now: The last time we visited Australia, we went for Broke.

No doubt unknown to most Americans, Broke is a village in
the Hunter Valley, which provides or produces coal, milk, cheese,
chocolate, wool, olives—but most of all grapes that go into making some
of Australia’s best wines, including two that are widely available in the
United States.

More often called “The Hunter” by Australians, the valley lies about
three hours north of Sydney and is bounded by the Hunter River on the
north and the Blue Mountains to the west. To the east is Newcastle (and
the proverbial coals) and to the south a state forest and eventually
Sydney. About twice the size of Centre County, it is home to boutique
vineyards that sell privately as well as vineyards such as Rosemount and
Lindemans, which are open for tastings seven days a week except most
holidays.

My wife and | visited a friend’s vineyard near the village of Broke
(settled in 1824) for two days in November. The couple grows a variety of
grapes on their 80 acres, of which 50 are volcanic soil and the rest sandy
loam. While they do sell grapes to
Rosemount, they also have a private label.

The Hunter, to be sure, is more than
just grapes. It is a destination, although not
the first place North Americans think of.
After all, it is not a city like Sydney or Perth
or a resort area like Cairns where one goes
to venture out to the Great Barrier Reef.
(I've been to all three places.) Still, it has
most of the same amenities, although
accessibility for disabled tourists varies and
needs to be confirmed in advance. Travelers
have a wide choice in accommodations :
ranging from cottages to five-star hotels. :

They can give themselves over to a tour m

company as they go about tasting the wines ¢ s -

at the more than 120 wineries and cellar doors, some with galleries,
others with restaurants. The names are a delight to see and read:
Bimbadgen Estate, Mistletoe, Brokenwood, Brokenback (enough of the
“Broke” puns), Hanging Tree, First Creek, Wattlebrook (which I kept
calling Wattlebroke and to which the owner replied: “almost”), Poole’s
Rock, Tulloch, Thalgara, Blueberry Hill, Golden Grape, Honeytree,
Krinklewood, Piggs Peake, Tatler, Warraroong Estate, Margan Family,
and my favorite, Thomas Wines.

Margan’s ended up as our choice for lunch. We first decided
through tasting which wine we wanted to drink and then what we
wanted to eat. To drink, we agreed on a verdelho, which we were told is
not exported to the States. According to our host's winemaker, “it has

B ROKE, New South Wales—Let's dispense with the bad puns right




