Premier Inn Honiton Hotel – Devon – 20 December 2017

As I walk through some very unassuming front doors to probably the smallest if not most bijou Hotel Reception I have ever seen, I am greeted by Jack who appears utterly enigmatic amongst it all, which is perhaps not the first adjective I would normally expect to apportion to a bespoke Hotel Receptionist. 

Jack quickly guides me through the booking-in process, clearly taking note of my stated preference NOT to be near a stairwell by placing me directly next to one as I discover when all is finally sorted and I am given the key's to room 202. 

Ah well, nice to know the Customer is still King at Premier Inn. (
As per usual, the room is both clean and thoroughly functional, as indeed you would expect from the largest hotel chain in the UK i.e., Whitbread Hotel Company.

This particular hotel is barely a year old, which is actually relevant here as it largely guarantee’s the heating work’s as properly intended. I make this point as this is certainly not the case in a considerable number of Inn’s I’ve had the misfortune to visit over the past couple of years.  

N.B. This one issue is probably my biggest bugbear with the brand, please see my other Premier Inn reviews for further information and clarification. 

Location wise, the Inn is approximately 17-19 minutes from Honiton Town Centre, not so far then for this rather fit quinquagenarian, unless of course it’s raining and thoroughly miserable which sadly it was on the day I visited. 

The attached eatery is a Thyme Restaurant, which rather sits near the bottom of the Whitbread tree as regards hierarchy. Now, this is not necessarily a bad thing as prices tend to be a mite more competitive than at their better known and more highly regarded Beefeater counterparts. However, having said that, unfortunately, this particular restaurant was very, very basic indeed. 

Whilst the service was always polite and cheerful, the in-house menu was uber brief with no draft beers available, only bottles. The overall ambience was muted to the point of generic and collective narcolepsy. This eatery was clearly no local destination of choice.  

To compound matters further, the kitchen stopped accepting orders at 21:30 instead of the usual cut-off point of 22:00.  

Whilst I accept that 30 minutes per se' doesn’t represent a huge change, I have to admit it still kinda bugged me as I'm used to eating fairly late through (bad) habit. 

To be fair, as regards the food, the Curry was both inexpensive and wholly edible but it was the sticky Toffee pudding that took all the plaudits. A quick name-check for Allison who provided excellent service during my meal that evening. 

Breakfast was a Full English served with plenty of grease, as you may be able to see from the attached picture. I'm not adverse to starting the morning like that occasionally but it was all rather full-on calorie-wise. No harm I suppose every once and a while, if your heart and arteries can take the fat-count.

There were healthier options available but sadly no Grapefruit segments, just a standard fruit bowl. 

Overall, my stay was pleasant enough but truth be told, had I not been in Honiton on business, I would probably have sought more character-full accommodation.

In which case, even the undoubted attraction of next door's Aldi is unlikely to see me return in the foreseeable future. 

As always, happy and safe travelling.

Phil

