
Loughborough July 2018 

Waking up on a Saturday morning, knowing that I'll be spending the day with very good 

friends the evening will bring a Lee concert. Could there be a better start to the weekend? 

We met in the Travel Lodge reception . My friends had news: Lee’s going to be on radio 

Manchester this morning. 

Ok then. Yes there can be an even better start to this weekend. 

That early morning did lack one thing though – the copious amounts of tea I need to kick 

start a day (one cup of Typhoo with UHT milk from the in-room complimentary tea tray can 

only be a temporary fix).  

Our driver had this covered: 

“Let’s get on the road, find a coffee shop, [some people prefer their caffeinated products 

punchier than tea] grab breakfast, then back in the car and get the radio on.” 

“Good plan!” 

We’d barely left the car park before the it’s-a-Saturday-morning-and-my-job-involves-being-

impossibly-perky, Manc DJ told us that Lee Mead would be joining him sometime after 

10am. 

So anytime after the 10 o’clock news but before the 11 o’clock news then. 

We had about 50 minutes to find breakfast, eat, and jump back in the car and tune in again. 

Easy! 

OK twitchers, let me tell you a little about the spoon-billed tea shop and its cousin the lesser 

spotted coffee shop. 

They’re shy birds. Their plumage is perfect camouflage for the suburban area of Stockport 

we found ourselves driving through. Try as we might, the four pairs of thirsty eyes (OK so 

our eyes weren’t thirsty: our throats were thirsty. But who ever attempted to spot a rare 

coffee-shop bird with their throat? Come on – that would be silly!) failed to see one single 

hot-beverage-serving-establishment. 

We swept out of the suburbs and onto a duel carriage-way skirting a trading estate; the 

typical habitat for a coffee shop. 

“There!”  

Sure enough she’s spotted the crest of a Costa Coffee. Like all of its species it was nesting on 

an inaccessible slip-road on the opposite side of the carriage-way. 

That didn’t phase our driver. The experienced coffee-hunter cunningly negotiated an up 

coming roundabout. As a dust storm swept over us (no, this isn’t be being overly dramatic – 

there was a dust storm. It swept over us.) (I’ve just seem the images of the dust storm in 



Arizona. Fair enough. I’m being overly dramatic.) we emerged from the round-about, to see 

our prey, taunting us just out of reach. 

“Entrance! There!”  

“Got it!”  

Our driver swung around just in time, turned into the partially concealed entrance, and 

pulled into the carpark. (Feel free to imagine hand-brake turns and squealing tyres. That 

didn’t happen, but it does feel like it ought to at this point of the story.) 

Blooming heck. How hard is it to get a brew in Stockport? 

Anyway after, tea/coffee and toast/croissants (almond flavour eww. Who needs marzipan 

flavoured pastry at 9.30 in the morning?) and strategic wees, we regained the car just as the 

10am news finished. 

A little aside here… 

From time to time readers of my ramblings kindly compliment me on having a great 

memory for all things Meady. I must now confess that I don’t. Generally as soon as I can 

after a show or a concert finishes, I grab a note book/bit of scrap-paper/back of an envelope 

and scribble down whatever I remember of the evening – often with the prompting of 

whoever happens to be sitting near me in the hotel bar. 

So if I were, for example, listening to Lee on the radio at (just picking a time at random here) 

10.30 on a Saturday morning, and I didn’t note down what he said because…ooo let’s say for 

instance, I was enjoying a lively conversation with my traveling companions – well in those 

circumstances, I might not have anything useful to say at all. 

Back to the story… 

Lee came on the radio about 10.30 and talked about some stuff. 

Afterwards the four of us enjoyed a lively conversation all the way to the Midlands. 

One of the gang had things to do that morning, so the rest of us whiled away the time in 

little park. The  ‘you are here’ map indicated a café, so we bimbled off towards it.  

Blooming eck! Did I say ‘lovely little’? I meant lovely, enormous park, boasting it’s own 

rollercoaster, fairground rides and fountains. Oddly we were more interested in the café 

and the prospect of a refreshing beverage than terrifying ourselves on the bid dipper. 

Refreshing beverage ...ooo forget that! Ice cream! 

An ordinary selection of vanillas and chocolates and strawberries? Not on your life. That 

would be the equivalent of a park with a couple of swings, a slide, and a see-saw. This café 

showed off with a veritable fair-ground of flavours.  

Including...JAFFA CAKE FLAVOUR!!! Yes please to that! 



Ice-cream fest over, we explored the park for a while before heading over to our rendez-

vous point. 

Time for a freshen up and change before the drive to Loughborough and concert number 

two. 

As I recall I’ve been to Loughborough just once before last Saturday. I was there with my 

Medieval group, providing a bit of colour (and violence) for a gaming event called Gen-con. I 

remember very little about it, other than browsing around the gamers stalls on the Sunday 

morning, and a stranger telling us Princess Diana had been killed. Such was the nature of the 

event that for an hour and a half we thought this ‘rumour’ was some part of an elaborate 

role-playing game. It was only when my then husband started up his car radio (this was long 

before smart phones and tablets. Even mobile phones were something for doctors and 

pretentious London traders) we discovered the news was real. 

We ever left the grounds of the university that weekend.  

So give  I'd ever been to Loughborough town centre before, why, as we strolled along the 

high street, did it look familiar. 

“This looks familiar,” said my friend as she walked beside me.   

“Doesn’t it just? Have you been here before?” 

“No,” 

“I have.” I told her the story about Gen-con and Princess Diana’s death.  

“It reminds me of…Newbury.” 

Ah yes. The centre of Loughborough did indeed look remarkably like our first destination for 

Mr Mead’s 10th Anniversary Tour. 

We headed to the theatre. 

 We had a mission.  

One of my friends had bought meet and greet tickets for another  Stage Loppy.  They 

needed to be passed on. My friend had arranged to leave the tickets with the box office for 

her to collect.  We just had to hope she understood the instructions given over a non-to-

clear phone connect. 

We needn’t have worried. 

The first people we saw as we walked into the foyer were another gang of the SLs 

“Have you tickets for the meet and greet?” I asked after we’d exchanged hugs and I’d 

updated them on the saga of the washing machine repair man. 

“Yes we have!” 



This simple statement being of course embroidered with smiles, clapping and a certain 

amount of bouncing up and down. We took the opportunity to explain about the meet and 

greet tickets. 

I cast my eyes around the foyer – in particular the open-plan staircase sweeping up to a 

mezzanine level, and the tables and chairs arranged under its curve. 

The same arrangement as the Newbury Corn Exchange. Are the two towns copying each 

other or what? 

 

Eating establishments in the centre of Newb…sorry Loughborough were few and far 

between. Most of those we passed were rammed. 

Only two looked to have space for three peckish (ice-cream engorged) and one very hungry 

Lee-fans: Pizza Express or Bella Pasta. 

I was all for Pizza Express, purely because I knew the menu by heart and wouldn’t need to 

put my glasses on. The others, quite rightly, pointed out that they would have plenty of 

pizza in their lives come August, so we opted for Bella Pasta. 

And it was a very nice meal – though we could all have done without the delay between the 

starters and the main. 

Still, we finished with time to saunter back to the theatre and have a quick catch up with our 

Stage Loppy friends, the two northern ladies who had made it to the Midlands, and 

numerous other Lee-lovers that had gathered for the occasion. 

There are times when you can just sense that something very special is about to happen. 

Loughborough was one such.   

Having endured a long queue for my pre-show visit to the ladies, I was later getting to my 

seat that I normally like. I looked up to row C. My friends had taken their places  just to the 

left of the centre. On each side of her patrons were already seated. I looked again – and 

realised which every route I took I’d be pushing passed friends, or at least people I 

recognised. Lee fans occupied pretty much of row C – and a fair few sat in A and B as well, 

including the other Stage Loppies in the prime position. 

Having a goodly number of fans surrounding us is always exciting, but that evening… 

That evening it wasn’t just the regular fans smiling, laughing and calling out to their friends. 

The boisterous locals veritably buzzed. Could Loughborough be, perhaps, the epicentre of 

Holby City fandom, and the venue filled with ardent Lofty lovers? 

Or had there been some mix-up and the crowd were expecting Bono on the Town Hall’s 

stage. 

As the noise continued, I did wonder whether the ‘please turn off your mobile phones’ 

announcement would go unheeded, or whether we’d be contending with enthusiastic but 

irritating chattering through the performance. 



No.  

Everyone quietened down when the house lights lowered, leaving the gentlest excited 

murmur.  

Adam walked on. 

I was happy to hear such to friendly applause. Some audiences are more restrained. 

The Lee took the stage. 

Good grief! He might as well been Bono. Loughborough’s welcome  couldn’t have been 

more enthusiastic! The cheering, the whooping! (OK so a lot of the whooping came from the 

vicinity of row C). 

Lee caressed the microphone. 

“Come with me…” 

Just short of 500 people, quiet as mice wearing ballet slippers, enraptured by Lee’s voice – 

and let’s face it, his impeccably good looks. 

Everything about him seemed perfect – controlled, sophisticated, charismatic – and in his 

links, playful and charming too. 

“Wow!” he said “You lot are noisy!” 

And to prove him right the audience cheered and whooped afresh, then again as he 

introduced each of the band: Adam, Tommy, Ian, Richie and John.  

At Lytham St Annes someone  used the phrase ‘virtuous circle’ to describe how Lee fed of 

the crowd’s enthusiasm, upping his game, which increased the enthusiasm, which upped his 

game… 

The same happened at Loughborough, but more so.  

And not just to Lee: his marvellous band were also upping the ante, song after song. I could 

see they were loving Loughborough. 

Back to Lee… 

His Dancing Thru Life was as giddy as I’d ever seen, and his ‘All Of Me’ bewitching. 

As he sat on his stool towards the back of the stage, I noticed how the lights cast shadows, 

hiding his eyes, but accentuating his brow, and the curls hanging tightly over it. 

As a teenager I studied art, and while not a particularly gifted artist, I remembered one 

particular life-drawing that filled me with pride. The model had been lit in a very similar 

way, and for once I captured the angle of her jaw, the shading under her cheekbones and 

the hollows of her eyes exactly. 



I listened to Lee wishing I had my sketchbook and pencil. I think I might have been able to 

do him justice. Though of course as the song ending an he drew forward again, I was very 

pleased to see those gorgeous, sparling eyes in all their glory! 

Admiring those delectable eyes and lost in my own (not naughty honest) thoughts, I missed 

the start of the intro to his next song. 

Then I caught the words, ‘Jane McDonald.’  Gasps from those surrounding me. I glanced at 

my neighbour  to see her grinning manically, and I knew I was doing the same. 

“This is From Now On.” (SSSQQQUUEEAAALLLLL!!!!) 

Now his live version at Stockport was pretty impressive, but I think his voice, in that 

unremittingly low opening, betrayed a soupçon of nerves.  

There were no nerves in evidence at Loughborough. His low notes sounded clear, confident, 

and downright sexy.  

Second verse, he switched to a higher register and higher gear; into the chorus – oh my he 

so nailed that! Magnificent! 

The only downside to Lee’s liver* performances over the one he gave for Jane McD is the 

lack of the gospel choir. [*Damn autocorrect.] 

As the song reached the part where the choir joins in, I bean to sing quietly to myself ‘And 

we will come back home…’  

The people of Loughborough had the same idea, delivering he next line quite audibly - and 

soon were in full gospel choir mode. Their involvement, far from detracting, enhanced Lee’s 

performance and the mood soared, along with their appreciation. 

Hugh Jackman? – I love you Hugh but Lee has well and truly nicked that song. 

“There we go,” he said as the thundering applause eventually faded. “That’s my hat in the 

ring, should Greatest Showman come to the West End.” 

Lee, I thing they’ll be many of us picking up that hat and parading it around. You were born 

for that role! 

And he wasn’t finished.  

With the virtuous circle still spiralling upwards, his highly-charged, uber-emotional Without 

You, had the room in raptures. Who knows, one day Bono might feel like playing 

Loughborough Town Hall. I suspect the locals would be saying ‘Go on, show me!’ 

Could he possibly have anything left for Close Every Door? Answer ‘YES!’ 

Another phenomenal rendition. That climatic note! Oh my!! My knees and ankles seemed to 

be made of springs and I bounced up, as did the entire stalls. Lee gave one of his low bows 

and stayed bent double of a few seconds as cheers and applause engulfed him. 



Then he lifted his eyes to take in the spectacle  of appreciation before him, and mouthing 

‘Thank you, thank you,’ fled the stage. He might have been just a teeny bit over emotional. 

At interval, in the queue for the ladies (where else?) I overheard snippets of several 

conversations: 

“Wasn’t that great!” 

“I saw him in Joseph, he was fantastic.” 

“We need more shows like this.” 

I returned to the stalls with butterscotch glow-feeling. 

After such a first half, I was prepared for the second to be not quite so fabulous. Surely he 

couldn’t keep up that level of performance… 

Oh me of little faith!  

His Feeling Good was awesome, and Husabye Mountain as beautiful and tender as always. 

Then he announced a Q&A. 

Generally the questions were pretty much standard, and the answers were ones I expected. 

But one really astonished me. 

“What musical theatre role would you most like to play?” 

So there are a few possible answers we've heard before. Let’s consider the odds: 

Even money on ‘the lead in a brand new show.’ 

3:1 Valjean 

4:1 The Phantom 

2:1 The Greatest Showman (he not said this before, but given his ‘throwing his hat into the 

ring’ early, I thought it was pretty likely.) 

So the answer: 

“Jekyll and Hyde.” 

??????? 

Where did that come from? But you know – I would rather like to see Lee doing something 

like that. He even gave us a snatch of ‘This is the Moment’ to whet our appetites. 

One of the questions led to his story about his first job on the Bilboa ferry, and he gave us a 

prolonged – and hysterical – mime of dodging cigarette packets thrown from the audience 

while wobbling over a rocking stage. 

Now the final question was an unusual one. 



The lady who asked it, started with something of an apology-cum-warning for asking a 

personal question. 

“Eh up!” I thought (because I am a proper northerner and think in dialect) “Is this going to 

be discourteous?”  

Lee, after a little nervous giggle, told her to carry on. 

“Have you insured your voice?” 

He looked quite taken aback - I don’t mean he appeared offended: I think the idea of doing 

so  hadn’t crossed his mind. After answering ‘no’ he talked about how many performers do 

– indicating, in a very gentlemanly fashion, that the question was a very valid and interesting 

one. 

 And so much more to come… 

Looking back over my scribbles I see I have written WGW – OMG!! [Heart] – oh yes that one 

was mind-blowing. I remember looking at my friend as he held that massive final note. Her 

mouth was agape; my mouth was agape. I think the word I am searching for is 

‘gobsmacked’. 

Back for Good, back on the set list – and how much fun was that? Lee invited us to get our 

phone -torches out to give him that O2 feeling.  

All around the stalls lights twinkled. Lee tittered as he did the tick-tock bit that starts the 

song.  

I do enjoy it when the audience sings along with ‘Want you back’ bits: when the audience 

sings along with everything, well that’s just fab! I haven’t heard such confident and 

enthusiastic sing-a-long in ages. And there I was singing, swaying, and wishing my phone 

had a torch late. 

Everyone giggled as Lee attempted all the parts at once, yet somehow they didn’t miss a 

beat. 

Can’t think of any time that I’ve loved Back for Good so much. 

The down side of two additions to the set list is something has to go. Two things in fact: no 

Empty Chairs at Empty Tables and no Leave Right Now.  

Hold on – No Paint It Black either! The expression on Richie’s face suggested that he for one 

expected another song before Anthem, but perhaps Lee had just used up too much energy 

and needed to hold something in reserve. Or perhaps he misread the song list. Whichever, 

the night was magical enough and Loughborough loved him. 

They gave him a second standing ovation for Anthem. I wasn’t at all surprised. He was 

terrific, yet again – and the audience were enjoying showing him their Lee-love. 



What did catch me out was their third standing O for Blackbird. Blackbird is (as you must 

have gathered) one of my favourite ballads but it doesn’t usually make people jump to their 

feet. 

But that night in Loughborough Town Hall everyone did.  

And they weren’t shy about making a noise either – cheers, whoops, whistles. I like to think I 

started the calls for more. 

‘One more?’ 

Well I think we can say the crowd liked that idea. 

Lee went off to fetch his coat, leaving the band to play the Any Dream Will Do intro…again 

and…again…and…oh it’s ok, he’s here, having a lovely twirl, and making the audience go 

wild. 

Just as with Back for Good everyone in that little auditorium sang their hearts out. Some 

sang Lee’s words, some the ah-ah-ahs, some clapped – everyone joined in. It was the most 

joyful, love-filled ADWD since Lee’s last night of Joseph. 

The fans in the third row, swayed along in time to the music… 

Unfortunately in different directions, leaving  one of my mates ,who was dead centre, trying 

to sway in two directions at once – which involved an interesting ‘windscreen wiper’ 

manoeuvre. (Eventually the rest of us took pity on her and started our side swaying in the 

opposite direct, but it was funny… no of course it wasn’t! I’d didn’t laugh at all. Honest!)  

On the stage, Mr Mead, and all his band, seemed to be having a fab time – and no wonder. 

It was as though he was playing to an audience entirely made up of friends.  

His standard twist on the lyrics “May I return, to the lovely Loughborough,” sounded like he 

really meant it, and drew cheers from the delighted crowd. 

On to the finale, and oh wow! The NOISE that audience made. Screaming, stamping, hollaing 

out adoration…and it lasted, as Lee straighten from his bow, and he brought John, Richie, 

Ian, Tommy and Adam forward to take their share of the acclaim…and actually I think the 

noise even increased when the boys all lined up. 

It – was - glorious! 

 

The signing queue was a somewhat disorganised affair. Not the fault of the theatre staff, or 

the attendees, it was just  the nature of the foyer which caused multiple queues to form.  

I gave up trying to queue properly (I intended to wait till the end with my friends in any 

case) and wandered back and forth finding friends, nattering, and saying OMG a lot. 

Eventually, as the queue decreased into a single line, my friends and I joined it. 



What could I say to him? What could any of us say? Lots of superlatives that’s what. And 

Lee, bless him, seemed to want to keep chatting. I think he was on a wee bit of a high. 

A few of the other regulars took their turn to chat. We left the building and bumped into 

John and Richie. We said a lot of superlatives to them too. 

Eventually the evening had to come to an end. 

We piled into  the car. Four over excited Lee fans dissecting the show over and over – and 

working out how many words we could find to describe it – in alphabetical order. We didn’t 

come up with a decent N. Note, ‘navigable’ is not an appropriate description for a Lee 

concert. 

Fortunately we arrived before we reached X.  

 I writing this report, laptop balanced on my legs, a suitcase packed beside me.  

I am heading off to France tomorrow to join some old friends for a week relaxing by a 

swimming pool, reading and playing board games.  

I’m looking forward immensely of course…but right at this moment, my mind is back in 

Loughborough, good friends seated all around, swaying and singing, laughing and cheering.  

Evenings like that one are extremely hard to beat. 

I’m one bloody lucky woman to have shared so many of them. Thank you to those who 

make them possible. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


