
2017 Sept 24 Pheasantry 
by JaneW 

 

This report is for the lovely lady who asked me last night if I'd be writing one. I hadn't been 

planning to, to be honest. Not only is life still very hectic but I rather thought by now my 

monthly scribblings would be getting rather samey. It's heart-warming knowing that there are 

Lee-fans still wanting to read them. Thank you all! 

 

OK then here goes – my report. 

 

Crickey, did I ever need this outing!  

 

Between coping with my new job and frantic house hunting my little brain is frazzeled. A 

day thinking about nothing more taxing than the quickest route from Kings Cross to the hotel 

was exactly what the doctor would have ordered had I bothered to ask her. Seeing Lee, and 

sharing the experience with so many mates - well what better way to spend my 'day off'. 

 

My ‘day off ‘ really started at noon on Sunday when I'd boarded the train and met up with 

my usual travelling companion (and organiser extraordinaire) from the Northern Ladies. (Her 

turn to bring the G&T, so this time no muck ups with the tonic bottles  .) 
 

We hooked up with a fellow Northern Lady at the hotel, and another friend on route to the 

Pheasantry. So nice for once not to be hurrying down Kings Road, but enjoying the bustling 

Chelsea vibe while chatting away to my mates. September was being kind to us. My rain 

coat, draped over my arm felt like an unnecessary burden in the unexpected heat (though I 

was grateful for it in the venue. Ah but you’ll have to wait to hear about that). 

 

By the time we arrived the Pheasantry courtyard was already full of familiar faces and some 

very good friends. With lots of smiles, hugs and "How are yous?" we sat down to eat among 

long tables of Lee fans. I found it hugely comforting being surrounded by so many people 

just looking forward to the same shared experience: a taste of Mead. 

 

Being responsible adult for settling our bill, I was one of the last to head downstairs. I hate 

being late getting settled so I hurried off to the staircase, realised I'd left my friend behind, 

turned back to check look for her, and almost bumped into Mr Mead.  

 

"Hello!" I squeaked. 

 

"Hello," he said "how are you?"  

 

Unexpected Mead encounter and I'm looking straight in his eyes. Come on, Jane, you can 

handle this. 

 

"I'm fine thanks" (good answer Jane. Dull, but rational. Can I add to it? Ah yes...) "I'm so 

looking forward to this evening." 

 

"Are you seeing the show?" 



 

And through the lovely pink haze enveloping it, my brain managed to stop my mouth saying 

"No I just really enjoy the pizza here." 

 

"Indeedy!" I said instead (geeky but polite) "I'll see you later." And away I scurried before I 

could embarrass myself with unwanted squealing. 

 

I forgot about my friend. 

 

The seat-allocator hadn't put us on our favourite table; that had been given to a gang of 

Holby City stars (I know! Outrageous!) Instead we sat at the long bench table to the right of 

the stage. For once all the Stage Loppies were together with the Northern Ladies next to us. 

Great to have a chance for a good old chat with friends I’d not seen in ages, especially Lin 

who’d flown in from LA. That’s dedication that is! With all the other fans crowed in the 

little Jazz club I really did feel comfortably surrounded with mates. 

 

Ah the laughs we had being squished on those seats. The lovely blonde waitress (who 

became a fan last show) served us, her patience and sense of humour as she shimmed passed 

me to reach the corner tables (and even at one point recruit me for handing out coffee) made 

an awkward seating arrangement into a funny one.  I rather think we'll be on each other’s 

Christmas card list. 

 

Chit and mingling; time passed quickly. 7pm came. No sign of the band. Is there time to visit 

the ladies room? Some did, hurrying back to claim seats before the gig kicked off. 

 

Still no band. This is odd. I struggled into my jacket and arranged my wrap more carefully 

on my shoulders. I'd forgotten that the aircon over that table is set to 'polar frost'. Still no 

band. 

 

By now the chatter had diminished to a low hum. Some of us even looked at our watches. 

 

At last John and Tommy took to the stage to a thunder of relieved applause. Now we just 

needed 'Mickey Blue'. He didn't follow. No pianist.  

 

Conversations started up again. Some of us wondered if we could fill in playing 

chopsticks. Ermm probably not. 

 

Still no pianist. 

 

Then at last Mickey joined the band on stage and a minute later Lee appeared. 

 

Was he worth the wait? 

 

You betcha!  

 

 

 



 

 

 

From the start I could tell we were in  

for a special evening with a Meadster  

in great voice and a giggly mood - and  

looking particularly fine. He'd abandoned  

smart casual for outright smart, in a  

brand new suit. Mmmm. The stage lights  

shone gold upon his flawless skin and cast  

blue shadows in his curls. I was a melty  

puddle despite the icy air-con blowing  

down on us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"I have friends in today" he said after his opening number, then with the most disarming 

affection he opened his arms "Well you're all friends." That's it. Air-con or no air-con I've 

melted. So by the looks of it had most of the room. 

 

Lee's set list has settled down. It's pretty much the same each show now,  so I'll just describe 

the differences; list the highlights; and tell you about those funny ad-libbed moments that 

make Mr Mead's shows so special. 

 

This was the night of international travellers. As always he was pleased to hear someone 

shout "Yorkshire" but ha! That's local! 

 

"Scotland!" shouted a Stage Loppy friend when he asked where we'd come from. 

 

"Scotland?" His eyes widened. 

 

"Norway!" I shouted pointing at another Stage Loppy friend.  Oh how his face lit up. 

 

He proudly remarked he also had fans from Belgium and Holland in the audience (sorry the 

Netherlands) but his biggest reaction came for Lin.  

 

"LA!" 

 

 



"Where are you?" Then he spotted her on the front row. Boy was she in for a treat later! 

 

Giddiness abounded. Lots and lots of silly dancing about in this show -  and one of the 

funniest ‘Want You Back For Good’ renditions yet, with Holby City cast members leading 

the sing along.  

 

Plus a guest -  the adorable Landi who is such a firm favourite with the fans. She blew me 

away with her version of ‘Saving All My Love for You’ (Whitney who?). 

 

Then towards the end of the first half Lee went into the link he uses for ‘Blackbird’. Now he 

always mentions that he thinks the original song was “a B side or something” and I always 

mumble "The White Album" under my breath. 

 

Well last night my words were a little less mumbly and a shade louder than normal. I 

wouldn't have been noticed had it not been for Tommy turning towards me and saying in a 

rather pleased-someone-knows-where-this-song-comes-from way. "That's right!" 

 

That drew Lee's attention and he asked me to repeat what I'd said. Funny how I found my 

knees knocking just saying two words to him (or maybe I was just cold). He nodded as 

though committing ‘The White Album’ to memory. I wonder if he will remember next 

month :-) 

 

I have to say he absolutely nailed that song last night. I could see from my seat other fans 

enraptured too. ‘Blackbird’ rates as my favourite of the evening. And it's got some stiff 

competition! 

 

No mention of the latest Holby City ep (the one with THAT kiss), but he did say he wants to 

play Lofty forever - among other things. 

 

Despite mentioning next year's tour a few times, no real clues about further venues - that I 

heard at least. 

 

Interval.  

 

OK I have a confession. I'm in part responsible for making Mr Mead uncomfortable. In part. 

Just slightly. Here's what happened. 

 

Our lovely waitress came back with interval orders. Now two or three of my friends had 

donned their coats due to the air-con, but my Norwegian friend next to me had nothing to put 

over her short sleeved blouse and was consequently really feeling bitterly cold. So I lent her 

my scarf, saying I can put on my coat (remember my rain coat? I said it came in handy) if 

necessary. Our waitress heard this. 

 

"Oh yes the air-con's very cold isn't it. I'll get them to turn it off," and she hurried away 

before I could say "Hold on, won't it get rather warm if it's turned off?"  Still I had been very 

chilly sat under it, so when a minute later the whir of the AC unit stopped I was rather 

grateful. 



 

Lee returned to stage. (This time in a fetching dark shirt).  

 

Oh dear. Even during the first song I noticed a faint film of sweat forming on Lee's cheek. 

Hmmm. Yes it has warned up in here.  

 

Lee headed for his water bottle while the band played some incidental music. Gosh that guy 

can open his throttle! 

 

Landi returned for a duet – ‘Almost Like Being In Love’. This provided one of the funniest 

Lee moments I've ever seen as he, at Landi's suggestion, slid down the bannister threatening 

to land on Lin's table. Lin raised her arms as though to catch him, and there followed a 

moment of what I can only describe as Meady flirting, yes FLIRTING, with our American 

friend! (Worth the flight Lin?) (Lin says yes. lol) 

 

Another view of the slide – just because Lin is editing this. Lol 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But now the heat was starting to cause problems. After BHH Lee had to call for a tissue to 

mop his face. Then later blaming the temperature on the stage lights, he asked for them to be 

turned down. 

 

He must have been glad to reach the end of the set and another fabulous sing a long ADWD. 

This time with the fans leading the Holby City crowd. Well we have had 10 years to practice 

in. 

 



 

No chance for a further chat with Mr Mead after the show. I managed to thank him for a 

fantastic evening as he passed by (on his way to flirt with Lin again). Besides we Northern 

Ladies wanted to get back to our hotel for some wee drinkies before bedtime. 

 

As we sat in the bar we compiled a list of our highlights of the night. Feel free to hum 

‘Whole Lotta Love’ as you read. 

 

10: Feeling Good 

9: Fix You 

8: Back for Good  

7: ADWD 

6: Why God Why 

5:Close Every Door 

4: Leave Right Now 

3: Lullaby  

2: Bring Him Home 

1: Blackbird  

 

Ok so the list we came up with between the three of us; the order....well this is my report so 

‘Blackbird’ is going at the top. So there!  

 

Now I'm on a bus heading home and back to reality. I'm sitting gazing out of the rain 

splattered window contemplating what I have learned from last night. 

 

Good friends and a dose of Mead will lift any spirits no matter how stressful life gets. 

 

Oh yeah and - bring a jumper to the Pheasantry and NEVER let them turn the air-con off! 

 

 

 

*all photos by Amanda from Holland xo* 
 


