
 

8th Grade COPY DICTATION – To be completed by March 19th, 2020 
 

Write out the following text on a separate sheet of lined paper.  Be sure to write neatly and 
carefully, with your best handwriting, in pen, and with no mistakes in spelling or punctuation. 

 

(We’ll have a group discussion about this text on Friday at 10:00 a.m., an invitation to the 
discussion will be sent on Friday morning.) 

 

 

Cheese has another quality, which is also the very soul of song. Once in endeavouring to 
lecture in several places at once, I made an eccentric journey across England, a journey of so 
irregular and even illogical shape that it necessitated my having lunch on four successive days in 
four roadside inns in four different counties. In each inn they had nothing but bread and cheese; 
nor can I imagine why a man should want more than bread and cheese, if he can get enough of it. 
In each inn the cheese was good; and in each inn it was different. There was a noble 
Wensleydale cheese in Yorkshire, a Cheshire cheese in Cheshire, and so on.  

Now, it is just here that true poetic civilization differs from that paltry and mechanical 
civilization that holds us all in bondage. Bad customs are universal and rigid, like modern 
militarism. Good customs are universal and varied, like native chivalry and self-defense. Both 
the good and the bad civilization cover us as with a canopy, and protect us from all that is 
outside. But a good civilization spreads over us freely like a tree, varying and yielding because it 
is alive. A bad civilization stands up and sticks out above us like an umbrella - artificial, 
mathematical in shape; not merely universal, but uniform. So it is with the contrast between the 
substances that vary and the substances that are the same wherever they penetrate. By a wise 
doom of heaven men were commanded to eat cheese, but not the same cheese. Being really 
universal it varies from valley to valley. (…) You can get a whisky and soda at every outpost of 
the Empire: that is why so many Empire builders go mad. But you are not tasting or touching any 
environment, as in the cider of Devonshire or the grapes of the Rhine. You are not approaching 
Nature in one of her myriad tints of mood, as in the holy act of eating cheese. 

 

“Cheese” by G. K. Chesterton 

 


