Extract from Book 1 Sowing, chapter 5 “The Keynote”, 

Hard Times, C.Dickens (1854)

“[Coketown] was a town of red brick, or of brick that would have been red if the smoke and ashes had allowed it ; but, as matters stood, it was a town of unnatural red and black like the painted face of a savage. It was a town of machinery and tall chimneys, out of which interminable serpents of smoke trailed themselves for ever and ever, and never got uncoiled. It had a black canal in it, and a river that ran purple with ill-smelling dye, and vast piles of building full of windows where there was a rattling and a trembling all day long, and where the piston of the steam-engine worked monotonously up and down, like the head of an elephant in a state of melancholy madness.It contained several large streets all very like one another, and many small streets still more like one another, inhabited by people equally like one another, who all went in and out at the same hours, with the same sound upon the same pavements, to do the same work, and to whom every day was the same as yesterday and tomorrow, and every year the counterpart of the last and the next.


These attributes of Coketown were inseparable from the work by which it was sustained; against them were to be set off, comforts of life which found their way all over the world, and elegancies of life which made, we will not ask how much of the fine lady, who could scarcely bear to hear the place mentioned [...].


You saw nothing of Coketown but what was severely workful [...]. Fact, fact, fact, everywhere in the material aspect of the town; fact, fact, fact, everywhere in the immaterial. The M’Choakum-child school was all fact, and the school of design was all fact, and the relations between master and man were all fact, and everything was fact between the lying-in hospital and the cemetery [...]”
Extracts from chapters 1, 2 and 7,

The Road to Wigan Pier, G.Orwell (1937)

“Our civilisation [...] is founded on coal, more completely than one realises until one stops to think about it. The machines that keep us alive, and the machines that make the machines, are all directly or indirectly dependent upon coal. In the metabolism of the Western world the coal-miner is second in importance only to the man who ploughs the soil [...]; we all know that we ‘must have coal’, but we seldom or never remember what coal-getting involves [...]. It is only very rarely, when I make a definite mental effort, that I connect this coal with that far-off labour in the mines [...]. You could quite easily drive a car right across the north of England and never once remember that hundreds of feet below the road it is the miners who are driving your car forward. Their lamp-lit world down there is as necessary to the daylight world above as the root to the flower.

It is not long since conditions in the mines were worse than they are now. There are still living a few very old women who in their youth have worked underground, with a harness round their waists and a chain that passed between their legs, crawling on all fours and dragging tubs of coal.


[...] As you travel northward your eye, accustomed to the South or East, does not notice much difference until you are beyond Birmingham. It is only when you get a little further north, to the pottery towns and beyond, that you begin to encounter the real ugliness of industrialism [...]. On the outskirts of the mining towns there are frightful landscapes where your horizon is ringed completely round by jagged grey mountains, and underfoot is mud and ashes and overhead the steel cables where tubs of dirt travel slowly across miles of country [...] At night you can see the red rivulets of fire winding this way and that, and also the slow-moving blue flames of sulphur.


[...] the bourgeoisification of the working class though it is taking place in the North, is taking place more slowly.”
