Premier Inn - Manchester (Handforth) – January 2017

The good…

It’s always nice to start a review on a positive note so, let’s begin by highlighting a very nice receptionist called Tanya. 

I arrived at the Premier Inn, Handforth, on a cold, damp Tuesday afternoon in late January and was immediately greeted by a smiling Tanya who was busily manning reception. 

Unfortunately, checking in wasn’t as straight forward as initially anticipated, as I didn’t at first glance appear to have a reservation. The error, I was soon to discover, was due to my estimable colleague booking the room on my behalf but being named as the guest with sadly, no mention of yours truly on the reservation. 

However, all was sorted within a matter of minutes and when I asked Tanya about possible lift noise as I'm forever being given rooms adjacent to lifts recently (due to the fact it's a company booking perhaps?), I was assured that my room, no' 30, was unlikely to suffer from lift noise as that particular Premier Inn, didn’t have any! Truly a Pyrrhic victory then…

Tanya was also helpful as regards local information and due to her considerable Sales Skills, even managed to gently persuade me to adopt a surrogate bear for GOSH, which I’ve since called…Tanya, what else. 

In fact, all the staff were extremely polite and helpful during my stay and I really got the feeling that everyone was genuinely concerned that all went well for me whilst there.   

As per usual, room 30 was dominated by the huge, signature King sized Hypnos bed. Linens looked new and appeared spotless. The bathroom whilst very clean, was at first glance a rather strange configuration. The toilet was placed directly next to the bath with the shower seemingly at the wrong end, at least in relation to all the other PI’s I’ve stayed at. 

Staying with the bathroom, I was happy to discover three very soft towels for my use, 2 large and one small. I only mention this in passing as I'm continually finding that I've been left just the one large and one small face towel even though the room is invariably classed and indeed sold, as a family room. I'm not sure how a family of three or even four would cope at bath time, as they don't seem to dry at all well once used. For some reason, I still find this omittance peculiarly annoying. It’s probably just me…

Overall, room 30 was perfectly adequate and the fact it faced the car park and not the road meant in practical terms, all was essentially quiet and serene when the sun began to descend. 

I’ve put this next point under the ‘good’ section, as generally speaking, I'm a real live music fan, this almost regardless of it's genre. 

The Bulls Head offers an Open Mike night every Tuesday that is truly eclectic if my experience is anything to go by. Although poorly attended, it did offer a veritable window into talent both interesting and sadly, not so interesting. In fact, there was one particular performer who should really be offering his services as a personal earwax remover such was the level of his unbridled screech. I thought at one point, he must surely be in pain and then realised, I was the one in pain! Clearly then a night to remember but for perhaps all the wrong reasons! 

The cooked to order breakfast was very good, apart from the sausage (please see below). Again the service was exemplary and presentation excellent. The overall buffet spread was a little smaller than would normally expected and by 08:00, they has already run out of mushrooms but, I was lucky enough to enjoy the last of the grapefruit segments before they completely disappeared. 

It was clear to me that someone in authority really needs to re-assess just how much they need to order in the future to ensure they can properly cover morning Service. A kitchen running out of staples so early during service is akin to a pub running out of beer on Match day! It's just Not Cricket! Talk about mixing my metaphors...Lol! 
The not so good…

When first entering the hotel, I had the distinct feeling that this was probably an older property. There are often small, visible signs that can often mark out elder Premier Inn's to their more modern equivalents. For instance, instead of the usual multi-sheeted toilet paper dispenser normally found on the wall adjacent to the loo, there were two standard bog rolls conveniently located underneath the sink unit which, I have to say I rather prefer. Much better to pull off what you need rather than having X amount of sheets flying everywhere whilst you're trying to do, you-know-what!  

Moving on quickly, the Radiator, which operates in conjunction with the thermostat in order to regulate the temperature of the room, had obviously been previously abused so bore the visible scar of a large dent where the heat escapes. Also, although the Thermostat indicated 23’ (It wouldn’t actually go any higher), I never really managed to get properly warm whilst there. Tanya did offer me a further heater, but I just wanted the in-house heating to work as it should. It was late January afterall. 

The long narrow dark wood desk, complete with TV stand and permanent mirror, had multiple marks amounting to small indentations over the entire desk. This unit clearly had some history attached. Also, the use of so much dark wood aged the room considerably, in essence, it all just looked a little tired and forlorn. 

Another small niggle...

There were two cups and plenty of sugar & milk to make tea/coffee with but, only one teabag. Room replenishers please take note!  

And finally, the ‘could’, have been so much better…

You can often tell the older properties by the size of the TV they install. Newer Inn’s tend to benefit from a 40 incher, normally placed on the main wall facing the bed. The example in my room whilst not exactly tiny, should really have come with glasses of some kind as an aid to vision. And they say size doesn’t matter!!!

My biggest bugbear with the room though is reserved for the number of power outlet sockets available. 

Two to be precise. 

When paying £83.00 for the night (breakfast extra), I really would expect to be able to charge all my various devices without having to continually swap plugs. What would a family do in such a situation? Imagine the arguments over who gets to charge what and when? This was simply unacceptable and I can’t believe I’m the first one to mention it. 

When on my travels, I usually like to go walkabout to see what the area has to offer. The answer here is sadly not a lot! The hotel is located on a main road about 5 minute’s walk from a small parade of shops. I was advised that Wilmslow Town is not really walkable, therefore the choice was quickly made to head towards the sound of the shops instead. 

If the Bull, the Chef & Brewer eatery attached to the Inn isn’t to your fancy, along the small parade you have the option of an Indian, a Greek, and a rather expensive looking Italian restaurant available to you. There is even a Tesco, Spar and Gregg’s should none of the above prove sufficiently appetising and you would prefer more of a self-service option for dinner. Location is not the Ace in this Jokers pack unfortunately. 

Sausage-gate. 

Now, we all like a good meaty sausage don't we dear reader? At least perhaps the carnivores amongst us. However, the excuse for the finger of meat (?), that traditionally masquerades as the Premier Inn 'sausage', is in my view, certainly the weakest and poorest part of the Premier Inn breakfast. 

In fact, there has only been two previous occasions over the last couple of years whilst staying at an Inn, whereby I’ve found reasonable cause to commend their meaty-fingers (sausages), so in reality we're already starting from a point of exceedingly low expectation.  

However, I have to say that on this particular occasion, we are to reach a new low in culinary standards. Put simply dear reader, I was presented with the vilest, most fat-ridden excuse for a venerable sausage I have ever had the misfortune to be served.

How’s that for unequivocal! 

Accordingly, when the pleasant young server considerately asked if I was enjoying my breakfast, I was forced to answer; "All's good but the sausage is just awful!" 

To his absolute credit, he immediately replied that he'd also enjoyed a full 'English', that morning and had also rather thought the sausage was the "weak link!" 

Weak link? That’s an understatement if ever there was one! Lol! 

I mention this not to embarrass him but instead, to commend his honesty. Whilst I smile broadly at the retelling of the story, in truth, serving such a poor quality breakfast item is completely unacceptable, this regardless of price paid which at £8.99, is certainly not inconsiderable. 

Folk's it was honestly so bad, I wouldn't have even fed it to my unfussy four legged friend, just in case she sued me afterwards for cruelty!  

And finally...Hot water, or the lack of it! 

In essence, there are certain facilities I require of a hotel, constant hot water generally being at or very near the top of my list. 

Having returned from my short walkabout as described earlier, I was now ready for a nice relaxing bath. Whilst sadly, there were no bubbles possible as Premier Inn don't provide such useful additions (mean'ies!!!), I still managed to submerge myself and even watch a little TV as I did so. The problem only came to light when I attempted to rinse off the dirty water from my body having finally pulled the plug and found it to be cold. Not luke warm you understand, but cold! 

How unpleasant was that! 

Happily, after approximately 6-7 minutes sat in a now empty bath, the water became just about tepid enough to do the job but by this time, I was absolutely freezing and shivering uncontrollably. 

Really, really poor performance from such a major brand. Take note Mr. Henry, not so 'Premier' after all! 

Upon checking out, I was cordially asked by a nice young chap at reception whether I enjoyed my stay? I couldn't help but quickly retort, "I was cold and I ran out of hot water whilst having a bath, so not great then!" 

He sympathised and went on to explain that occasionally, BOTH boilers struggle to supply sufficient hot water to all the rooms. "There are two boilers?" I asked incredulously? 

"Yes", he replied. That makes it even worse I said. 

His excuse centred on the fact it was an old building, now there's a surprise! 

Now we come to the difficult issue of recommendation, or not. 

The staff, really were very nice throughout my brief stay and I truly believe they tried hard to remain customer focussed. 

However, I cannot ignore the fact that the location is nothing special; the rooms appear tired and weary; the available hot water was inconsistent and on one occasion, non-existent; there were only two available power sockets in the whole room and…They still insist upon charging me over £80.00 on a Tuesday night, and this with no brekkie included! 

Naaaaa! I think you can do better folk's! 

As always, happy and safe travelling.

Phil

