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Ben Canaider and Greg Duncan Powell are the Roy and HG

of the wine biz. Their no-nonsense guide forgets the lingo and
just tells you what tastes good — and it has their peers spitting
chardonnay. By Rachaer Oakes-AsH. Photography by Pie Biackwoop

CSLASS

OF THEIR OWN

INE LISTS AT RESTAURANTS MAKE ME FEEL AS IF

I've dressed up in my mother’s clothes, my feet drowning

in her size eight pumps. | search for something I've heard

of. “A drop from the Margaret River would be good,™ |

say (I'm told it’s the new Barossa) or “Perhaps a riesling...”

{it's the new chardonnay, vou know). Decision made, |
wait for the sommelier (French for waiter who knows about wine) to pour a
splash. 1 sniff and taste. “Delish,” 1 say as my friends roll their eyes. “It’s
corked,” says my partner with his first sip. Oops! But then, what would I know?
I'm just playing grown-ups.

I feel the fear when I go to meet award-winning wine writers Ben Canaider,
35, and Greg Duncan Powell, 40, at the Wine Australia 2002 trade show in
Sydney’s Fox Studios. The three huge halls are filled with men in chinos, chambray
shirts and boat shoes (why do vintners always look like private schoolboys
when they come to town?). These people know about cak and bouquet, where
to put the accent on cuvée and where on their palate to find that passionfruit
and melon flavour often mentioned on wine labels. I feel like the new girlfriend
at the boyfriend’s parents for dinner, terrified of using the wrong fork or, worse,
asking for a servierte instead of a napkin. >

Ben Canaider (left) and Greg Duncan Powell see red at the Wine Australia trade
show this year. “Wine has got alcohol in it; it should be fun,” says Greg.
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