Hilton was wrong – Location is not everything!

Before I begin proper and for the record: I use TA reviews extensively myself therefore their honesty and integrity is important to me. 

Consequently, I endeavour to make my own contributions as fair and balanced as possible however, there are rare occasions (thankfully) whereby my travel experience has been so dire, that a strong reaction from the viewer is literally unavoidable, this is likely to be just such a case. 

Furthermore, in answer to a question aimed at me on the TA forum whilst still at the resort, the moderators actually felt compelled to remove 10 plus posts from those both attacking as well as defending my stance on this particular hotel/location, a most peculiar and unique position for me to be in. 

To conclude this preamble, please do not contact me directly to either contest nor defend this review, it is my review and as such I will choose to ignore those who might prehaps wish to deny my right to properly express an opinion. Be assured, I have not just simply joined TA to attack/defend a specific establishment/location/people, my history on TA attests to that!

If you are a bit of a “page scanner”, I will do you the courtesy of saying right now; I did not like The Kumala Pantai, I did not like Bali and overall with few exceptions, I did not like the people I met in Legian, Kuta and Sanur so, I will not be returning. If this is all the information you seek from this review, there you have it, you can now move on to another review.

As your still reading, I will begin…

The Good…

My room was very pleasant, bed and linen both clean, bathroom functioned as it should, my specific request for B block adhered to (TA suggestion), and a no smoking room to boot, overall very happy!

The Location is excellent, literally on the beach (almost) seconds from the sea. Restaurants, bars and general nightlife is all fairly close and walkable, as is Kuta itself (20 minutes - ish’) should you feel Legian is too quiet for your tastes. 

The two pools are fab, especially the main one which my room (B-09) overlooked, huge and full of character.

The general grounds were large and well kept, I managed to lose myself on a number of occasions simply trying to get back to my room.

Self-service breakfast was more than adequate if a little limited. One small gripe however; only 1 egg man on duty always resulted in a queue for food (10-15 minutes normally), not horrendous but avoidable and therefore unacceptable in such an establishment.  

The front of the hotel housed a Pizza come general restaurant, which was a little pricey, but those who ate there seemed happy enough, especially the children. It’s always nice to have a reasonable eatery attached to your hotel if only for convenience sake. 

Overall the general condition, cleanliness, space available and facilities offered was wholly conducive to a good South East Asian 4 star hotel, of which I’ve stayed in many.  

So far so good…

The Bad…

Where to start? How about the beginning…

I arrived at the Kumala Pantai from Ubud (Tegal Sari – another TA recommendation), at approximately 13:30, my reservation which was booked directly with the hotel was for 7 nights; I exited the cab by the main entrance and was formally ignored by all on duty (three reception staff to be exact!).  

Although clearly struggling with baggage, I approach reception to receive no hello, no acknowledgement, no nothing! A wet towel to cool and soothe my now heated brow would have been most welcome sadly, it was not forthcoming and I began to feel anything but welcome.

The business of checking in was done as coldly as one can imagine, my bags were carried to my room where I summarily offered the young chap a tip who looked at me with such disdain, I was left feeling that I really shouldn’t have bothered. The in-room safe had been left locked by the previous guest and so I rang for assistance, oops bad idea! I was almost accused of wasting his time (same chap), needless to say, I am now not a happy bunny however, I settle in and hope for matters to improve in the coming days. 

As previously stated, the pools are lovely but unfortunately, on each of the 4 times a towel was requested I was told in no uncertain terms “No towel!” Admittedly, I arrived each time at around 16:30 to 17:00 but the Cabana was officially manned till 19:30 as stated by the highly visible sign so surely still plenty of time in which to expect a drying cloth to be available? On the first two occasions I did proffer “I will wait”, but I was met with the reply “No Towel!” So, I gave up asking and simply used a bathroom towel instead which, incidentally you are asked specifically not to use. A small issue prehaps but unnecessary and annoying all the same. 

Now, probably like you, I tend to enjoy a glass of vino at the end of the night, but sadly, not at the KP! 

It’s approximately 01:30 (I am on holiday after all!) and I ask one of the two staff manning reception exactly the following; “can I have a nice glass of red wine please?”
“The bars closed” came the reply. “Ok!” I said and paused “I will wait if your busy” although they seemed not to be (a balmy evening but an empty reception). “The bars closed” he repeated. “I will wait” I retorted. They looked at each other and then looked at me, “The bars closed”, was muttered finally, hardly original I thought! After asking various searching questions to them both querying the status of the KP as a “proper hotel”, I finally pottered off annoyed and bemused convinced Jeremy Beadle was in the vicinity (yes, I know he’s…). Simply outrageous!

Moving on, the time is 09:30 and I’m awoken by a loud banging on my door “Oh MY God, there must be a fire, quick get up!” I think. I rush to the door, open it and hear those immortal words…“Room change!”

“WHAT? Are you serious? GO AWAY! I’m on holiday. GO AWAY!” 

In retrospect, it’s clear that I was the last one to be done on the landing but really, at 09:30? For whose convenience was I there for, obviously not mine! I would demand better from a seaside guesthouse, just so unacceptable. 

Finally as is so often warned through the forum, beware pickpockets! I had a gold cross (discrete – honest!) pinched from around my neck one evening. Lord only knows how it was done, it used to take me ages just to find the clasp to undo it however, it was from an ex-girlfriend who is now sadly no longer here, it was obviously upsetting but hey, shit happens, just be aware and careful, I really thought I was!

And The Ugly…

Here we come to prehaps the true crux of this review. Whilst the above certainly represents unacceptable and unnecessary inconsideration, it does not properly illustrate the real reason I disliked the Kumala Pantai and Bali in general.

I can never previously remember in all my travels, ever leaving a hotel or location so angry. Angry at the missed and dismissed opportunities. The Kumala Pantai should be a great hotel, a fantastic hotel - but it’s not. The infra structure is certainly there; the location is fab, the climate is to die for (I’m in London remember!), the food is generally excellent and cheap so where’s the problem? 

The problem is this: the landscape and the people, especially the people.  

Let’s deal with the landscape first, as that is essentially changeable. 

When travelling, I tend to walk everywhere if I can (Oz and the States excepted), it’s often the best way to see the real country/people and hopefully integrate and learn. Consequently, I took a cab to the top of Sanur beach and thought it might be fun to walk back to the KP (lol! – don’t ask - I’ve started so I’ll finish kinda thing – I have history here!). After the first 8k or so and having left the nice paved area of Sanur beach behind, I was then faced with another 20k or so through narrow streets and eventually along the motorway back to Kuta (please, I know!).  

Having travelled fairly extensively I can truly say, I have never seen such a total disregard to the environment as I witnessed on that walk back and I am by no means a natural greeny! I can only guestimate the following but there must have been THOUSANDS of tonnes of rubbish simply dumped along the roadside/motorway and in the beautiful waterway which ran parallel for much of my journey. The stench was unbearable, it just became worse and worse and worse, how sad! Even Thailand is cleaner and that’s saying something, especially if you know what they do on Koh Samui beach now! Anyway, after nearly 9 hours I arrived back at KP and had my seminal Bali moment at the bar, an “Ice Cold in Alex” moment in fact, if you get my drift? 

But it’s not just out of town; Bali has been on the shortlist of most people’s desired locations for many years so can somebody please explain why Legian Road looks like a bombsite? (Rhetorical - please don’t!) I could seemingly walk barely 3 meters without having to invade the roadway because of the enormous holes; this is a major road for crying out loud. The same could be seen in Kuta and even Ubud, what is going on? Cambodia maybe, Bali, no! 

And so we come to prehaps my real issue with Bali; the people. 

Put simply, never have I met a more sullen, surly and rude race of people, and no, they weren’t all Javanese or from Jakarta. I honestly got the impression from the staff at the KP that nobody wanted to be there and everything seemed like just too much trouble. 

I so wanted to like Bali. I so want to like every where I visit! I walked for hours through Ubud, Legian, Sanur and Kuta, but all I could pick up from those I spoke to was the same general unhappiness and discontent, this I finally reasoned was not the Land of Smiles, I had been spoilt, Bali was not for me!

I love Asia and once I had reconciled that what I was experiencing was real and not simply a bad case of “tourist fatigue”, I was left with no choice. 

I had originally planned to spend a month in Bali but decided to cut the trip short and try and change an unchangeable ticket with Singapore Airlines which, after a bit of effort and considerable expense, I did. 

I flew to Phuket (via Tiger Airways - interesting!) in Thailand and subsequently extended my holiday to 5 week’s rather than 4 as if to compensate my poor initial choice, all in all it ended well, but dear oh dear what a mistake Bali was!

As a balancing view, I met many who disagreed as well as agreed with my view of Bali so really the choice is yours. The closest I have come to crystallising Bali is as thus: If you’re intending to travel as a couple/group you are not likely to notice or prehaps care what it’s really like, however, if like me you travel solo, it will be more difficult to disguise, so don’t!

I commend your resilience dear viewer, having nearly reached the end of this epic and wholly unnecessary expedition into literary nonsense (an exorcism for me) and I thank you for your company, 

I left for 4 week’s but came home after 5; I met fabulous people everywhere, had a ball and I’m still smiling, at the end of the day, isn’t travelling absolutely bloody fantastic!

Prehaps that is quintessentially the answer to this review i.e., any experience is better than no experience, as long as we return safely to plan yet further forays into the unknown? 

Take care and happy travelling. 

Phil, a London boy. 

