	
  
	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  

MONDAY, WEEK 1

The	
  plane,	
  the	
  new	
  airbus	
  A380,	
  was	
  shaking	
  and	
  rattling	
  
in	
   the	
   storm	
   and	
   the	
   rain	
   was	
   bouncing	
   off	
   the	
   runway.	
  
Welcome	
  to	
  Pakistan!	
  
With the amount of travelling I do, I get used to extreme weather. But my arrival into Lahore
Airport in Pakistan had me gripping the edge of my seat; all I could see through my tiny window
was bellowing black clouds being ripped apart by intense lightening flashes. I’ve experienced a
number of bad flights over the years, but nothing quite prepared me for this particular flight. Being
sat in a somewhat oversized steel cylinder that seemed to defy all the rules of gravity in the middle
of a tropical storm had me wondering what the hell was I doing here, away from my husband and
children. How can you feel so alone with 550 people sat around you?

TUESDAY, WEEK 1
I woke at 7am to a beautiful morning, sun shining and
the city of Lahore spread out 35 floors below me.
Time to ponder on the days ahead and the whirlwind
journey of the last 24 hours. It is hard to believe how
a lifestyle can change so quickly from pottering
around at home to being collected by a limousine,
flown to Pakistan and taken to my suite at the Pearl
Continental. Now I’m having a wonderful breakfast of
fresh fruits and my favourite scrambled egg and
smoked salmon served to me in my room, whilst
trying to work out how I can even find the time to
perform with such a schedule of events and meetings
spread out before me.
The list is truly daunting… meeting with my security
detail, press conference, television interviews, drive
time radio interview, sound checks, meet and greet
with VIP guests, hospital visit, various school visits
and a pre-launch meeting for my new single ‘Your
Voice’. Is it possible to fit all this in the next two days
and still deliver a knock out performance?

This was my second visit to Lahore in the space of only 4 months. Apparently my first visit was
such a resounding success, that the clients could not wait to get me back. My suite was now bigger,
I was 20 floors higher up in the hotel, my security detail was now two fully armed guards with
machine guns and the hotel staff whispered as I walked past. I asked myself ‘What had changed? It
would seem after talking with my clients that I had now become something of a ‘Celebrity’- that
most famous of words … wow!!!

THURSDAY, WEEK 1
Everyone wanted a piece of me; the press conference
was a battlefield of news reporters and television crews,
I had to pinch myself. Was all this really just for me?
I slipped into my big smile, stood straight and proud,
and went and fed myself to the lions. I was here to sing;
yet it felt that I was representing the whole of the
United Kingdom. “What do you think of Al Qaeda and
the relationship with Pakistan?’’ they shouted. I had
suddenly become a voice for the whole western world;
why was I not warned?

SUNDAY, WEEK 1
4am and I am exhausted! The show is over – a standing ovation from some 400 guests. The trip is
over and all that remains is to pack and get down to the lobby for the ride back to the airport. I just
know that I will be shattered by the time I get home, I am going to kill my manager when I get
back. Whose crazy idea was it for me to finish singing, film what seemed an endless amount of
short TV interviews, have pictures taken with clients and guests and then send me to the airport for
an early morning flight out? I dare not even look at my diary to see when I am performing next.
What a time I’ve had, the people of Lahore have to
be the friendliest ever, living in such an interesting
city, a city with no middle ground, extreme wealth
and extreme poverty living side by side. I bought
flowers for the waitress girls at the venue where I
performed, just £5 for a dozen of the most beautiful
and freshest bouquets. I gave gifts to my two
security guards; after all they kept me alive and free
from kidnap. You would have thought that I had
given them the world; they hugged and thanked me
so much that it made me cry. How something so
little can mean so much. I love these wonderful
people and cannot wait for my next visit.

A	
  standing	
  ovation	
  from	
  some	
  
400	
  guests.	
  The	
  people	
  of	
  Lahore	
  	
  
have	
  to	
  be	
  the	
  friendliest	
  ever!	
  

FRIDAY, WEEK 2

What	
  a	
  picture,	
  my	
  manager	
  with	
  a	
  drink	
  in	
  hand	
  looking	
  
decidedly	
   uncomfortable	
   whilst	
   being	
   quizzed	
   by	
   Kate	
  
Moss!	
  	
  
Sometimes you need to just expect the unexpected. A
private party where I had been booked to perform in
East London became altogether a very different style
of event with the arrival of a very famous A-Lister. It
is not often that I am upstaged, especially if I am
performing my tribute to Dame Shirley Bassey,
however I can definitely say that the focus of attention
switched by at least 100% when Kate Moss and her
daughter Lila Grace swirled into the room. Thank
goodness I had not started performing and after
introductions I gave my manager very clear
instructions to engage Kate in conversation and get
me some bookings with her celebrity friends.
Business is business and you can never miss an
unexpected marketing opportunity. Kate loved the
show, she was lovely to chat with and her daughter
was simply divine, what’s more I can now add her
mobile number to my little black book of contacts!

SATURDAY, WEEK 2

	
  

Gareth	
   Gates,	
   Dolph	
   Lundgren	
   and	
   Goldie	
   Hawn	
   -‐	
   two	
  
meetings	
  and	
  a	
  very	
  surprising	
  telephone	
  conversation!	
  	
  
Having performed in London last night it gave me
the opportunity to meet up with my old friend Ciro
Orsini the founder of the Pizza Pomodoro group
whose restaurants are favoured around the world
by the rich and famous. It also gave me somewhere
to stay for the night, I just love Ciro’s fabulous
penthouse apartment in Knightsbridge just a credit
card away from my number one store ‘Harrods’.
London is just so different and exciting.
Having had a lazy morning playing TV catch-up, a
knock out lunch at San Lorenzo and some serious
retail therapy in the afternoon, I was ready for my
evening. So imagine the scene … I was dressed to
impress and ready to strut my stuff, patiently
waiting for Ciro to finish his telephone call before
we left for the restaurant. Another telephone rang
and Ciro thrust his existing call into my hand with
the words ‘here Julia, speak to Goldie’ and that
was my cue to spend the next 10 minutes chatting
to the wonderful Miss Goldie Hawn.

The evening was in full swing by the time we
arrived at Pizza Pomodoro with the paparazzi
already positioned and camped outside ready to grab
that exclusive tabloid picture. Needless to say I
breezed right past them, arm in arm with Ciro, down
the long line of hopefuls waiting patiently to be
squeezed in should someone leave and straight
through the front door … God! I just love this part of
my business!
After a few drinks I was introduced to a very good
looking gentleman who promptly lifted me off my
feet and then proceeded to sit me on his knee, I
recognised the face but could not quite put a name to
it. Dolph Lundgren (I was reliably informed),
famous for the ‘Rocky IV’ film and more recently,
‘The Expendables’.
Much later in the evening with the champagne now
being the dominating factor, I got up onto the stage
with my good friend Gareth Gates who had recently
arrived from performing in his new West-End play. We
managed to fumble our way through a number of duets
and thank goodness we were not being judged on our
alcohol-fuelled performance. By the time I left even the
paparazzi had given up and gone home, so no
embarrassing pictures of me trying to remember how to
put one foot in front of the other!

FRIDAY, WEEK 3

	
  
A	
   Palace	
   on	
   an	
   Island,	
   dressing	
   rooms	
   in	
   the	
   dungeons	
  
and	
   a	
   mobile	
   phone	
   company	
   with	
   lots	
   of	
   money	
   to	
  
spend!	
  	
  
Another early start, “dash out to Prague” they told me. To do a quick 60 minute show and fly home,
all in 24 hours. The agents made it sound as if I was just nipping down the road to ASDA – I really
must spend some time at looking how my trips abroad are booked!
So here I am, Friday morning 5.15am at Heathrow airport in a terminal that looks deserted. Am I
the only person flying today?
At least I have a pass into the business class lounge, so a free breakfast and possibly even an
alcoholic drink to fortify me for the flight might be in order. Hang on a minute, cancel the alcohol;
wanting a drink at 5.15 in the morning, am I going mad?
I arrived into Prague at 10.15 am, met at the airport by a lovely chap and taken to my hotel. This
was a pleasant surprise because I did not even know that I had been booked into one. However the
growing feeling of being able to have a lay down and a rest was very short lived with just a quick
stop to drop off my bags before heading for the venue.

But what can I say about Zofin Palace other then
unbelievable. Built in 1836 on an Island in the middle of
the river Vitava this Neorenaissance Palace has become a
residence for cultural and business events of exceptional
importance. Stepping inside this unique venue for the
very first time sent shivers down my spine.
I cannot even imagine what Vodafone must be paying for
this event. 100 delegates from all over Europe are being
flown into Prague for a full weekend. They will be
staying in a five star hotel, having dinner and a show
inside a Palace. Yet the list still went on … free drinks,
free food, free trips around Prague, a PA and lighting
company that normally deals with movie premiere
launches, specially built staging, a 12-piece band, then
me to headline the night. God, talk about pressure to do
well! I only hope my manager got me a great fee,
because whatever he got it was just small change
compared to the cost of this event.

SATURDAY, WEEK 3

A	
  meeting	
  with	
  James	
  Blunt	
  and	
  a	
  show	
  ‘Shaken	
  and	
  not	
  
Stirred’	
  with	
  Bond	
  –	
  James	
  Bond!!!!	
  
Saturday night, finished my show and guess who
joined us later in the evening, one of my most
favourite performers Mr James Blunt. Well what can
a girl do! I just had to stay a little longer to get a
picture and have a chat. You will have to excuse the
casual dress of both James and I, he had just arrived
from performing at one of his UK tour dates and I was
just on the verge of leaving.
Unlike James Blunt the other James of the evening,
Mr Bond was dressed to impress and licenced to thrill.
‘Shaken and not stirred’ was the theme to this
glittering event and I had the opportunity of working
again with some of my best look-a-like friends in the
country. The evening raised over £10,000 for charity
with a themed 007 Bond Night. My company was
responsible for putting the event together and we
supplied casino tables, croupiers, Bond, Jaws & OddJob look-a-likes, dancers, golden girl statues and even
an Aston Martin.
It was a fabulous black tie event with over 300 guests
and a number of well-known celebrity figures from
one of our most popular ‘soaps’. If I were to say
Manchester and a cobbled street, could you guess
which soap?

SUNDAY, WEEK 4

	
  

1,200	
  miles	
  driving,	
  1	
  ferry	
  crossing,	
  4	
  Countries	
  and	
  just	
  
24	
  hours	
  to	
  get	
  there!	
  	
  
It all sounded really exciting and somewhat cavalier when it was decided some months ago that I
should drive with a film crew through the night to the small village of Wattens in Austria to film a
documentary. Now in the cold light of day, that original idea does not sound quite so grand. Why
did I not insist that I fly? It’s 3pm in the afternoon, the two man film crew have arrived, we are
loaded up and we have a date with a ferry crossing at 9pm to sail from Dover to Calais. France,
Belgium, Germany and Austria en-route, 1,200 miles I have been reliably informed, and that is just
one-way. I hope the film crew allow me some comfort breaks!!!
Swarovski Crystal Worlds is our final destination,
home of the largest collection of original Dame
Shirley Bassey show gowns. A priceless collection,
bought at auction some 9 years ago, the only time
that Dame Shirley ever sold her fabulous gowns.
Some 50 gowns were auctioned on the night at a
star-studded event at Christie’s in London.
Swarovski had an open chequebook and bought
some 18 gowns, paying the highest price of the night
of £36,000 for Dame Shirley’s most famous gown
‘The Diamond Dress’ a unique Douglas Darnell
creation with some 156,000 hand-stitched Swarovski
Crystals, weighing in at a staggering 7 kg.
I had the pleasure of being one of Dame Shirley’s
VIP guests at this incredible event and came away
considerably poorer but the proud owner of 8
original gowns.

THURSDAY, WEEK 4
End of the day, 6pm and all the filming is
finished. What a fabulous couple of days! I take it
all back. This trip was worth every single mile
and I will be going back to the UK with not only
some incredible memories, but also pictures and
film footage that will last me a life time. I got to
wear every single gown and I performed in the
Crystal Dome wearing the Diamond Dress, the
Holy Grail of the Bassey collection.

Now	
   where’s	
   the	
   telephone	
  
number	
   of	
   that	
   airline	
   that	
  
flies	
  back	
  into	
  the	
  UK?

