
Extract from the "Rivers of Blood" Speech given by Enoch Powell in April 1968
The sense of being a persecuted minority which is growing among ordinary English people in the areas of the country which are affected is
something that those without direct experience can hardly imagine. I am going to allow just one of those hundreds of people to speak for
me:
"Eight years ago in a respectable street in Wolverhampton a house was sold to a negro. Now only one white (a woman old-age pensioner)
lives there. This is her story. She lost her husband and both her sons in the war. So she turned her seven-roomed house, her only asset,5
into a boarding house. She worked hard and did well, paid off her mortgage and began to put something by for her old age. Then the
immigrants moved in. With growing fear, she saw one house after another taken over. The quiet street became a place of noise and
confusion Regretfully, her white tenants moved out.
"The day after the last one left, she was awakened at 7am by two negroes who wanted to use her phone to contact their employer. When
she refused, as she would have refused any stranger at such an hour, she was abused and feared she would have been attacked but for the10
chain on her door. Immigrant families have tried to rent rooms in her house, but she always refused. Her little store of money went, and
after paying rates, she has less than 2 per week. She went to apply for a rate reduction and was seen by a young girl,.who on hearing she
had a seven-roomed house, suggested she should let part of it. When she said the only people she could get were negroes, the girl said,
'Racial prejudice won't get you anywhere in this country.' So she went home.
"The telephone is her lifeline. Her family pay the bill, and help her out as best they can. Immigrants have offered to buy her house – at a15
price which the prospective landlord would be able to recover from his tenants in weeks, or at most a few months. She is becoming afraid
to go out. Windows are broken. She finds excreta pushed through her letter box. When she goes to the shops, she is followed by children,
charming, wide-grinning piccaninnies. They cannot speak English, but one word they know. 'Racialist', they chant. When the new Race
Relations Bill is passed, this woman is convinced she will go to prison. And is she so wrong? I begin to wonder."
Original source: www.sterlingtimes.org/text_rivers_of_blood.htm20
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