Premier Inn - Plymouth City Centre (Lockyer’s Quay) – 10 November 2016

Just a quick note before I begin proper about actually locating this Inn via the information as supplied. Having received conformation of my booking as per normal, I did as most would perhaps do and used the postcode supplied to locate it. 

Bad idea folk’s! 

By the time I finally reached Plymouth it was just past 7pm so thankfully, the roads were nicely quiet, which was lucky for me as my on board sat-nav (Tom Tom), continually tried to steer me towards 24 hour bus lanes and illegal turns as if on a personal mission. There are so many traffic cameras in the city centre, the chances of unwittingly committing an offence obviously increases with tiredness and by this time, I was absolutely kernackered. 

As it turned out, I was lucky as no ‘Notice to Prosecute’, was forthcoming, I just wonder how many others may have been caught simply due to them being unfamiliar with the very confusing road network. 

Also while I’m at it, exactly why do they call it Plymouth City Centre???

Anyway, point made we move on…

There are 2 Premier Inn’s very close together, Lockyer’s Quay appears to be the larger of the two.

Upon arrival, the first room offered, no’ 12, smelled very musty and strangely, had it’s windows open as well as two sizeable stand alone fans next to the heater. All this dear reader in November, as if it wasn’t cold enough already! 

I returned to reception and explained about the musty smell and asked why the windows were open as well as why there were two large fans in the room? 

For both questions I was greeted with nothing but blank faces, so much for Corporate transparency then…

If I had to make a guess at a reason for the smell, I would probably plump for there having being a recent flood of some kind in the room. I did gently suggest this to reception but again, no answer or even acknowledgement was forthcoming. 

Ultimately, regardless of the origin of the smell, there was no way I was staying in that room, so I made a polite request to move and was kindly granted exactly that! 

Room no’ 61, was at the far reaches of the corridor, which is no bad thing as there is likely to be less footfall there and more importantly, it smelled as you would expect a room to normally smell I.e., odourless. All good then…

Well no, not really, as the room still felt unusually cold and I just don’t do cold! 

Lordy, that probably sounds really prissy to you but give me 40’c heat and I’ll walk all day, in the shade admittedly but, I will still walk for as long as it takes to get to where my sights are set, Sanur beach back to Legian for instance...

Where as the cold just makes me want to hibernate, even when protected by appropriate clothing…Lol!

Cold aside, my room was as usual, clean, tidy and exactly as expected. 

This last statement encapsulates the strength and value that is the Premier Inn brand. You just know what you’re going to get, how reassuring is that? 

For me, the bed (Hypnos) and bath (cleanliness), are critical when deciding where to stay and both here are excellent. 

Is that the end of the story, obviously not as you shall see. 

There are a number of well known eatery’s but 5 minutes stroll away I.e., Pizza Hut/Express, Nando’s, and Bella Italia to name but four. 

However, I decided upon Table Table as it was attached to the Inn, what an interesting decision that proved to be! 

As you may know, Table Table sits at the lower end of the Whitbread chain and for good reason as I was soon to discover. 

The top item on their menu (ish!), appeared to be the Steak Diane, so we duly ordered a well-done example (don’t remonstrate dear reader, I was paying for it after all!), and then waited patiently to be pleasantly surprised. 

Well, it wasn’t actually so bad, apart that is from the sheer amount of gristle that lay disguised beneath the Diane sauce. 

It is for that reason, I would normally ask for a sauce to be served separately. It's just too easy for a kitchen to serve poor quality meat when disguised by the masking of an elaborate sauce. In truth, I suppose you end up getting what you pay for as the meal was certainly not expensive, at least not in Beefeater terms.   

A quick name check here for Alex, as he was very helpful in advising and subsequently ordering my Ice cream before the kitchen officially closed at 10pm. 

However, Alex aside, Service per se', was not a strong point for Table Table that evening. 

I will relay the following, exactly as it appears in my notes taken at the time, I believe they refer to it in legal circles as 'Contemporaneous Evidence'…Lol!  

“Uncaring staff – Server walked away when I asked if I could order another glass of wine when the main was delivered." 

"That’s NOT service!"

"Female server just rude!" 

"There just appears an unwillingness in the restaurant to accommodate – Why?”

There you go, exactly as penned at the time. In short, wholly unacceptable and one of the worst dining experiences I've been forced to endure for a very long time.  

Before I move onto breakfast, I will just mention the small matter of waking up absolutely freezing. 

I have long since had my suspicions about the heating practice at Premier Inn's and finally, I was to discover exactly what games our host's were playing, all it seems in the name of thrift, as least as far as this guest is concerned!

As usual, I set the thermostat to it's maximum of 23'C as soon as I entered the room. I was already aware that room thermostats are restricted and regulated not to exceed 23'C, this regardless of the time of year.

This practice has always rather rankled with me I have to say, nevertheless, I thought no more about it. 

Imagine my surprise therefore, when I awoke and felt not the warm and cosseted feeling of a room at 20 plus something degree's, but one that showing only a meagre 16'C and this in November!  

It would appear dear reader, that in common with other rooms, my thermostat had re-set itself overnight to it's default minimum. 

Not then perhaps such a 'Premier Way', to start your day, all curled up & cold that is! 

Moving on quickly to brekkie, the buffet selection appeared well stocked with lots of choice available. It was further enhanced by the fact that all cooked breakfasts (Full English), were made freshly to order, always a nice touch I think. 

All good then? Well, yes apart from the sausages which tasted more like a cheap rusk substitute than any kind of meaty finger I'd ever previously eaten. 

And then there was the 'Barbecued', bacon, at least that's how it tasted. There's nothing actually wrong with barbecue flavour as such, I just don't want my bacon to taste of it first thing in the morning. 

Whether it was a remnant from the griddle from the previous night, it matters not, by now I was just an unhappy bunny and apart from the Grapefruit segments which never fail to satisfy, I'd had enough, in all respects dear reader! 

This has been a difficult review, because as an almost regular weekly user, I wouldn't keep on booking if I didn't inherently like and favour the brand.

But waking up cold and being treated so poorly at Table Table, is simply unacceptable. 

In short, you can do much better than the Plymouth City Centre Inn and, undoubtedly for less! 

As always, happy and safe travelling.

Phil

