
Taste by Roal Dahl 
 

There were six of us to dinner that night at Mike Schofield's house in London: Mike and 
his wife and daughter, my wife and I, and a man called Richard Pratt.  
Richard Pratt was a famous gourmet. He was president of a small society known as the 
Epicures, and each month he circulated privately to its members a pamphlet on food and 
wines.  
 

/ðə wə sɪks əv əz tə dɪnə ðæt naɪt ət maɪk  haʊz ɪn lʌndən / 

/maɪk ənd hɪz waɪf ən dɔːtə /maɪ waɪf ənd aɪ | ənd ə mæn kɔːld 

rɪtʃəd præt / 

/rɪtʃəd præt wəz ə feɪməs ɡʊəmeɪ / 

/hi wəz prezɪdənt əv ə smɔ:l səsaɪəti nəʊn əz ði epɪkjʊəz / 

/ənd iːtʃ mʌnθ hi: sɜːkjʊleɪtɪd praɪvətli tu ɪts membəz ə pæmflɪt ɒn 

fuːd ənd waɪnz | 

 
 
 
He organised dinners where sumptuous dishes and rare wines were served. He refused to 
smoke for fear of harming his palate, and when discussing a wine, he had a curious, rather 
droll habit of referring to it as though it were a living being.  
'A prudent wine,' he would say, 'rather diffident and evasive, but quite prudent.' Or, ‘A 
good-humoured wine, benevolent and cheerful - slightly obscene, perhaps, but none the 
less good-humoured 
 
 

| hi ɔːɡənaɪzd dɪnəz weə sʌmptʃʊəs dɪʃɪz ənd reə waɪnz wə sɜːvd | hi rɪfjuːzd tə 

sməʊk fə fɪər əv hɑːmɪŋ hɪz pælət | ənd wen dɪskʌsɪŋ ə waɪn | hi hæd ə 

kjʊərɪəs rɑːðə drəʊl hæbɪt əv rɪfɜːrɪŋ tu ɪt əz ðəʊ ɪt wər ə lɪvɪŋ biːɪŋ | ə pruːdnt 

waɪn | hi wʊd seɪ | rɑːðə dɪfɪdənt ənd ɪveɪsɪv | bət kwaɪt pruːdnt | ə ɡʊd hjuːməd 

waɪn | bənevələnt ən tʃɪəfəl slaɪtli əbsiːn |pəhæps | bət nʌn ðə les ɡʊd hjuːməd | 

 
 


