
The Wonder of Yarm,With a Side of Mead 

by Jane W 

Waking up Sunday morning on the day of our Yarm excursion brought bitter-sweet feelings.  

Sweet because – hey Meady concert! And in the company of some lovely friends. Bitter 

because my best friend should have been flying in from Ireland but couldn’t make it. I’m still 

gutted for her. 

But my three other traveling companions arrived right on schedule and off we headed up the 

A1 on another voyage of exploration. None of us had ever been to Yarm before. 

I’m not sure what I was expecting. An industrialised suburb of Middlesbrough perhaps, or a 

rural village with one horse and a tractor. I wasn’t prepared for the delightful market town 

which it turned out to be, with its beautiful Georgian houses lining the high street, cobbled 

square (now a car park, but even so), and gorgeous river-side walks. Being early for once, we 

had an opportunity to wander about and take photographs, particularly of the sleepy Tees 

which screamed out “I’m far too pretty to ignore!” 

Eventually when I started to get footsore (I was wearing my ridiculous new boots) we 

headed for the restaurant where we’d arranged to dine with more of the regulars. So nice to 

eventually have a chat with a couple of fans I’ve seen so often but never really talked 

properly with before. And a chance to properly catch up with a lovely lady who has been 

giving me so much useful advice over messenger. (You know who you are – thank you so 

much!) 

Dinner over, we headed to the venue. 

The PAA (Princess Alexandra Auditorium) is a tres moderne building tucked away in the 

school grounds where it doesn’t conflict with the Georgian grandeur of the high street. I’m 

not a fan of modern architecture usually but the PAA is something quite special, and as we 

reached it in the fading October light the four of us stood gawping. It’s lit so that it changes 

colour – green fades to blue; violet to red. Just how appropriate is that for a performer who 

made his name playing Joseph? Wow! 

The evening being balmy, most of Lee’s fans had gathered on the terrace. More catching up 

to do – especially with the rest of the Northern Ladies who for once had not had to set off at 

a silly hour of the morning for their fix of Mead. 

I apologise if I seemed distracted. I was transfixed watching the evening falling over the 

Tees. Did I mention this place is PRETTY!!! 

But we weren’t there to admire the view. Well not the view of the river in any case. We had 

seats to take and the time soon came to settle into them.  



The interior of the PAA is almost as impressive as the exterior; a wood-lined auditorium 

that’s all sleek curves; a high, wide stage; comfortable seats a tad larger than what most older 

theatres offer; and plenty of leg room. Someone had thought this design through alright. 

The front two rows of the PAA are intended for those with mobility issues. Accordingly 

many of Lee’s regulars had booked the third and fourth rows. Now generally I prefer to be 

right at the front, and not just when there’s Mead on stage. I’m a diddy person and always 

vulnerable to tall-bloke-right-in-front-of-me issues. No need to worry at the PAA though. 

The designer had thought of that too and given the stalls a steep rake. What’s more, from my 

seat in row C I was pretty much level with the stage. I was a very happy Loppy. 

The house lights dimmed  

“Ladies and gentlemen,” (here we go!) “please be aware that the car park will be locked 30 

minutes after the performance finishes.” 

Bugger! Lee had pretty much invited his audience to join him at the stage door.  It would be 

a rum thing if no one could take him up on that. At least the four of us would be there thanks 

to our lovely driver’s decision to park in town rather than at the theatre. And of course the 

travelling fans staying over would be there too… 

“Ladies and gentleman, Lee Mead.” 

Woohoo! Whoop Whoop! The small audience, fans and locals both, filled the theatre with 

cheers. Of course it was the band that appeared to this clamour, and struck up the opening 

number. A minute later the Meadster joined them to even louder approbation.   

Ah, after monthly Pheasantry gigs Lee clearly enjoyed having a full stage to play with. He 

strode back and forth, smiling on his audience. So smooth, so controlled, so very self-

assured… and SO DELECTABLE in his new suit. His performance of ‘Everything’ was… 

well, it was perfection.  Then on to his traditional welcome in which he praised the theatre 

and the town – and explained how he intended to arrive the day before but ended up in a 

Travel Lodge in Nottingham due to a three hour delay on the M25. He seemed very taken 

with his dressing room, which, he told us, contains a large poster of Leo Sayer. This 

impressed him. 

That’s it. Locals won over. As always. 

Much later, back at my house with a bottle of wine, my friends and I discussed the difference 

from those early concerts where a nervous Lee attempted to work out what actually makes a 

Meady gig, to these ones where a seasoned professional Lee charms his audience with his 

blend of music, comedy and personal stories. 

Yet Lee isn’t slick. I’m pleased about this. There’s nothing done by rote. Every song is 

packed full of emotion – and every link might take him to some new idea, funny bits, 

moving bits, enlightening bits… 



“Is there anyone in who hasn’t been to one of my concerts before?” he asked at one point. A 

dozen or more hands went up. “I do this a lot,” he explained. “I chat. And ramble.”  

The crowd loved that. 

Now there was a slight disadvantage to having so many of the regulars three or four rows 

back; we knew that Lee wouldn’t be able to see many familiar faces. It would be awful if 

Lee thought we’d all deserted him, wouldn’t it? So we formulated a plan.  

Lee always pretends surprise when John gets a big cheer. It’s almost a running gag. Let’s 

make sure John gets a VERY big cheer – then he’ll know we’re here alright.  

The idea got passed around through the fans, then not just the fans – some of the locals were 

told what we were up to. So when Lee introduced his band, stand-in pianist Adam, and 

guitarist… eek sorry I can’t remember his name (that’s awful isn’t it) got  appreciative 

applause.  

“And on violin -  John Pearce.”  

“Woohoo! Whoop, whoop!” almost as loud as Lee received. 

And Lee collapsed into laughter, and bowed to John (who was laughing pretty hard himself). 

They knew what we were up to I’m sure!  

From then on he kept shading his eyes to stare into the audience. He may simply have been 

trying to check how many seats had been sold but I like to think he was looking for his loyal 

fans. 

Another demonstration of his confidence came quite early on. Several members of the 

audience were taking pictures, some with flash. The diplomatic way he requested them to 

turn their flashes off. “It’s very distracting,” he explained. Beautifully done Mr Mead!  

So his songs? It was the same set list as the Pheasantry gigs, and by and large the stories that 

introduced them were the same (with digressions and elaborations as usual). He delighted 

locals and fans alike with ‘Maria’, ‘Why God Why’, ‘Hushabye Mountain’, ‘Bring Him 

Home’, and ‘Close Every Door’ (special mention for the intro to CED when he invited us to 

image him behind bars and in chains (oh my!) and explained that he’s no longer buff enough 

for the loincloth thanks to Holby City pies). Then of course his comedic songs.  

His dancing at the beginning of Wham’s ‘If You Were There’ always raises a giggle but with 

a full stage he really threw himself into it. I could see for the first time the intricacy of the 

steps he uses and really appreciate how bloody good his dancing is. 

Then ‘Back for Good’ caused titters a plenty as Lee sang all the harmony parts, and the 

audience sang along. 



For me, some of the highlights came with his slow, moving numbers. His ‘All of Me’ gave 

me goosebumps; ‘Leave Right Now’ was lovely; ‘Blackbird’ performed with his back 

almost to the audience as he watched the guitar, was heart breaking; and’ Lullabye’ brought 

a tear to my eye. 

He had a special guest. Natasha Barnes, who was his Cinderella at the Palladium, performed 

three songs including ‘Over the Rainbow’.  Ah what a lovely lass. “That’s LEE MEAD!!! 

How could anyone ever get bored of THAT voice! I could listen to him ALL night!” Oh, 

bless her! 

By the second half Lee was starting to struggle with a dry throat, and a sore shoulder.  

To solve the first problem he left the stage to get some water.  

“What are you doing here?” he shouted from the wings, then on he came with that poster of 

Leo Sayer which he posed with. “Dad!” he said. Tee hee! 

The second issue was somewhat harder to fix. He asked a man in the front row (“There’s A 

MAN in the audience!!!”) to give him a massage, then later he mentioned that he needed a 

physio. A woman towards the back shouted “I’m a physiotherapist!” Whether he went to see 

her afterwards I know not. 

By the time we were singing along with ‘Any Dream Will Do’ he’s so completely won over 

the locals that several were overheard raving about him after the show. That’s what we like! 

Outside the mild evening made the wait at the stage door one of the most comfortable I 

recall. OK so when I say “Stage Door” it turned out we were actually in the wrong place. A 

helpful chap from the theatre beckoned us up a ramp.  

“Lee’s up here,” he explained, no doubt wondering where the usual suspects had got to.  

About twenty people hurried up to see him.  

The theatre guy looked surprised.  

“You haven’t got long,” he warned us. 

The regulars smiled, knowing that we have as long as Mr Mead wants to give us and no one 

will ask for more. We ushered a family of locals over towards him.  

It’s so lovely watching Lee launch a charm offensive. He chatted with them, posed for 

pictures…they came away with slightly dazed grins on their faces, perhaps surprised that 

none of the other women surrounding them stepped forward to take their places. Instead the 

fans formed a sort of elongated narrow V along the ramp - courtiers in orderly attendance. 

Lee moved into the top of the V shape where he could see everyone. And we chatted to him. 



Compliments on the evening of course… and he thanked us for coming. I managed to speak 

without any sort of Mead-mush. “This is one of those occasions when saying ‘We’ve come 

from Yorkshire’ isn’t that impressive,” I said. He laughed. 

He talked about his nightmare journey. “Now you know how we feel!” piped up one of the 

Northern Ladies. “I do indeed!” and he laughed again.  

“Are you staying in Yarm?” 

Everyone explained the arrangements they’d made. My friends said we were staying at my 

house. “Where’s that?” “Leeds.” 

Nothing earth shattering but…well very friendly. At last he told us all to have safe journeys, 

and we all withdrew, saying our goodbyes to one another as we headed for the gates. 

Wandering back through Yarm, hearing music playing from a pub, and drinking in the 

atmosphere of a town surprisingly lively for all that it’s old fashioned and refined, I almost 

regretted that we couldn’t stay a little longer.  

Perhaps Mr Mead will grace the PAA again one day and give us another chance to enjoy this 

charming town. 

This report has been brought to you by the Yarm tourist board.:-) 


