Amnesty International Warm Up gig @ Sohoho with Eddie Izzard    1st June 2001-06-13 by Angela Lamb

twas the afternoon before warm up when all through the mouse not a creature was stirring not even a house................and it started off with Moira, BZC, Dorene, Mystery Woman and meself meeting up, some of us for the first time, outside The Crown & Two Chairmen aka Sohoho (by night). a great flurry of faces, voices, names and greeting occurred.........much chatting did occur.........and a plan came abooooooooooouuuut (only one person got that joke ;) ) .......then cameth the queue strategy, we figured we could actually use Eddie’s own supermarket manouvres.......but we hadn’t trained our auras sufficiently to do that.....so.....of course, after plucking up the courage to go in and not receive an Oke corale Saloon reception, we eventually mosied on in. Well, I initially did and that’s where we met, Gary, the friendly bar tender, who popped and gave us info about the gig, and the previous Friday’s EI gig, the tickety situation and some other bits and pieces.........we decided to settle upon this fine little local and with further chatting to Gary, we managed to astonish him by saying how we’d met up via the Izzard.com board........which produced an instantaneous pour quoi? face, upon the man, small world huh.............he was a Mr I fan, we were fans too......SNAP!! do we get anything for a Royal Flush of Izzardites?...............a number of drinks and chat later.......and the queueing subject returns especially as we now here that 30 tickets are already located to agents/press/*other (*fill in details in space provided), 6 to friends of the club owner, Pete, abd there’s only 100 person capacity so small inkling of panic occurs as we work out the stats. of the situation.......demand and supply and all that.......see I did economics too you know!!! ;) We also hold mini-strategy on hoq we could carry out a make-up-to-hotel run.....but only if there’s time! Which we kind of conclude, there isn’t, cos we have noooo idea of tickety/admission limits per person, and so........we chose no action make-up move and instead made the best of our resources. And so, we beeeeeeggggiiiiiiiin the beeeeegggiiiiin........of the queue (I must salute to BZC and Moira at this point for their gracious lining-up duties).........Later, we move on up to join Moira and BZC, and suddenly discover the Jam and Toast girls, who we’d never met before, in alphabety t-shirts (two completed, one frantically arranging velcro letters on top in a cunundrum stylee whilst simultaneously having to read her own chest to check spelling and content) .......all of whom were originally from the Izzardites mailing list..................what are the chances of that happenin’, ay? (sorry..... different fella) and so more chatting did happen....meanwihle, for reasons unknown and not out of choice, possibly due to the compact and bijou-ness of the venue, Moira had become “Hostess de toilette” and BZC, doorman with near codeword “Heads Up “ whenever anyone entered or exited the club door.........it was a talking point, not the most ideal but none-the-less it broke down some barriers and I did stair manouvres, well in chessboard/country dancing routine “forward....forward.......diagonal........and back”, for it was the only way to move anyone from between the club door and the stairs. So good keep-fit routine there, don’t think I’m gonna market that one though......the line for the gig stretched from the very top of the stairs to a distance somewhere down the road according to BZC. This was ultimately confirmed once we were eventually allowed in after hmmmmbmmmuuuummm tim, but we knew it was well worth the wait, specially after talking to a number of truly friendly people from Amnesty and also Pete, the club owner. A large degree of media mingling could be seen and “Talking Heads” started to play through to get the place into more of a gig mood.......the room was big-ish, the floorspace/stage was small for Eddie, and we were about a row back from he was about to perform............a tini-tiny, itsy-bitsy camera crew consisting of 1 boom op./sound recordist, camera man and perhaps a lighting op. appeared from nowhere, well, popped up from behind the bar counter and went through into a tiny room, presumably to do a speedy warm-up gig interview with Eddie, which will no-doubt feature on WKWYL, Live! DVD/Video and perhaps-maybe on the televisation on Channel 4.....amongst the crowd – Martin Davis (host of “So you think you’re funny?” at Amused Moose), Helena Bonham-Carter, apparently and a Brit male actor, (whom I recognise but can’t currently put a name to [note to self.......replace with name ASAP}). It was difficult to pick out faces, cos the venue actually ran above capacity to about 120 people, allegedly (phew.....got out of that one) but it was for a good reason..............so, the performance itself, the music hushed, the lights dimmed low and Eddie made his entrance, in goaty-ish beard, pointy sideburns, legs, black skinny t-shirt and black jeans, but that’s enough of the fashion commentary....there are much more important things...........first up, the subtle Sohoho banner, which appeared to be bulging to capacity too, provided the first material of the evening and also a little frustration of the night....along with a non-sense heckler but I guess we’ve all gotta have one of those somewhere along the line (note to Sohoho don’t give the VIP punters access to bar, too early!). EI, also sighted his meal for the day, a cucumber that had been precariously placed on the floor in front of him prior to the gig, I guess, which he duly chose to reserve for after the show. He then went on to explain how the whole thing was gonna work including, with a nod to the camera crew, the fact that on the broadcast of WKWYL, there is an annoying little ITC clause which means that three words must be bleeped throughout the night, those are cnut, motherfcuker and Amnesty because technically it is a sponsor/advertiser and is only allowed limited advertising plugs, which may result in some confusion when people announce,”I have been a life-long supporter of **********” (*fill in the bleep*)

throughout the night, Eddie, ran the gammet of both his early and more recent comedic material probably from the days of Club Class to Circle with updates, revisoes, new twists and inclines, alongside new, improved or improvised unaired material.

it included: *being raised by wolves


       *an entire section devoted to the Pope – the popemobile vs batmobile, altarboy vs Robin, the inauguration of a new pope – Pope John Paul, Pope John Paul George........you get the jist, it’s the modernisation of the vatican and stuff.


       *Buddhists and Orangemen united under the same colour but at two entirely different ends of the scale everywhere else

                  *The NRA and Charlton Heston, followed by a stage annecdote about how, in a Broadway stage role, CH ended up wearing 3 wigs simultaneously and the chance they could have had at gaining a record for how many wigs they could pile on top

         *the implausability in Alien that Sigourney Weaver’s character could defy an airlock when a creature physically stronger than he couldn’t and was just sucked out into space no questions asked.

There was also more personalised bits of new material including stuff about being brought up in Northern Ireland, his accent and it’s southernisation, whereas his brother Mark’s has become somewhere between strong Irish and Liverpuddlian, which he made a brief attempt at but you could see the expression he made when he tried to do Sean Connery doing James Mason in “Unrepeatable” and gave in by saying “he sounds like me brother!”.........Grandma Lou and grandad with pipe – the decision at an age, to say fcuk fashion, wear a cake on your head and wear big coats, also featured.........plus, his days as a street performer and working with Rob Ballard & getting the co-operation of kids.......his experiences dealing with spiders and more recent preference for using the glass & card disposal technique vs the stamp-on-it-til-it’s-dead method and daddy long legs – their lack of direction and ability to disappear with the aid of a cloaking device for about 45 mins whilst you’re still looking for them!

Eddie had also clearly been watching the History Channel cos from nowhere came revelations about Jack the Ripper (which he had to brush through), the Spanish Inquisition being too inquisitive and Ethelred The Unready being unprepared to divert blame to anyone if he was ever put on the spot. More unearthing of Noah and the Ark occurred, that fact of his wife and himself being the two people to represent humans on the Ark....how lucky was that?!

And to the same proportion, came the science bit........Venn and his diagrams, taxidermy, insect condiment production, rabies and the channel tunnel, Australian jumping spiders, the mass of the bumble bee and its implausability of flight and of course, Pavlov’s Cat with participatory bar bell rings, twixt other things.

There was more........but you just had to be there!! All in all and all for one, it was the first Mr I warm up gig that I’ve actually been able to attend and it was an excellent experience viewing his performance in a more exclusive and inclusive setting. I would thoroughly recommend it, with a preference for fewer nonsense hecklers per square metre! 

Eddie concluded the night to resounding applause and an encore, said thank yous and gave a reminder about Wembley and Amnesty, returning briefly to meet and greet fans, and others – camera still rolling. Things began to close down............myself and BZC spoke to him v. briefly and I wished him luck for Wembley as he dashed out the door.........Eddie Izzard has left the building.......some inaudible bar cries could be heard..........we spoke to a number of the Amnesty people who were still around and the crowd eventually dispersed.......and some strange albinoe moustachioed man started talking ballcocks at us...............we went for the “run, run, for your lives” plan and it worked.  

