The Mount – Wigan (West) – 8 June 2017

The Mount is a ‘Hungry Horse’, a Green King Restaurant located within a rather assuming and impressive building. There is a large, wall representation of George Orwell, amongst others, in the main lobby so perhaps a connection exists. I did ask a number of servers about a possible connection, but was greeted by blank faces on each occasion so decided it was perhaps best to move on. 

As I was staying at the adjacent Premier Inn, it seemed only sensible to provide the Mount with my patronage for both dinner and breakfast, which incidentally, had already been included and paid for as part of my overall room bill (brekkie that is). 

The restaurant menu appeared hugely varied with mega deals available throughout the week. Tonight (Thursday), I can enjoy a free Starter or Dessert if I buy anything from the Big Plate Special Menu. As I had already decided on the Sirloin, I’m sorted except, I’ve just been informed that they’ve run out of the Apple Crumble. Bugger! 

My steak was…

Now, it was at this point dear reader that I finally closed my laptop in order to enjoy what I was hoping would be a fair representation of what was shown on the pages of their colourful menu. I had even added a couple of fried eggs to the steak for good measure. 

However, what was eventually presented to me was very different to that, that had been imagined. 

I honestly can't remember a more sorry and tasteless excuse for what was supposed to be a premium Sirloin Steak dinner, ever! 

The pictures taken at the time really don't do the meal justice, it was simply appalling and probably fit only for my four legged friend.

To be specific. The few chips that actually came with the meal were both undercooked and soggy at once. The onion rings tasted near ancient and therefore rock hard. The single mushroom was waterlogged and appeared almost sad-like because of it. The pea's could easily have masqueraded as bullet's and my two eggs were so concrete-like and grease ridden, I'm sure a mechanic could have found a use for them. Finally, my premium steak required an effort of mastication that literally left my jaw numb. 

The half tomato however, was just fine. 

As I was quite literally starving, I made the best of a bad job and utilised plenty of Tomato sauce in order to disguise, as far as I could, what was laid before me. 

The story doesn't quite end there though...

As the wine in my glass was in need of a refill, I left my seat to attend the bar. When I returned, my plate had been cleared and there was just a white plastic cleaning container in place of where my plate had been. 

I asked the group of ladies who were positioned next to my table who had removed my unfinished plate. They responded with surprise and directed me to a server who was busily clearing other tables. 

I politely asked the server why she had removed my plate when I was still clearly in the process of eating. 

She apologised profusely. 

I then proceeded to relay exactly how unhappy I was with the meal in general, much I think to her visible surprise and near shock. 

It was now approximately 22:10, and having prematurely removed my unfinished dinner, I gently asked her if it was still possible to order a pudding, bearing in mind the kitchen officially closes at 22:00. I even made a point of mentioning that I was more than happy to pay for the 'Pud', as I was still hungry! It was a Thursday freebie, remember? 

She kindly acceded, and I was presented with a hot Sponge pudding, bathed in syrup & custard shortly afterwards.  

She returned once again to let me know that all food charges had been removed from my bill. I was therefore only liable for my drinks which, I thought was fair and certainly appreciated. 

All the staff present that evening were pleasant and courteous, and I include my server in that assessment. Consequently, I made an appropriate donation to their bar-staff fund when leaving, not so much to equalise their loss but more to say, Thank-You, for offering to reduce mine.

I'm not going to dwell any further on how bad the meal was, I think my feelings have already been made crystal clear so, nuff' said!  

Breakfast

If I had hoped that Brekkie would dispel my concerns over the competency of the kitchen, I was to be sorely disappointed! 

As I had an early start that morning, I arrive at The Mount promptly at 07:10. I am greeted by a nice smiley Lady who quickly takes my order, which is as usual; two poached eggs, two bacon and one sausage.  

No!

It seems that the cooker doesn't work so, no poached eggs. I can have either scrambled of fried instead. 

Having already experienced the sheer joy that was NOT, their fried egg's, I reluctantly settle on scrambled instead. 

I also quickly note that the accompanying breakfast items like breads, cereals, juices ect, appeared to be in very short supply. 

This then was certainly no breakfast banquet! 

Furthermore, the Grapefruit segments were contained in a single, small dessert bowl rather than the large, appropriately sized catering container one would normally expect (see pic!). I almost felt guilty transferring the meagre contents from their small bowl, into my small bowl. Utterly ridiculous!  

It was but a matter of minutes before my cooked brekkie was brought to me. In place of the two rashers as ordered was a small mountain of bacon, all sadly soft and visibly underdone. The scrambled eggs were without texture and completely waterlogged. The single charred sausage was exactly that, charred and without any taste bar the excessive fat it exuded.  

The cost of this petit déjeuner? £8.99! Outrageous! 

If I were to offer a view as to it's true value, then no more than £3.49 MAXIMUM! No wonder there appeared little take-up on the in-house breakfast option, at least judging by the lack of tickets on the check-in lectern. 

It was unfortunate that their cooker had blown-up some months ago and they were now experiencing problems getting the issue resolved. But as a guest, that's not my problem, it's theirs and one they need to sort, pronto! 

Overall

In essence, the food served on both occasions was simply sub-standard and consequently, wholly unacceptable, this regardless of price paid. 

It is therefore simply not possible to recommend The Mount. 

As always, happy and safe travelling...And eating!

Phil. 

