
Meady in Herne Bay 

 

Meady Tours doesn’t half take us to some out of the way places! 

I had initially assessed Herne Bay as too difficult to reach, even for this avid 

travelling fan. Then a friend pointed out I could go with her. I am so grateful to 

my Meady friends! 

Herne Bay is charming; all beach huts and helter-skelters and grand houses 

overlooking its stony beaches.  

We spotted the theatre itself nestled into the side of the cliff, with its roof 

forming part of the cliff top.  

How many people get a chance to walk on a theatre roof?  Though it did look 

kinda like a carpark laid out by someone who had confused ‘cars’ with…errmm 

something long and thin…’train carriages’. That’ll do.   

An octagonal podium below the sort-of-but-not-very-like-a-car-park bit, had us 

scratching our heads. We guessed it might be a band stand, and pleased with our 

deduction we wandered down to the theatre, where we hoped to find a café 

serving tea and coffee. 

We found a café. 

It served tea and coffee. 

Vintage photographs of the seafront lined the café wall. One showed well-healed 

Edwardians wandering around a bandstand on the theatre roof (ah ha! Ten points 

to us!).  

Opposite the café entrance, a row of smart, modern doors punctuated by narrow 

windows, separated us from the theatre space beyond. Curiosity drew us to them, 

and we peeped through the narrow windows to glimpse a stage in a room set out 

with chairs at big round tables.  

Given the small numbers for this particular show a cabaret seemed like a good 

idea. I’d have preferred smaller, more intimate tables though.  

Fortified with tea and coffee, we set out to find our other friends (one of whom 

had travelled from America for the occasion. I think I came a long way!!!), then 

idled away an hour or two taking photos of the town, before a fish n chip dinner. 

Well, we were at the seaside. What else should we eat? 



Then a quick change into our glad-rags and a stroll back to the theatre. On the 

way we passed a pub beer-garden, and spotted Lee, in jeans and t-shirt, having 

his dinner. 

 ‘Best finish up, Lee,’ I thought, ‘you need to get your suit on!’ 

We reached the theatre in good time. Just fourteen people waited for the meet 

and greet. 

A pleasant gentleman showed us into a bar area where several small tables stood 

scattered about. The gentleman suggested that he move the tables close together 

so we would all be able to hear Lee, but those of us with previous meet and greet 

experience pointed out there’s no need. He seemed a bit doubtful, but listened to 

our advice. 

The incident makes me wonder how many performers, offering meet and greets, 

just talk to the room en masse. Typical of our adorable hero that he gives his 

clientele a much more personal experience. 

We parked ourselves at a table and before long Lee and Beverley walked in, 

separating so they could talk to each table individually.  

Beverley came to us first, all smiles and hellos, eager to chat as ever. 

Lee, properly attired now in his blue, three-piece suit, joined us a few minutes 

after Beverley left.  

Initially, he reminisced about the cruise, then conversation turned to Herne Bay. 

Being a lad from the seaside himself, he evidently appreciates the beautiful 

resort.   

He spent a good long time with us, then went to charm his way around the room, 

before leaving to ready himself for his performance. 

It’s been 12 years since I fell for Lee Mead - that young man with the sparkling 

eyes and springy curls who seemed so shy and modest till he stepped out on 

stage. 

12 years have wrought some changes. The modesty remains but his shyness has 

been replaced with confidence. He’s no longer a youth, but if anything, his 

physical beauty has grown with the years.  

His voice has done nothing but improve, while his stage presence is as 

compelling as it was when he first hit my radar with Mack the Knife. 



Beverley introduces him as the man who really does belong to the stars and as 

Lee sings his opening number, I can only agree. 

His first words, on finishing the song that evening, were to thank the audience for 

coming. Too often performers seem to blame small audiences for not being 

bigger – as though it the people who have bothered to turn up that are at fault. 

Lee didn’t even mention the numbers. He did talk about the novel room set up, 

and the flickering candles on the tables.  

And he mentioned the extraordinary travellers in the room: fans America and 

Dundee, both seriously impressive. 

His face betrayed his delight. 

It’s rare that Lee doesn’t find something good to say about the venue or the town, 

and that evening he plenty of nice things to say. Even though he confessed he’d 

not heard of Herne Bay before being booked to perform there, you could feel the 

room warm to him immediately. Meady charm filled the air! 

The first half followed the usual format, marred slightly by the sound balance 

being a bit too loud and echoey. 

The second half started as usual with the clip of Graham Norton announcing 

(eventually) the winner of Any Dream Will Do. (It was Lee, by the way, in case 

you hadn’t sussed).  

Then Lee, as always, launched into ‘Pharaoh’s Song’. 

‘Pharaoh’s Song’ might be totally out of place in the My Story timeline, but I am 

so glad to have this glimpse of Lee’s turn as Pharaoh. He throws himself into his 

Elvis impression with such abandon! 

And I am always very happy for a sing-along, though sometimes my “bop 

shawaddy- waddies” can be a little restrained. I do wonder what Lee thinks of 

our singing along, uninvited. Does he enjoy it? Does it irritate him? 

But that night he looked right over at us. 

“Bop shawaddy waddy!” He sang with a little nod to us. 

OK then! “Bop shawaddy waddy!” we sang back. He grinned. 

Thumbs up! 

From ‘Pharaoh’s Song’ to ‘Close Every Doo’r. The problem with the sound now 

sorted, the concert was on track to be a stunner. 



Lee took his seat opposite Beverley. They chatted about his time playing Joseph. 

After a few minutes, I noticed a strange noise, sort of ‘purrp’. It reminded me of 

St Paul’s Parish Hall, helping out in the kitchen as a teenager. The hot water 

geyser made that noise whenever the steam built up. 

“Purrp.” 

Could it be something similar? The doors to the café were firmly closed. Could it 

be something backstage? 

“Purrp.” 

My friends started glancing round. On stage Lee seemed to be concentrating 

more than usual on the conversation. 

“Purrp.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Lee “I’m a bit distracted. I can hear a noise. It sounds like 

‘purrp!’” 

“Purrp.” 

Lee laughed. “Purrp! Purrp!” he mimicked. 

“Purrp.” 

We all had a hearty chuckle then settled down as Lee talked about being bullied. 

The noise continued intermittently but Lee ignored it, telling his story with 

moistened eyes as he remembered the fear and humiliation. He added a detail I 

didn’t know – the bastards flushed his head down the toilet.  The audience 

gasped. 

“Purrp.” Oh for goodness sake! 

But Lee finished the tale soberly, only remarking on the noise again once the 

mood lightened. 

“Purrp, purrp purrp!” he said, “That’s so distracting. Could someone find out 

what that is?” 

Beverley turned the conversation to Lord Arthur. 

“148 pages of script,” said Lee, causing giggles from the front row. 

“What’s funny?” he asked. 

I think someone said “Long story.” 

“Purrp.” 



“And then your biggest production, your daughter.” 

Lee went all gooey as he talked about Betsy. Beverley gave him the cue for “Let 

Her Down Easy”. He walked over to the mike. 

“Purrp,” 

“Please,” he said, now showing a tad of irritation, “could someone find out what 

that noise is?” 

Someone must have gone to check. Which meant someone wasn’t on their station 

for the lights. Lee sang half a verse in the dark. At least the purrping didn’t 

interrupt. That would have been bad. 

On to the Q and A session, and… 

 “Purrp”  

Sigh it’s back again. 

Beverley, stoically carrying on without mentioning purrping, spoke at some 

length about the fans who’d come from Colorado and Dundee. 

Questions included “What’s your favourite song?” (‘Blackbird’ headed the list 

on this occasion) and whether he enjoyed singing jazz with John Pearce (he did, 

though he doesn’t consider himself a jazz singer.) 

He talked a lot about the Phantom too that evening, though I don’t recall what it 

was in response to. My guess, someone asked what West End role he’s like to 

play. 

On to “Hushabye Mountain”. I was on tenterhooks waiting for a purrp to spoil 

that beautiful ballad, but fortunately the purrp monster waited until he finished 

before it pounced again. 

We kinda got used to it in the end. I for one didn’t notice any noises during any 

of Lee’s songs. Phew! 

Before I knew it we were swaying along to “Any Dream Will Do”, the concert 

and our time in Herne Bay coming to an end. Awww!!! 

“Purrp!” 

 

  



Meady in Lichfield 

From Herne Bay to Lichfield. 

Over the last few years I’ve be fortunate enough to enjoy numerous meet and 

greets with the Meadster.  

They are all subtly different. Even those with similar set ups can have different 

atmospheres. This was the case with Herne Bay and Lichfield. 

Herne Bay – relaxed, quiet, slightly serious, with air of the organisers winging it. 

Lichfield – well organised but crowded, with loads of excited chitter-chatter and 

too few chairs. 

We found ourselves a table and perched around it (Oh I love bar stools! Not!) 

enjoying each other’s banter and the musical theatre back ground music. 

Mr Mead and Ms Humphries entered the room from the door at the opposite end 

of the bar to us.  

Beverley flitted from table to table as an usher, err ushered Lee to table no 1. 

Lee’s made his meet and greets into a fine art. 

He gave no indication of rushing as he conversed with his fans and admirers, 

although he surely must have realised how many tables he needed to visit, not to 

mention the later arrivals standing in small, scattered groups.  

Kudos to the usher who, obeying Lee’s subtle signals, moved him along through 

the various groups ensuring he missed no one. 

Our table would be almost the last to be seen. I listened to the music and tried not 

to watch Lee’s progress too intently. 

 ‘Music of the Night came on. I began to hum along – then suddenly Lee was 

standing next to me. 

“Hello again!” He said then, cocking his ear, “Ooo ‘Music of the Night’!” 

“Yes,” I said “I’ve heard it sung better.” 

He grinned at me. 

Given the number of people he needed to see, I was very pleasantly surprised that 

he spent a fair while with us. 

The guy is lovely. 



Our seats that evening were lovely too - front row, just to the right of centre. 

Nice! Perfect for gazing adoringly at the beautiful man on stage. Oh and yes of 

course listening to his superb voice coz Lee is a feast for the eyes and ears. 

If anything, Lee increased his charm offensive for Lichfield. After singing ‘Some 

of Us Belong to the Stars’ he offered an apology. 

He apologised sincerely and profusely for cancelling his sold-out Lichfield gig 

two years ago. It wasn’t just a sore throat that stopped him: he’d been so ill he 

couldn’t leave bed.  

I sensed he fully intended to make it up to this audience. Though by no means a 

sell-out, the people of Lichfield had turned out in good numbers to see him. And 

Mr Mead appeared determined to make each and every one fall in love with him. 

Well he had a head start. A lot of regulars attended that show. 

Vocally he gave his all. 

His cheeky ‘Sandy’, naughty ‘Seventeen’, a splendid ‘This is the Moment’… 

And between songs a giggly Lee commented on a moth who’d been bugging 

him, and gave us his most hysterical impression ever.  

It came as he talked about the guest house at Bridlington and unpacking his 

suitcase. 

“And there on the window sill is this enormous seagull…” 

He spread his arms and started flapping. 

“Mwah mwah!” 

And with our laughter roaring around the stalls, he crouched on his chair. 

“A whole line of seagulls! Mwah mwah mwah!”  

I really hope he’s given some visual humour in this year’s panto, he’s such a 

master of it! 

Just as he’s a master of musical theatre. Exhibit A: ‘Music of the Night’. I can’t 

help wondering if he compared his own performance to the one we heard at the 

meet and greet. If so I hope he realises he blew that version out of 

the...water...not a great metaphor...auditorium – that’s it! 

Along with the extra jollification caused by seagulls and moths, gave us an added 

treat.  



Stephen Rahman-Hughes is always a welcome addition to a Lee event, even 

when I’m not keen on his musical styling. In this case his ‘Both Sides Now' was 

a little slow for my taste, but beautifully expressed. 

Then Lee returned to the stage to tell us about his tuna pasta and deliver an 

exquisite ‘Anthem’. 

I was looking forward to part two devoid of mysterious noises. 

I enjoyed Lee’s Pharaoh, followed by his Joseph.  

On came Beverley to explain that there would not be a Q and A due to the 

number of people at the meet and greet (you’re not fooling anyone Beverley! It’s 

due to SRH!) 

Lee joined her to talk about his time on Joseph.  As he leaned forward I noticed 

how his curls cast shadows on his face. One in particular, so crisp, so detailed I 

thought it might be a curl hanging low into his eye. I wanted to brush it out of his 

way. Then he moved, and the shadow-curl disappeared but I spent much of the 

second half watching for its reappearance. 

He'd just finished talking about the Vodafone Cut It Out campaign and his own 

horrible experiences of bullies when... 

“Purrp.” 

What the? 

Lee looked around. I think he caught our eyes. How? How had the purrp monster 

stalked him from Herne Bay. But Lee pretended this was all new to him. 

“Adam? Have you been eating curry? 

“Purrp.” 

“Purrp! Purrp!” Lee mimicked as Beverley and most of the audience collapsed in 

giggles. 

“It’d kind of like a balloon going down!” 

“Purrp.” 

“Purrp! Purrp! I’m a balloon! Let’s sing the balloon song! Purrp! Purrp!” 

“Purrp.” 

Everyone not already rolling on the floor convulsed in laughter fell off their 

chairs. (Yes this is an exaggeration but it felt like that!) 



Eventually Beverley managed to pull herself together and give Lee the cue for 

“Let Her Down Easy,” which he took with another “Purrp!” and a plea for 

someone to check out what that noise could be. 

He began to sing. 

Again the purrping didn’t interrupt as he sang, but we had another distraction. 

As I gazed towards Lee I noticed my friends weren’t as riveted as normal, they 

were watching Beverley. I glanced over.  

One of the stage crew knelt by her chair. He handed over something and seemed 

to be explaining. 

If Lee noticed he showed no sign, but finished the song, took his bow and turned 

back from the stage. 

“Before I go on, I’ve been given this,” said Beverley, and she held up what 

looked like a battery pack for a mike.” 

“It’s a battery pack for my mike, I think.” 

“Beverley! It was you all along?” 

“I think so.” 

Something off stage caught Lee’s eye. 

“Someone wants you,” he said. “Tell you what, you go and deal with that and I’ll 

cover for you.” He grinned at the audience. “No one will notice.” 

Beverley looked around. 

Whoever stood in the wings must have been doing some pretty expensive 

gesticulating. 

“Oh!” said Beverley, “It’s for you!” 

“It’s mine!? MY mike making that noise!” 

Lee dropped his head into his hands. 

“Purrp.” 

At least, once Lee swapped over battery packs (this didn’t involve any 

undressing. Me? Disappointed? Of course not!) the concert continued without 

purrps. 

Lee sounded superb all through, but I want to talk about one song in particular. 



I didn’t know  ‘Beginning to Breathe Again’ before the Meadster started singing 

it 

I thought it beautiful right from the start, especially as Lee explained that he 

chose it because he feels as though a bad period of his life is over, and he’s full 

of new optimism. His performances reflect that hopeful outlook. It’s impossible 

not feel his happiness as he sings of life renewed. I certainly didn’t feel as though 

I was “beginning to breathe again”.  I doubted that I ever would.  

Until this weekend.  

Quite suddenly I found myself thinking ‘Yes, me too. It is going to be OK isn’t 

it?”  Thank you Lee, for that moment of self awareness. 

Then to finish, an utterly joyous ‘Any Dream Will Do’. Lee’s backing singers out 

in force on the first three rows, delivered “Ah a ahhs” in unison, while waving 

arms and swaying. I didn’t check but I suspect the rest of the audience joined 

right in. 

And after our cheers, and another standing ovation, for Lee and for Adam and 

Beverley too, the melancholy goodbyes to all friends.  

“Will you be at Ilkley? Will we see you next month?” Smiles as some said yes, 

and disappointed frowns as other said no. 

Thus ended our September Meadfest.  

Autumn is here, and so few of these concerts now remain. How did that happen? 

There seemed so much lined up at the being of this year, now we’re down to five.  

Just five more opportunities to see this novel and amusing show. 

Next stop Ilkley, - West Yorkshire – home. 

I don’t want to wish a minute of this tour away, but I can hardly wait! 

 

Jane W 

 

 

 

 

 


