise 

voice in order to be heard.) BUT THERE'S ONE THING I'D LIKE TO MAKE QUITE CLEAR 
TO YOU. 

X Hmmm? 
y I flatter myself that I'm as broad-minded as they come, but I could never, never live under a 

Black government. I'd find it intolerable to be told what to do and where to go and who X 
am by somebody who hadn't the least idea of what I value and what I'm really like. 
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