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Chapter 1

“Now, what I want is, Facts. Teaching these boys and girls nothing but Facts.
Facts alone are wanted in life. Plant nothing else, and root out everything else. This
is the principle on which I bring up my own children, and this is the principle on
which I bring up these children. Stick to Facts, sir!”

There was a plain, bare schoolroom. The speaker, who owned the school, had
built it rather like himself—square. He had a square body, a square head and thick,
square fingers. His eyes were square, like dark holes in his head. He had lost most
of his hair, and his yellow head seemed ready to burst. Perhaps it did not have
enough room for the hard facts inside it.

Mr. Thomas Gradgrind is a man of realities, a man of facts and calculations. A
man who proceeds upon the principle that two and two are four, and nothing
over, and who is not to be talked into allowing for anything over. With a rule and
a pair of scales always in his pocket, ready to weigh and measure any part of human
nature, and tell you exactly what it comes to. You might hope to get some other
meaningless belief into the head of George Gradgrind, or Augustus Gradgrind, or
John Gradgrind, or Joseph Gradgrind (all supposititious, non—existent persons), but
into the head of Thomas Gradgrind—No, sir!

“In this life,” Mr. Gradgrind said firmly, “we want nothing but Facts, sir;
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nothing but Facts!”

The speaker, and the schoolmaster, and the third grown person present, all
backed a little, and swept with their eyes the little containers then and there ar-
ranged in order, ready to have imperial gallons of facts poured into them until they
were full to the brim. “Girl number twenty,” said Mr. Gradgrind, pointed to a girl.
“I don’t know that girl. Who is that girl>”

’

“Sissy Jupe, sir,” explained number twenty, blushing, standing up, and
curtseying.

“Sissy is not a name,” said Mr. Gradgrind. “Don’t call yourself Sissy. Call
yourself Cecilia.”

“It’s father as calls me Sissy, sir,” returned the young girl in a trembling voice,
and with another curtsey.

“Then he is wrong,” said Mr. Gradgrind. “Tell him he mustn’t. Cecilia Jupe.
Let me see. What is your father?”

“He belongs to the horse-riding, if you please, sir.”

“We don’t want to know anything about that, here. You mustn’t tell us
about that, here. Your father breaks horses, doesn’t he?”

“If you please, sir, when they can get any to break, they do break horses in
the ring, sir.”

“You mustn’t tell us about the ring, here. Very well, then. Describe your fa-
ther as a horsebreaker. He doctors sick horses, I dare say?”

“Oh yes, sir.”

“Very well, then. He is a horse-doctor and horsebreaker. Tell me: what is a
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horse?”

(Sissy Jupe thrown into the greatest alarm by this demand.)

“Girl number twenty unable to define a horse!” said Mr. Gradgrind, for the
general benefit of all the little containers. “Girl number twenty possessed of no facts,
and know nothing about one of the commonest of animals! I'll ask a boy. Bitzer,
yours.”

The square finger, moving here and there, lighted suddenly on Bitzer. A boy
stood up. He looked at Mr. Gradgrind with coloutless, expressionless eyes. “Ani-
mal, sir, four legs, cats grass, forty teeth,” He went on and on.

“Now girl number twenty,” said Mr. Gradgrind.“You know what a horse is.”
She curtseyed again, and would have blushed deeper, if she could have blushed
deeper than she had blushed all this time.

The third gentleman now stepped forward; he was a government officer.
“Very well,” said this gentleman, smiling, and folding his arms. “That’s a horsc.
Now, let me ask you girls and boys, would you have wallpaper with horses on it?”

After a pause, one half of the children cried together, “Yes, sir!” Upon which
the other half, seeing in the gentleman’s face that Yes was wrong, cried out in
chorus, “No, sir!” —as the custom is, in these examinations.

“Of course, No. Why wouldn’t you?”

A pause. One fat slow boy, answered, “I wouldn’t paper a room. I would
paint it.”

“You must paper it,” said the gentleman, rather warmly.

“You must paper it,” said Thomas Gradgrind, “whether you like it or not.
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Don’t tell us you wouldn’t paper it. What do you mean, boy?”

“I’ll explain to you, then,’said the gentleman, after another and a gloomy
pause, “why you wouldn’t paper a room with pictures of horses. Do you ever see
horses walking up and down the sides of rooms in reality—in fact? Do you?”

“Yes, sir!” From one half. “No, sir!” From the other.

“Of course no,” said the gentleman, “Why, then, you are not to see anywhere,
what you don’t see in fact; you are not to have anywhere, what you don’t have in
fact. What is called taste, is only another name for Fact.” Thomas Gradgrind looked
pleased.

“This is a new principle, a discovery, a great discovery,” said the gentleman.
“Now, I'll try you again. Suppose you were going to carpet a room. Would you
have a carpet with pictures of flowers upon it?”

By now, the children knew that “No, sir!” was always the right answer to this
gentleman. Most said “No”, and only a few said “Yes”. Sissy Jupe was one.

“Girl number twenty!” Sissy blushed, and stood up. “So you would carpet
your room—or your husband’s room, if you were a grown woman, and had a
husband—with pictures of flowers, would you?” said the gentleman.“Why would
you?”

“If you please, sir, I love flowers.” returned the girl.

“And is that why you would put tables and chairs upon them, and have peo-
ple walking over them?”

“It wouldn’t hurt them, sir. They’d only pictures; pictures of something very
pretty and pleasant. And I would fancy:--”
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“Ay, ay, ay! But you mustn’t fancy,” cried thc gentleman.“That’s it! You are
never to fancy.”

“You are not, Cecilia Jupe,” Thomas Gradgrind repeated, “to do anything of
that kind.”

“Fact, fact, fact!” said the gentleman. And “Fact, fact, fact!” repeated Thomas
Gradgrind.

“Fancy,” said the gentleman, “You must not do that. You must stick to the
Facts, Cecillia Jupe, and forget the word Fancy. You have nothing to do with it.
You don’t walk upon flowers in fact; you cannot be allowed to walk upon flowers
in carpets. You do not find foreign birds and butterflies upon your cups and plates
in real life; so you must not have pictures of them on your cups and plates. You
must have, in simple colours, pictures of mathematical figures that can be proved.
This is the new discovery. This is fact! This is taste.”

The girl curtseyed, and sat down. She was very young, and she did not think
that the hard world of facts was a very exciting place.

“Now,” said the gentleman, “would Mr. M’ Choakumchild give his first lesson
here?”

Mr. Gradgrind looked pleased. “Mr. M’ Choakumchild, we only wait for you.”

So, Mr. M’ Choakumchild began in his best manner. He and some one hun-
dred and forty other schoolmasters, had been lately turned at the same time, in the
same factory, on the same principles, like so many piano legs. They all knew all the
Facts about everything. And now Mr. M’ Choakumchild was ready to deliver all

these Facts to the children who sat before him.



%mwpt

“BE, WE, WY ARAFTLAKOAE Y BRAAR R IE, Xt RGBT AT LIL)
fgo”

“EEPGHIW SR, RAT AR RERET . DN BEME A ER
T'_'Eo

‘L, HSL, FLT MM LR, MAEDE BIEE A WRE

“XIRLT OPAisR B, UREARTTLURRER) . IRLFURTEEL, FEPFH
Wi, BT LM XANEJUE. RARBMEN EilL, FERRITRGE
FEAE ERIEESD; BB A RN IFEA B LR HEE FES) . FEBSAERED,
PRI BE i 1 AR BE B0 S LA SR (S FE AR b, B DARAT TR T LAZEAR &
LR, RAITREERIRRM EER—, HalDRERRJLTESE, X&—
KA. XBRFL! XBRMEK!”

XNPLETTNERBAL, BT PR, MRERT, WHAREFHFL
AP Bt R — S AWE R E T .

“HTLT O, “EAERREEERTEEXILESE -
PR "

BEMAEFELEOCHBEREORET. “EHERRESE, RIRE
wT”

TR, ZHERRESREURERSFFEIHNRT . A —E 0+
R IR, BREFGURERIRN— 0 R — A, R, AT, A%
RYJFIN, B A HR Y . AT IR SR — D B R @I E s, BE,
ZHE RS SRR BT S SO B AL TE AT A T 5 1

rﬂl



012

Chapter 2

Mr. Gradgrind felt very pleased with himself as he walked home from school.
It was his school, and he intended it to be a model. He intended every child in it
to be a model—just as the young Gradgrinds were all models. And certainly no one
could have a better education than he provided for the five young Gradgrinds.

Mr. Gradgrind’s house was called Stone Lodge, and had its own schoolroom.
It was the children’s prison. And as soon as they could walk, their father made
them walk to it. The children’s oldest memory was—a blackboard. Litter Grad-
grinds did not know the story of the three bears. But they could repeat: “Bear—an-
imal, four legs, thick, rough fur---” They never heard of the Man in the Moon.
Oh, no, “The moon is a dry, airless desert of rock and dust.” The sun had never
smiled on any of the Gradgrinds. How could it? It was only a quantity of hot gas!

Stone Lodge itself was a big, square house, a mile outside Coketown in north-
west England. There was nothing fancy about it. It had six windows on each side
of the front door. There were also twelve windows at the back of the house. The
place was regular and balanced, as a gentleman’s home ought to be. Like every-
thing else in Thomas Gradgrind’s life, Stone Lodge was fact, not fancy.

Mr. Gradgrind’s business had made him rich. He bought pots and pans from

the factories and sold them to the shops. The high profit from the business was a
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fact that never failed to please him. Other people now did most of the work, so
that Mr. Gradgrind could give his time to more important things. Good govern-
ment was one of them—he wanted to be the Member of Parliament for Coke-
town. And why shouldn’t he be? He had lived in the town all his life. He had
built and paid for the new school. With his experience of business, he would be a
wonderful Member. And one thing was certain: Parliament needed men with Facts.

Thomas Gradgrind. A good, hardheaded businessman, the people of Coke-
town said. No fun and games about Tom Gradgrind. And Tom Gradgrind was
proud of the fact. So, on the way home that evening, he did not welcome the
sound of music. Hardheaded men lived very comfortably without music, Tom
Gradgrind thought.

The sound was coming from a big tent, just outside the town. A flag flew
from the tent roof, with “Sleary’s Circus” on it. And there was Sleary himself; a fat
man with a moneybox in his hand.

“Hurry up!
Josephine Sleary, who rides the white horse standing up! See the great Mr. Jupe

”

Sleary was shouting. “The horses are ready. See the famous Miss

riding with his wonderfully trained dog, Merrylegs! See Mr. Childers---”

Mr. Gradgrind did not stop, of course. He had no time for this kind of non-
sense. The road turned to the left and passed behind the big tent. Mr. Gradgrind saw
a number of children at the back of the tent. They were—yes! They were looking
into the tent through little holes. “They didn’t go to school this afternoon!” Mr.
Gradgrind thought. “I’ll just go closer—I might recognize them.” And indeed, he

did recognize two at once. His own daughter, Louisa, and her brother, Tom.



