
I think we had delusions of lady traveller grandeur. 
Hat boxes. Aperitifs. Agatha Christie meets Wes 
Anderson somewhere in the South Pacific.

But it was windy and I was not entirely sure 
where the Grand Windsor was. I blew in like a 
leftover autumn leaf and proceeded to disintegrate all 
over the table. Luckily, there was hardly anybody there 
to notice.

Is there anywhere lonelier — or more exciting — 
than a hotel dining room and bar?

In your youth, when you first travel for work, hotels 
reek of glamour. Later, you realise that’s residual bacon 
from the breakfast buffet; but there is, nonetheless, 
something alluring about these anonymous rooms. I 
could be the chief executive or the chief executive’s 
assistant. I could be a dishevelled reviewer or 
a columnist channelling Audrey Hepburn in an 
impeccably cut knee-length, powder pink coat. (Clue: 
I’m the reviewer.)

Megan, in the pink coat, is a vegetarian who 
sometimes eats fish. I’d explained this when I booked 
and the kitchen was refreshingly accommodating, 
offering to cook duck fat potato in something other 
than duck fat, and checking that eggs and dairy in 
various dressings and sauces were okay. They were, 
and we proceeded apace.

A prawn tapas ($15) comprised two large 
specimens on a pile of soft kumara cubes. They were 
deliciously salty and sweet and it took willpower to 
not reach across the table for the decapitated head 
on Megan’s plate. A sometime fish-eater will probably 
never be convinced to suck the hepatopancreas from 
a prawn, but in my humble opinion that liquor-rich 
digestive tract is the best bit.

Far less gruesome was a fish taco ($8). The tortilla 
was corn, a thud of flavour that works really well 
with, say, a spicy pulled pork, but often overwhelms 
a delicate piece of fish. No worries here, because the 
snapper had already been inexplicably overwhelmed 
with batter and a deep-fryer.

Our final small plate was a truffle nut mince ($14). 
Intrigued? I ate it, and to be honest, I’m still puzzled. 
A soft patty with a slight crust on a bed of greens 
blobbed with avocado puree and stuck with shards of 
puffed cracker. At one point, I thought I got sundried 
tomatoes but, ultimately, I didn’t get it at all. It tasted 
vegetarian. Megan quite liked it.
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Cooke’s Restaurant and 
Bar (Grand Windsor Hotel) 
58-60 Queen St, Auckland
Ph: (09) 309 9979

Food: 5.5 Service: 9 Value: 6 Ambience: 7
 
We spent: $201.50 for two.

Let bygones be gone Time flies 
The romantic imagery conveyed 
by a hotel fails to convey itself to 
the kitchen

PETANE STATION HAWKE’S BAY  
MALBEC ROSÉ 2017 $25 
Crafted from 100 per cent malbec, this is an 
incredibly juicy, mouthwatering rosé that smells like 
pomegranate, wild provencal herbs, redcurrant 
and a hint of pepper. Crisp, crunchy and darn 
gorgeous not only to sip, but the bottle looks like 
money. I love how long this lingers on the palate; 
it’s a beautifully-made wine. Bright, luscious and 
incredibly satisfying.
Sip with: roast rolled pork and cherry sage stuffing.
petanestation.co.nz

PORTERS KERERU MARTINBOROUGH  
PINOT GRIS 2015 $30 
I’ve lost count of how many lawyers I’ve met who 
tell me they have a vineyard and make wine when 
they actually pay a consultant to come and get 
their hands dirty instead. John Porter is not one of 
those lawyers. He’s been a hands-on winegrower 
and maker since planting his vineyard in 1992. 
Sales from his Kereru pinot gris will assist their 
native bush and wetland restoration initiative. Dry, 
quartz-like, with hints of nashi, sake-like characters, 
and hints of manuka honey on the finish, it’s delish.
Sip with: teriyaki salmon.
porterspinot.co.nz

ROCKBURN TIGERMOTH  
CENTRAL OTAGO RIESLING 2015 $33
This wine tastes like it was hurtling to Earth inside 
a meteorite because of the way it explodes into 
a million parts on your palate. Crammed with 
crunchy-sweet, granny smith apple, lime and 
buckets of quartzy minerality in every sip, this 
vegan-friendly riesling absolutely soars across your 
taste buds. Mandarin and yuzu-soaked yumminess. 
Sip with: tamarind-glazed chicken, apple and feta 
salad.
rockburn.co.nz 
YVONNE LORKIN

YVONNE LORKIN IS CO-FOUNDER AND CHIEF TASTING 
OFFICER OF WINEFRIEND.CO.NZ AND A WINE WRITERS  
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It’s officially December. How did 
this happen? Wine. Now. Please.

Cooke’s is named for the restaurant and soda 
fountain company that operated on this site in 1928. 
It sits inside the refurbished Hotel Grand Windsor 
that has gone big on classical and deco architectural 
references. The waitstaff are superb and the menu’s 
commitment to local and organic is laudable — but, 
based on our visit last month, the food needs work.

The signature dish ($34) is crumbed pork shoulder. 
It’s billed as an “homage to a bygone era” and 
possibly it should have been left there. The shoulder 
meat was mushed and combined with cubes of potato; 
a kind of shoulder sausage. Yes, it came with an 
extraordinarily good slab of potato and an exquisitely 
cooked piece of scotch, but a zingy, sumac-like coating 
on the latter seemed unnecessary. A crime against 
crackle had more puff than an 80s sleeve. No fat, no 
flavour, just a mass of dry air bubbles that shattered 
meaninglessly in my mouth.

The risotto ($19) was, according to the menu, 
“bitter greens, peas, saffron”. I took a photograph. It 
shows three peas and a pile of rocket on top of a pile 
of coagulated rice swimming in a bright yellow butter. 
At this point, I suspect the vegetarian would have 
preferred a slurp of hepatopancreas.

I wish I could stop there, but a piece of Cheese 
with No Name was too chilled to do justice to its gutsy 
flavours, and a baked ricotta cheesecake was weirdly 
reminiscent of cold rice pudding. Another homage to a 
bygone era? 
Kim Knight


