Premier Inn – Blackburn South – 5 July 2017

I’m fortunate in many respects in that business takes me to some of the most beautiful parts of this fair Isle we call Britain. It also brings me to areas that are best described as more industrial in nature and therefore, less perhaps picturesque in the normal accepted sense of the word. 

The Industrial Revolution was a huge factor in this country’s emergence as a world power both politically as well as commercially and Blackburn, was very much at the heart of that revolution. 

Location

The Premier Inn, Blackburn, is an aged beast, positioned next to the M65 at junction 4 and that’s about it folk’s as regards location. Accordingly, there’s really very little to entice the Tourist per se' to this particular corner of our Sceptred Isle.  

The Inn

As is my usual practice, having finally arrived at my designated place of rest after a long day’s drive, I invariably ask the receptionist where an hour’s walk will take me? 

The answer on this occasion was a very honest and seemingly sincere period of silence, if that isn’t too much of an oxymoron. 

I broke said silence and said…”There’s not really a lot round here is there?” 

“No, not really!” He reluctantly admitted. 

“Although, there are some woods you might like.” He added helpfully. 

LOL, oh pleassse!

After kindly producing two separate Google maps of the local area which further supported my initial impression that I had clearly landed in the middle of nowhere, I decided to head for the sound of the traffic and potter off on my walk. 

He was of course right, there was literally nothing to interest the visitor bar the local convenience store and Skate Park, but it was a pleasant evening and it was just nice to stretch my legs after such a long drive if nothing else. 

My Room

As per usual, my room No’ 14, was spotless and as expected, possessed a fab King sized Hypnos bed. What rather marked this particular room out as an aged variant, was both the size of the TV and the fact that they were still using real keys instead of the plastic credit card variety we’ve all now become so accustomed to. 

Whilst I have nothing against the tactile security that a real piece of hardware affords however, it was clear that there were other elements of the Inn’s ingredient quotient that could certainly benefit with an immediate upgrade. 

There were two specific issues that rather rankled with me as regards my stay at the Inn at Blackburn.

They were:

1. The shower mechanism

2. The heater

Now, this may sound a mite trite but…I’ve never so far come across a single, dual control for both the shower and bath filler in one. 

Let me explain further dear reader.

Having returned from my wilderness walk, I decide that I need not necessarily adhere to my yearly bath programme and so, I naturally set about filling the white tomb.

There are effectively two movable knobs on the main mixer control. One, which apparently controls the water flow and one, which has a blue and red symbol emblazoned on it, presumably a control for the temperature.

Please note, unlike other such mixer control units, there is NO piston like stopper at or near the end of the actual water dispenser separating flow between bath & shower. 

Having attempted to operate the bath flow dial only, I am summarily soaked from above. 

It would appear that the left-hand control operates both the bath fill as well as the shower storm that I unhappily endured. 

As I say, this may sound trite however, whilst not normally a twank in such matters, that’s exactly how I felt as I rubbed myself dry after the brief soaking! 

I don’t suppose there’s actually anything wrong with such a mechanism. It must have passed all manner of ‘Twank’ tests before finally being installed en-masse through Inn’s nation-wide, at least I certainly hope so. 

I’ll probably put this one down then to me being a bit of a (rare) plank…Lol! 

The heater issue is more serious. The bottom line here is it simply didn’t work. 

Although the weather when there was extremely clement (July 2017), I am ultimately a warm bloodied bunny at heart so tend to like a nice warm room to return to when all has been enjoyed at the attached eatery. 

Unfortunately, no matter what I tried, the thermostat refused to make an impact on the walled heater, this regardless of what setting I raised on the thermostat or how I assailed the heater. 

The consequence for me was that I departed the evening cool and awoke similarly in the morning, this rather than comforted and warm as preferred. 

It’s fair to say that I’ve had issues with previous Inn’s on this subject. Normally, the answer is to simply add an extra heater to the room, most have them, I’m personally convinced for just this purpose. 

I didn’t freeze, as it was a pleasant July evening however, make no mistake, the heater not working ultimately represents a conditional failure of service pure & simple. I made a point of asking the same smiley receptionist the following morning if they were able to control room heating from reception, as some more modern Inn’s are able to do. 

He was adamant though that room temperature was controlled solely from the in-room thermostat only.

In which case, does this not effectively equate to a not-so-perfect night’s sleep Mr. Henry? 

Yes, very probably.    

Eatery

The attached eatery is a Brewers Fayre called Oakenhurst Farm. I enjoyed both dinner and breakfast there and whilst I can thoroughly recommend the former, the latter was certainly found lacking as regards the ‘Best way to start the day’ doctrine, often espoused by the Mandarins at PI.  

My Lamb shank though bijou in size, was very enjoyable. The pud also proved sufficiently stodgy in order to bring back multiple memories of my long forgotten youth whereby if it didn’t stick to the plate, it wasn’t a proper pud!   

Lewis, the Manager, appeared eager for conversation to which I duly obliged. I relayed in detail as you would expect dear reader, that the service throughout was excellent and the food, likewise that evening. 

It was only when we spoke about Breakfast that we differed in opinion. 

As a single Business traveller, I simply regard £8.99 excessive for an ‘All You Can Eat’ brekkie, this bearing in mind that for me, two eggs and some bacon generally represents the extent of my morning feast. 

I accept and readily understand that for family’s when kids are able to eat free at brekkie, that’s great but…Nearly £9.00 for what invariably turns out to be a single visit with the odd banana thrown in is just toooo much to charge the lone traveller, this in my humble of course! 

Speaking of breakfast…

Breakfast

I arrive prompt at 07:40 and all is quiet. A smiley Joanna greets me and my order is taken almost immediately. As per usual, I request one poached and one fried egg, two bacon, one sausage and a single solitary tomato. 

Within but a veritable jiffy, a large hot plate is brought to my table and whilst all my requested items are there, it all look’s just a little forlorn if not sad, this given the oversized plate. Worse still, the fried egg is still largely raw. 

The egg is sent back immediately. Joanne is very apologetic but in truth, it should never have been delivered as fit for consumption in the first place. 

When my plate is finally returned to me, the previously raw egg was now well past hard so obviously, rather than cook me a new egg, they’ve simply re-heated my original egg into submission.

Sadly, the sausage had now also contracted in size as a result of being re-cooked and as for the bacon, which was overcooked in the first place, that was now even more cindered and inedible. 

Having said all that…

Joanne could not have been more apologetic or tried harder to make things right, it was just a shame that as usual, I was short of time so unfortunately, it was what it was.  

The matter of £8.99 for such a poor brekkie however could not be ignored, as indeed was the minimal take-up from guests, at least when I attended which kinda say’s it all really. 

Service

Service was literally outstanding in all areas, even when the presented food fell rather short of expectations as with brekkie. 

Everyone (nearly), smiled during Service and that for me makes a huge difference, certainly as regards Personal Customer Experience.  

Overall

Recommending the Premier Inn, Blackburn, is difficult, certainly when given the issues over in-room heating and abstract location. The staff were generally exemplary in their performance, but the real question is; would I revisit this particular Inn again? 

Sadly, the answer is probably no as there are undoubtedly better options available more centrally in Blackburn proper.

It is what it is Folk’s! 

As always, happy and safe travelling.

Phil 

