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Dickens' famous assault on those who would refuse metaphor in Hard Times.
 His teacher, Thomas Gradgrind insists on the necessity that teachers must: 
‘Teach these boys and girls nothing but Facts.  Facts alone are wanted in life.  Plant nothing else, and root out everything else.  You can only form the minds of reasoning animals upon Facts: nothing else will ever be of any service to them. 
....
Now, I’ll try you again.  Suppose you were going to carpet a room.  Would you use a carpet having a representation of flowers upon it?’
There being a general conviction by this time that ‘No, sir!’ was always the right answer to this gentleman, the chorus of No was very strong.  Only a few feeble stragglers said Yes: among them Sissy Jupe.
‘Girl number twenty,’ said the gentleman, smiling in the calm strength of knowledge.
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 representations of flowers, would you?’ said the gentleman.  ‘Why would you?’
‘If you please, sir, I am very fond of flowers,’ returned the girl.
‘And is that why you would put tables and chairs upon them, and have people walking over them with heavy boots?’
‘It wouldn’t hurt them, sir.  They wouldn’t crush and wither, if you please, sir.  They would be the pictures of what was very pretty and pleasant, and I would fancy—’
‘Ay, ay, ay!  But you mustn’t fancy,’ cried the gentleman, quite elated by coming so happily to his point.  ‘That’s it!  You are never to fancy.’
‘You are not, Cecilia Jupe,’ Thomas Gradgrind solemnly repeated, ‘to do anything of that kind.’
‘Fact, fact, fact!’ said the gentleman.  And ‘Fact, fact, fact!’ repeated Thomas Gradgrind.

————————-

Dickens goes on to explore the impact of this way of thinking on the individual's ability to understand others and the cost for a society of a lack of empathy.




Language as play -suggesting a metaphor through denying it  
- Laurence Sterne’s Tristan Shandy 
Now before I venture to make use of the word Nose a second time—to avoid all confusion in what will be said upon it, in this interesting part of my story, it may not be amiss to explain my own meaning, and define, with all possible exactness and precision, what I would willingly be understood to mean by the term: being of opinion, that 'tis owing to the negligence and perverseness of writers in despising this precaution, and to nothing else— ...
In books of strict morality and close reasoning, such as I am engaged in—the neglect is inexcusable; and Heaven is witness, how the world has revenged itself upon me for leaving so many openings to equivocal strictures—and for depending so much as I have done, all along, upon the cleanliness of my readers imaginations....
I define a nose as follows — intreating only beforehand, and beseeching my readers, both male and female, of what age, complexion, and condition soever, for the love of God and their own souls, to guard against the temptations and suggestions of the devil, and suffer him by no art or wile to put any other ideas into their minds, than what I put into my definition — For by the word Nose, throughout all this long chapter of noses, and in every other part of my work, where the word Nose occurs — I declare, by that word I mean a nose, and nothing more, or less. 
________________________________
 ---- Fair and softly, gentle reader ! --- where is thy fancy carrying thee? ---- If there is truth in man, by my great grandfather's nose, I mean the external organ of smelling, or that part of man which stands prominent in his face,
________________________________
The master of the inn and his wife kept both their eyes fixed full upon the stranger's nose — By saint Radagunda, said the inn-keeper's wife to herself, there is more of it than in any dozen of the largest noses put together in all Strasburg! is it not, said she, whispering her husband in his ear, is it not a noble nose? 
'Tis an imposture, mv dear, said the master of the inn — 'tis a false nose. 
'Tis a true nose, said his wife. 
'Tis made of fir-tree, said he, I smell the turpentine. — 
There's a pimple on it, said she. 
'Tis a dead nose, replied the inn-keeper. 
'Tis a live nose, and if I am alive myself, said the innkeeper's wife, I will touch it. 
I have made a vow to Saint Nicolas this day, said the stranger, that my nose shall not be touched till — Here the stranger, suspending his voice, looked up. — Till when: said she hastily. It never shall be touched, said he, clasping his hands and bringing them close to his breast, till that hour — What hour? cried the inn-keeper's wife  — Never! — never! said the stranger, never till I am got — For Heaven's sake, into what place? said she — The stranger rode away without saying a word.

