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Hello. Welcome to issue #3 of the Factually In-
accurate fanzine, London’s premier purveyor of 

printed comedy interviews, reviews, and alterna-
tive gig listings. I, an owl, am in negotiations 
with various independent comedy venues around 
London with an eye to having copies of this 

available in them. My offer is simple: stock our 
fanzine, or I will scrach out your eyes with my 

powerful talons.

My human helpers tell me that’s not “with an eye 
to” means, and that my negotiation technique 

should not solely revolve around threats of ex-
treme owl-based violence. In response I hooted 
violently for several minutes, before swooping 
down upon an unfortunate mouse and crushing it 

in my powerful beak. 

Now I have fed on the squeaky and the weak, I am 
more forgiving of these humans and their sugges-
tions. So hopefully you may be seeing issue #4 
stocked in many interesting places. Watch this 

space!



This issue features another magnificent cover 
by the supremely taloned (talented) Madeleine 
Horsley, as well as many fun interviews and 
features, which you will see listed below by 
by my long-suffering, non-avian staff.

Now please leave me. It is time to rest and 
rebuild my strength for future violence.

With best regards,

The unnamed mortarboard-wearing owl terroris-
ing the Factually Inaccurate offices x 
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Rollercoaster
[of love]

James Walsh gets 
on the phone to 
the brilliant 
Sharlin Jahan to 
talk stand-up, 
comedy personas, 
and why she’s es-
sentially in a 
marriage with her 
audience (all of 
them)

“I found a greater truth / At 
a godly altitude / Won’t waste 
another day of my life”

- Alan Bean, by Darren Hayman.

You probably shouldn’t start 
interviews with British-Cana-
dian-Bangladeshi comedians by 
quoting from a song about Alan 
Bean, the fourth man on the 
moon, but hear me out.

Even though he reached the 
pinnacle of astronaut-style 
behaviour, what Alan really 
wanted to be was a painter.

And so he returned to earth, 

a changed man, eventually got 
himself out of NASA. In 1980 
became a painter, and he spent 
the rest of his life painting.

Admittedly, he mainly painted 
the moon, but he had found out 
what he wanted to do. How many 
of us can truly say that about 
ourselves?

For Sharlin Jahan, like for a 
lot of us, the pandemic was 
her moment of clarity.

“I got perspective again. 
Figured out - well, I haven’t 
figured out what I want to do 
with my life - it was just



more settled. 

“Just look: everything’s open. 
You don’t have to be a consult-
ant. You don’t have to be any-
thing. What do you want to do, 
and from there: I want to be 
an artist. I’ve always wanted 
to be an artist if I’m honest. 
And so then it came from a more 
secure place.”

Jahan only started doing stand-
up in 2018, after doing a 
course - “I just fell in love 
with it”. So with the lockdown 
hiatus, she’s only really two 
years into her career.

“I say I fell in love with it 
but I fell in love with it 
because I was the best in the 
night, and I was like, ‘wooo-
hooo! I’m so good at comedy, 
I don’t have to try anything 
else. Just take me to the Apol-
lo’”.

“And then I did my second night 
and I bombed, and I was like: 
Ok. I am humbled. And then I 
didn’t do it that much but then 
at the beginning of 2019 I was 
like, I’m gonna do this, let’s 
see where this takes me. And 
then it took me to loads of 
places.”

Talking of loads of places, 
Jahan first came to England as 
a backpacker an indeterminate 
number of years go, having 
studied chemistry in Canada. 

“I thought ‘oh, I kind of want 
to stay, and I don’t want to do 
my masters in Chemistry’, so I 
was looking for jobs and was 

“I’ve always 
wanted to be 
an artist if 
I’m honest.
just looking for anything that 
would give me a visa.

“And this consulting job which 
I had no experience in gave me 
a visa and I was like ‘ok, I 
guess I’ll do this then’. 

“And I did that and it didn’t 
make any sense: at that point 
to get a sponsorship that noone 
else in the European Union can 
do your job.

“Look, I was meant to be here 
because I don’t know how that 
happened.”

With employment and a visa 
secured, Jahan embarked on 
the extremely difficult task of 
making friends in England - 
“you guys are so unloveable…” 
- which eventually led her to 
acting and performance. And, 
from there, to comedy.

She really thew herself into 
it. 2019 was “a crazy year”, 
gigging constantly, doing five 
shows a day for a whole month 
of the Edinburgh Fringe, get-
ting her first review, getting a 
spot at the Soho Theatre...

And then the pandemic hit. 



“[The break from performing] 
was really good, because how I 
was approaching comedy was not 
sustainable. I wanted to prove 
I could do it instead of just 
becoming an artist, if that 
makes sense? So I was gigging 
SO MUCH but every day was a 
huge rollercoaster because it 
really depended on the audi-
ence if it did well or not.

“Which is true for every-
body, but it was completely ‘I 
should give up’ if they didn’t 
like me.

“If my material didn’t go well 
tonight it’s because my mate-
rial’s completely bad, even if 
it worked before. That kind of 
stuff. It was unsustainable. 

“So the year and a half was 
really good, because I got 
perspective again.”

And so, for a while, there 
was no stand-up, Just acting 
classes on Zoom, improv; more 
writing. But there’s more than 
that. There’s singing, and 
lyrics for unwritten songs; 
the ideas and the plans and 
the thoughts burst out in all 
directions.

We have a bit of a discussion 
about whether or not she’s a 
polymath, or whether I actual-
ly mean polyglot. My iPad is 
balanced on my knees, record-
ing this conversation, so I 
can’t Ask Jeeves. I am pretty 
sure I meant polymath.

“Yeah. I think it’s polymath 
because there’s just too many

Sharlin with Vix Leyton

things that I like doing and I 
have a bit of an ADHD brain.”

Me too!

“When you find out when you’re 
older you just have coping 
mechanisms already. 

“But like I just want to be 
Sacha Cohen. I wanna be Phoebe 
Waller-Bridge! I wanna be Don-
ald Glover!”

Before Jahan started doing 
stand-up, she didn’t really 
watch any stand-up, thus put-
tig the mockers on my question 
about her influences in this 
regard. “But now, I’ve been 
watching so much comedy, I’m 
amazed at how people’s brains 
work and how people develop.”

Jahan is such a likeable stage 
presence, full of energy and 
apparent honesty but as we 
know a lot of stand-up is 
LIES. Honest lies, but lies 
nontheless. I’m curious how 
much of herself is the ball of



funny strangeness and chaos we 
see as her on-stage persona.

“I’m gonna say 60% now, but 
it’s moving away from that, if 
that makes sense. 

“If you saw me in 2019 it 
would have been 90% me. But 
that’s not that funny. Now 
it’s moving towards exaggerat-
ed parts of me.” 

This feels like a fairly 
standard journey, but then I 
remember Jahan’s comment about 
how invested she was in the 
audience’s reaction to her 
sets. Is that something that’s 
settling down? Is that 60% 
she’s honing a better barom-
eter, or is her faith in her 
material now more important 
than the odd iffy crowd?

“It’s kind of like the au-
dience and I are in a rela-
tionship. In the beginning I 
was really trying to people 
please, being like, ‘please 
stay with me. I love you.’ 

“But I think I’ve become a 
little bit more settled; now 
I’m not saying this is like 
a thirty year old marriage, 
we’re in year 2, you know? I’m 
a bit more stable, we can have 
bad days, we can have good 
days, but sometimes if I’m 
having a bad day it’ll rock 
my world and I’m like [cry-
ing] ‘you’re going to leave 
me! You’re not going to love 
me any more!’ Yeah. I think 
that’s a good metaphor.”

“In the beginning I 
was really trying to 
people please, being 
like, ‘please stay 
with me. I love you.’

And having just returned from 
Edinburgh: 2021 edition, Jahan 
was able to see how far she’d 
come from those formative 2019 
shows.

“Oh man, it was really good. 
I did the calculation of how 
many years I’ve been going and 
I think I’m at two years now, 
and I did something like 21-
22 gigs and I think I smashed 
about three, and I failed 
about three, and everything 
else is in the middle, and 
that’s a really good number 
for two years. That’s really 
good.”

“But what I really remem-
ber is the bomb I did. It’s 
the last day of Edinburgh and 
my Edinburgh partner was ill 
and just couldn’t come, so we 
found someone to replace her 
for just ten / fifteen minutes 
and then I’d take over. And I 
didn’t realise how it impacted 
me until I got on stage and I 
just made it so weird. It was 
just so weird.

“Noone laughed at anything and 
I was like, erm, yeah. And 
then I’m like, ‘ok, maybe if I 
bring this guy on you’ll calm 
down a bit and then I’ll come 
back and it’ll be fine’, and 
the guy, he smashed, because



he was just like, ‘well this 
weird girl was on and I’m sup-
posed to see her through the 
most of it - he’s really good, 
don’t get me wrong - and then 
I came back and like, hands 
[of audience members] were 
clasped. Awkward. 

“Anyway: this hurt me for 
multiple days but I think I’m 
over the edge and over it now, 
because: I’ve never bombed for 
40 minutes straight! And just 
kept my shit together. That 
was something.”

So it was a learning curve.

“It was a learning curve, but 
it was like pretending that 
you aren’t [bombing] - even 
though everyone knows that you 
are - is one of the crazi-
est things I’ve ever done. And 
then I thought, ok, now I’m 
part of the actual comedian 
group.”

Talking of being part of the 
actual comedian group, Jahan 
is part of a fantastic tri-
ple-bill night called Funny 
Femmes, alongside Alex Ber-
tulis-Fernandes and Charlie 
George.

“The reason we got together 
was... there’s lots of real-
ly good gigs but what we might 
find is there’s like one brown 
woman? Or like a black woman? 
It doesn’t matter what colour 
it is, or like a black man can 
be switched out for an asian 
lady. The tokenism is rife. 

“And don’t get me wrong, there 

was no tokenism before, it 
was all completely non-diverse 
lineups, so it’s going in a 
good direction. 

“But we thought, you can have 
three brown ladies on a bill 
and it’s still interesting! 

“Kemah Bob is the reason we 
all met, and she started this 
thing called Femmes of Col-
our, and that night is such an 
important night for us be-
cause that’s how we started to 
get to know each other and be 
like, ‘hey! We’re not alone!’ 

“We think we’re different 
enough for you to be enter-
tained completely differently 
by the three of us and that’s 
what we’re setting out to 
prove, and it’s been amazing.”

When are you next on?

“Battersea Arts Centre [on 
29th September], and they 
just put us in a bigger room 
so I can’t stress enough how 
many tickets we need to sell. 
Please come to the show. 

“But also, go see some brown 
women comedy! Or just any 
women comedy. I still get too 
many women coming up to me go-
ing “I didn’t think women were 
funny, but now I know…” and I 
don’t want to bear the brunt 
of that! I don’t want to do 
that! Go see more women.”

Amen to that.

Find Sharlin on Twitter, Insta 
and Facebook @SharlinComedy



Hello! How poorly have we ex-
plained the remit of our own 
night to you? 

I think it’s good when acts 
just get to figure out the re-
mit of the night themselves. 
Make it a test of their intu-
ition. I’ve been studying the 
marketing materials, and I 
think I get it. 

There’s an owl saying a pine-
apple is an alien, he’s got a 
mortarboard on, it’s all there 
if you look for it. I’ve got 
to say stuff is other stuff, and 
then graduate, right? Think 
I’ve got this in the bag.

In the unlikely event our 
readers haven’t heard of you, 
how would you describe your-
self to a 47 year old market-
ing executive from Dunstable?

Depends on the context. Is 
this at a party? I get quite 
shy at parties. I usually hide 
in the corner with the people 
I already know, and if I end 
up talking to a stranger I’d 
just mumble something like “I 
do comedy stuff” then move the 
conversation on.

But I guess if it was more 
of a work meeting, like may-
be this marketing executive is 
someone I need to impress so 
they can do the marketing for 
my new show, I’d say something 
about how I try to avoid la-
bels like “comedian” or “writ-
er” or “artist”.

[And instead] that I try to 
make stuff – films, live shows, 
radio programmes – that ex-
plore the spaces in-between 
comedy and something more 
unusual and conceptual, and 
that use absurdism as a way of 
looking at what it means to be 
human. 

You can’t talk like that at 
parties, though. You’d be 
rightly shunned.

Can you think of something 
particularly factually inac-
curate that you believed for a 
long time? For example I was 
today years old when I learned 
going swimming with a cold 
sore won’t cause a herpes epi-
demic.

Foolishness, 
ferrets and 
failure: An 
interview with 
Joz Norris



Thought ferrets were essen-
tially manticores until I was 
8. My brother gave everyone in 
our family animal-themed spy 
code names and mine was “Fer-
ret” and I’d never heard of 
one so he told me it had the 
body of a lion, the wings of a 
bat and the tail of a scorpi-
on.

I believed that for about four 
years then went to a vil-
lage fete with my dad and saw 
a sign for ferret racing and 
lost my mind, and insisted we 
go and watch it, and was ut-
terly heartbroken to see the 
little pipes the ferrets were 
going to run through. Felt the 
ground give out from beneath 
my feet.

Picture the scene. It’s mid-
night, you’re very tired, and 
you’re told you have to write 
a 1980s style choose your own 
adventure book lest be impris-
oned forever. What would yours 
be about?

I like the idea of a choose-
your-own-adventure book where 
you, the reader, are put in 
the position of a Rumpelstilt-
skin-esque character. You have 
to travel across the kingdom 
finding people to trick, and if 
the kingdom at large learns 
your name you lose.

So you’d have some sort of No-
toriety score, where the more 
outlandish deeds you do, the 
closer you come to having your 
name discovered, so you’ve got 
to tread the line between do-
ing enough pranks and japes to 

make your fortune, but while 
keeping to the shadows so peo-
ple don’t find out who you are. 
Like a Splinter Cell video 
game, but you’re Rumpelstilst-
kin.

You wrote in an interview 
somewhere that being funny 
in front of other people is a 
“doomed enterprise” and this 
made me cry a bit. Could you 
expand on this a little, as I 
think I know what you mean but 
I suspect I am not as comfort-
able with the beauty of fail-
ure as you are.

Did I??? What a weird thing to 
say [1]. It sounds like the 
sort of radical opinion you 
pretend to have when you ha-
ven’t quite figured out your 
personality yet, and I think a 
lot of my attitudes to art and 
comedy and making stuff have 
shifted a lot in the years 
since I said that.

I think basically, yes, my 
understanding of comedy is 
that it’s got a lot to do with 
failure, with getting stuff 
wrong, with messing up, with 
falling down, trying again, 
continuing to believe in your-
self even when everything you 
do ends in disaster.

(Though comedy shouldn’t glo-
rify shitty behaviour – I’m 
talking about glorifying dis-
aster the way the Muppets do, 
not the way some narcissistic 
stand-ups try to use comedy as 
a way of avoiding taking re-

sponsibility for their own bad 
behaviour)



It’s a celebration of the fact 
that being human is to mess 
up, to be an idiot, to con-
tradict yourself, to embar-
rass yourself, that if we can 
embrace those parts of our-
selves and be as proud of them 
as we are of our achievements 
and our strengths, then we can 
finally be a whole, complete, 
real person.

Writing off the idea of come-
dy as a “doomed enterprise” 
sounds like it was an overly 
posturing attempt to try and 
make that point, but ultimate-
ly, I think the best comedy is 
the stuff where you find your-
self watching some utter fool 
taking real delight in their 
foolishness, because it makes 
you as an audience member feel 
heard and understood and think 
“Maybe it’s ok that I’m fool-
ish too.”

I’m a latecomer to performing 
comedy, doing it for the first 
time at 39 and realising very 
quickly that I’m much happier 
and less nervous on stage than 
off it. As someone who’s always 
wanted to do this, can you em-
pathise? 

Absolutely yes. I wouldn’t 
say that I’m happier onstage 
– it’s sort of a different kind 
of happiness, where I can take 
pleasure in being ridicu-
lous and big and over-the-top, 
whereas offstage most of my 
pleasure actually comes from 
quite small stuff, like walks 
and music and jigsaw puzzles.

But nervousness, yes, definite-

ly. I often meet people who 
know me initially through my 
stuff onstage and I think it 
always takes them a while to 
recalibrate to my offstage per-
sonality, which is quite nerv-
ous and thoughtful and quiet. 

I don’t know if that’s a good 
thing or not, maybe I should 
get better at moving the two 
sides of myself so they’re 
closer together, but personal-
ly I quite like having a place 
where I can go and let go of 
nervousness and just enjoy 
exploring those other bits of 
myself for a while.

You’re working on a new sitcom 
for Radio 4 called Dream Fac-
tory. Could you tell us a bit 
about that?

I’d love to! I won’t spill too 
many beans, because at some 
point we’ll probably try to do 
more of a press-y announcement 
about it, once we’ve got the 
cast pinned down and all that 
kind of thing, so I’ll only 
spill a couple of beans for 
now if that’s ok. 

But essentially, it comes off 
the back of a comedy special I 
made for Radio 4 earlier this 
year that was set inside my 
own head, where various weird 
sketches and characters popped 
up representing my inner mono-
logue. Steve Doherty, my won-
derful radio producer, and I, 
came up with a story idea that 
would enable us to do a simi-
lar thing while telling a fun, 
original story, 



so it’s about a Dream Deliv-
ery Boy working for the Dream 
Factory, where all the dreams 
come from. It’ll be out next 
summer, I think, and I’m hav-
ing a lot of fun writing it.

For some reason I’ve just re-
membered Adrian Mole’s mum 
saying “There’s only one thing 
worse than hearing about peo-
ple’s dreams, and that’s hear-
ing about other people’s prob-
lems”. This isn’t true, is it?

Funnily enough, I saw the 
amazing Liam Williams tweet 
about this the other day. He 
said he never understands 
people who say other people’s 
dreams are boring and that ba-
sically if you think that what 
you’re really saying is that 
you’re not very interested in 
other people. You get to peek 
into someone else’s psyche for 
a bit, and that’s fascinating.

Also, yeah, sometimes they’re 
just a bit boring, but if you 
talk to people enough about 
their dreams, a lot of them 
are incredibly funny. People’s 
subconscious-es (is that a 
word?) come up with some real-
ly great absurdist left-turns 
sometimes.

Other than the aforementioned 
dreams show, are there any 
other projects in the pipeline 
you can or indeed want to tell 
us about? It’s fine, this is a 
safe space; we’re a fictional 
owl.

I’m starting to work on a new 
live show called Blink with 

my director Alex Hardy and my 
creative companion/collabora-
tor Ben Target with a little 
bit of help from Soho Theatre, 
which I hope I’ll take to the 
Edinburgh Fringe next year, so 
watch this space for more of 
that. 

My girlfriend Miranda Holms 
and I are also making a new 
Joz Norris Sexy Calendar for 
2022, which you’ll be able to 
preorder soon.

Joz with a previous edition of 
his sexy calendar

She designed, photographed and 
edited the first one kind of as 
a joke project to raise some 
money for the amazing charity 
Turn2Us, and it actually sold 
surprisingly well and lots of 
people wanted another one, so 
we’re making another this time



as a fundraiser for some of our 
creative projects next year. So 
if you like parodies of classic 
pin-up design, that’ll be com-
ing out fairly soon.

That’s it! Please end this by 
giving us an extremely wise 
piece of advice that will 
change our lives for the bet-
ter.

The two most important things 
you can do is to pay attention 
to what your curiosity moves 
towards, and where your en-
joyment comes from. Pay atten-
tion to how your body feels 
after you see someone or do 
something, and pay attention 

to where your brain goes when 
you’re walking by yourself or 
listening to music or looking 
out of the window. Let those 
two things be the poles you 
move between.

You can follow Joz on Twitter @
JozNorris or go to his website 
to find out all the lovely stuff 
he’s up to.

[1] Editor’s note: I asked this 
question poorly. In the inter-
view I’m referring to Joz is 
very thoughtful and interest-
ing, certainly not performative 
or flippant.

CARTOON BY JOHN DREDGE



Hi Eleanor! On a scale of 1-10 
how poorly have we explained 
the remit of our own night?

I’d say a solid 5 - I don’t 
know what’s happening, but it 
can’t be THAT different from a 
standard night, can it? Can 
it?

Can you explain what you do as 
though you were asked by a me-
dieval peasant?

I use a magic wand to make my 
voice loud and then I tell 
people my thoughts under a 
light that shines as bright as 
God himself.

I’ve been watching and enjoy-
ing your videos on Twitter for 
ages, then I saw you at Char-
lie Vero-Martin’s show, rec-
ognised you, and immediately 
relaxed into your material be-
cause I already knew you were 
brilliant. How important is 
online content for comedians 
now, and do you resent produc-
ing so much gold for free?

No, it kept me creative dur-
ing the time-that-shall-not-
be-named. I think if you’re 

worried about ‘giving away’ 
your stuff for free it suggests 
you’re worried you only have 
a finite amount of creativity, 
and I’m confident enough that 
I’ll keep having new ideas. 

And I feel like you can really 
indulge your specific niche in-
terests online because there’s 
a bigger chance you’ll find an 
audience than, say, doing it 
to 40 people at a gig. There 
is, for example, medieval Tik-
Tok, Literature TikTok, all 
sorts of places where people 
will enjoy stuff.

I do find it hard when peo-
ple request more of one thing 
because I’m a big believer 
in not beating a concept to 
death. I love doing the Craig 
the Tour Guide, but I only 
want to do him while it feels 
genuine and I’m enjoying writ-
ing it.  But also I like earn-
ing money (Donate to my Ko-
Fi!).

We also need to talk about the 
misogyny pipe, as we ex-moder-
ators call the internet. How 
do we turn it off, or at least 
rearrange the plumbing so the

Eleanor Morton is 
extremely awesome

We spoke to the Scottish 
comedian about online con-
tent, characters and how to 
inhabit them, The Beano,and 
her unexpectedly being Miss 

Australia 1980



shit lands back on the heads of 
those producing it?

Luckily climate change will 
have wiped us all out within 
the next 100 years, making mi-
sogyny a thing of the past 

Myself and Maddi are nascent 
promoters but we’re trying to 
not be terrible. Could you tell 
us a bad experience you’ve 
had with a promoter? It can be 
funny or horrifying, either is 
fine.

I used to gig a fair bit at a 
night that no longer runs but 
would always sell out, and the 
pay was always insultingly bad. 
Once I got a message from the 
promoter after I’d left saying 
I’d forgot my money, so I went 
back for what turned out to be 
£5, about the amount I’d just 
spent getting on and off the 
tube. 

So I don’t mind if you don’t 
pay me, but I do mind if you’re 
making a lot of money and then 
giving me a couple of quid. 
That’s just rude.   

You and [Canadian comic art-
ist] Kate Beaton are two of my 
favourite people for squeezing 
nonsense out of historical sit-
uations and characters. Did you 
study history or have you just 
read lots of books?

My sister is a big fan of hers! 
A combination - I did histo-
ry at school (I mean, everyone 
did, but I did an extra exam in 
it because I’m a special nerd) 
and literature at uni, which 

tends to cover lots of bits of 
history, and I’ve always loved 
it. I love having context for 
buildings, events, laws etc.  

We did lots of weekends at His-
toric Scotland sites growing up 
and my parents are both into it 
too, so I’ve always just loved 
finding out more about why the 
world is the way it is. I love 
day to day social history and 
knowing loads of little de-
tails, like what people used to 
eat for breakfast, or how did 
they keep their teeth clean. It 
really humanises the past. Also 
I’ve always loved the Horrible 
Histories books and I love dark 
humour, and history gets very 
dark. 

Talking of characters, I get 
the impression the ones you 
do, including your stand up 
persona, are all versions of 
yourself. How do you lure them 
out of yourself, and how much 
honing do they require once 
they’ve emerged?

I don’t know how much luring is 
required. I think a lot of it 
can be boiled down to ‘Things 
I’ve thought that I haven’t 
said out loud before’, which 
isn’t a very impressive crea-
tive process. 

The online stuff is semi-impro-
vised, I figure out what to say 
while I’m filming, I find that 
much easier than writing out a 
sketch. Stand up is a bit more 
honed, but I don’t think I’ll 
ever be one of those acts who 
can write out a word-for-word 
script, I’m in awe of them. 



Talking of comics, I see you’ve 
written for The Beano. Gnash-
er going missing was one of 
the most traumatic events of 
my childhood. It turned out 
he’d knocked up a poodle and 
returned with a son, Gnipper, 
although the other 8 puppies - 
all female - were never men-
tioned in the comic again. 

What does that tell us about 
society? Or, if you prefer: 
how important were comics for 
developing your own funny?

Full disclosure: I write for 
the Beano online which is less 
to do with the comics, and more 
to do with frantically goog-
ling the latest TikTok trends 
to keep up with da kids.  My 
brother had a subscription to 
The Beano and, like Blue Peter, 
I think it’s something that is 
imbedded into every British 
person’s childhood. 

But what I think really did 
shape my humour were all those 
old DC  comics Girls annu-
als from the 60s, 70s and 80s 
- Bunty, Judy etc, because my 
sister collected them (And 
still does). 

We loved looking at all the old 
stories, the attitudes, the 
hilarious celeb crushes (Noel 
Edmunds anyone) and laughing at 
some of the more overt sexism 
(Lots of stories about losing 
weight and being typists.) 

There was always at least two 
stories per annual about a girl 
who made friends with someone 

who turned out to be a ghost. 
Like clockwork. So yeah, loved 
them. Still like rereading 
them. My sister has an insta-
gram where she posts the more 
outrageous ones. 

We appear to be fellow leftist 
gingers. How do I stop people 
shouting “oi Sheeran” at me, 
and how does one channel the 
fury at the world in a way that 
doesn’t “turn people off”?

If I find a solution, I’ll let 
you know.

I read somewhere that you were 
Miss Australia in 1980? Can you 
talk me through how that went?

Yeah, it’s all a blur now. It 
feels like another lifetime. 
But I’ve seen the photos and I 
look great! (I really hope Miss 
Morton isn’t getting annoying 
messages for confused comedy 
fans.

Finally, please plug whatever 
you would like to plug.

I’m on twitter as @eleanormor-
ton. I’ve got a work in pro-
gress show at 2NorthDown in 
London on 21st October.

I’d also like to plug Peter 
Fleming’s Into the Archives 
Podcast, a trip down fictional 
memory lane into old children’s 
TV, and @buntywithnocontext 
on Instagram, where my sister 
shares those hilarious Bunty 
stories. 

Thanks Eleanor!



Review: Horseplay 
present Bareback, 
Museum of Comedy, 

Camden Fringe

This was an absolutely dizzying 
show – witty, fabulous, raw and 
honest, but also in danger, on 
occasion, of collapsing under 
the weight of its own creativ-
ity, like a soufflé made of raw 
energy.

Horseplay – aka Derek Mitchell 
& Kathy Maniura – is about per-
formance, and so can be excused 
some of its more outlandishly 
meta conceits. 

Both Mitchell and Maniura are 
dressed in flesh coloured body 
suits – naked and vulnerable 
– and over the course of an 
hour cover this bare base with 
character and wigs aplenty, and 
though there are more costume 
changes than at a Mariah Carey 
lookalike contest, the pace of 
the show never dips.

The elevator pitch is, at least 
in my own head, The Good Place 
meets Everything You Wanted to 
Know About Sex But Were Afraid 
To Ask. 

A series of characters includ-
ing Mitchell’s catty celebri-
ty sex therapist and Maniura’s 
failed actress find themselves 
in the afterlife, as run by a 
frustrated and lonely Scandi-
navian women with a serious 
addiction to correction fluid.

Perhaps my favourite character 

is one we never see on stage 
– the failed actress’ famous 
mother, who would turn up to 
her daughter’s shows specifi-
cally to heckle, but there are 
plenty to choose from here.

We have a travelling new age 
sex toy whittler, Chaucer’s 
notoriously horny Wife of Bath 
boasting about her many divorc-
es and living past thirty, a 
gay son who tries to hide his 
dirty secret of wanting to be 
an astronaut, and an anus and a 
vagina whose job is to help run 
the post-life simulations, but 
wouldn’t they be happier in a 
world where miming to the Eu-
rythmics isn’t a capital crime?

Like I said, it’s dizzying 
– too dizzying at times. But 
then, as one character puts it, 
as a harsh entreaty to keep on 
performing: “You can take off 
your wig when you’re dead”.

Things get so convoluted they 
stop the show, come out of 
character, and talk about com-
ing out and their first sexual 
experiences respectively. 

It’s quite an abrupt change of 
pace, and while I absolutely 
appreciate the intention behind 
it – here, the performance is 
truly over, and honesty is as 
bare as those flesh suits – it 
doesn’t quite work. It is al-
most a relief when they return 
to character to destroy heaven 
with some banged out Cher. 

And after all, isn’t that what 
she would have wanted?



There are songs. There are 
wigs. There is vulnerability 
and there are excellent jokes. 
I love these pair of queers, 
figuring out everything they 
can in the safest space to do 
it: the stage.

And perhaps the occasionally 
confusing narrative is part of 
the point. We’re all perform-
ing, and whomst among us, tru-
ly, can claim with certainty 
to know what we’re doing?

Rating: **** out of *****

Editor’s note: this review 
first appeared on the Phoenix 
Remix website

Review: Funny 
Femmes, 2North-
down, Sunday 
15th August

The conveyor belt of straight 
white men never stops. I 
should know: I myself was made 
at the straight white man fac-
tory. Production is booming, 
and despite consumer feedback, 
many of my model think that 
a) we’re funny and b) people 
should listen to what we have 
to say.

And so we are vacuum packed, 
stuck on lorries, and distrib-
uted to open mic nights up and 
down the country.

I’m sure Charlie George, Alex 
Bertulis-Fernandes, and Shar-

lin Jahan have considered 
sabotage at source, gumming up 
the gears with our own melt-
ed Britpop vinyl. But for now, 
they’ve joined forces, because 
promoters still find it diffi-
cult to move beyond tokenism 
on their bills and in their 
minds.

Sunday’s was a work in pro-
gress show but you wouldn’t 
know it from the quality of 
the gags. Charlie George was 
up first, dancing and sliding 
to the stage like a graceful 
slinkey. 

A pansexual person with a 
clowning and dance background, 
the physical movement accentu-
ates the stories and tales of 
uncertain living and how cats 
only show you their bumholes 
if they like you.

George’s story of how her ul-
tra-religious parents found 
out she wasn’t straight de-
serves to be turned into a six 
part Netflix series, and what-
ever the situation, whatev-
er the shame, and the tears, 
and the opposition, she comes 
through hilarious and intact. 

Alex Bertulis-Fernandes is a 
slightly less hopeful prop-
osition, as befits someone 
with clinical depression. To 
a fellow sufferer, there was 
something liberating to see 
someone be so honest and so 
intentionally flippant about 
their condition, even if there 
were a few occasions where the 
audience were uncertain wheth-
er to laugh. 



Not me, though. I laughed like 
the proverbial drain.

Third up – I won’t say headlin-
er, this is a communal show – 
was Sharlin Jahan.

Jahan performed at our own Fac-
tually Inaccurate night last 
month, at extreme late notice, 
and was extremely excellent. 

Tonight, there was less mate-
rial about eggs, but her ad-
vice on dating “feedback” from 
white guys, riffs on nipple-less 
avatar characters, and contempt 
for certain age-gap relation-
ships were all extremely funny 
and tight.

You’d think this set had been 
performed a thousand times be-
fore, such was the confidence, 
assurance and charm.

They all came on stage together 
at the end, and though Bertu-
lis-Fernandes’ mic was cut off – 
probably by the charred hand of 
patriarchy, rising up through 
the liquid remains of a thou-
sand Oasis records – the warmth 
and solidarity these three 
shared was plain to see.

Catch ‘em while you can in ven-
ues this size: soon they’ll be 
selling out Knebworth.

***** out of *****

Review: Weapons 
of Mass Hilarity, 

2Northdown 

“Where do you want to sit?”

“The front”.

Not the usual exchange when 
attending stand-up comedy, but 
this was a show with a differ-
ence. Weapons of Mass Hilarity 
showcases comics with links to 
the Middle East, and the friend 
I was with is British Iraqi. Of 
course she wanted to sit at the 
front and see me picked on for 
a change. 

Fortunately David Lewis, our 
MC, is an equal opportunities 
offender. Myself and all the 
other white guys (also, inevi-
tably, called James) copped our 
fair share, but so did a sep-
tuagenarian Iraqi engineer, an 
Assyrian family, and Lewis’ own 
mother, who wasn’t even there 
but had to be apologised to re-
peatedly.

But that’s kinda the point. 
This night is a reclamation as 
much as it is a celebration: 
here are the things that unite 
us, and here are the things 
that we have the right to take 
the piss out of ourselves 
about, and frankly we’re going 
to be funnier than you while we 
do it.

It was a dizzying line-up. 
Maria Shehata set the tone, 
the Egyptian-American comedian 
brilliant in both material and 
delivery. The audience boiled 
with recognition laughter at 
Shehata’s description of par-
ents who think you’re dead if 
you don’t answer the phone [1];



I especially liked the compar-
ison of women who don’t want 
children with topless men on 
the tube – it’s allowed, but we 
don’t like it, do we?

Next was WMH founder Jenan You-
nis, already the object of Lew-
is’ ironic ire due to the num-
ber of people in the audience 
claming to be there specifical-
ly to see her. We enjoyed the 
full range of Younis’ materi-
al, from home counties racism, 
body hair norms and unfortunate 
autocorrects; and doctors, sexy 
and otherwise. Our favourite 
bit? Her white friends plan-
ning an adventure on a dinghy 
post-lockdown, and Younis ex-
plaining why her somewhat lack 
of comfort with that had noth-
ing to do with the water.

Remember the seventy-ish guy in 
the audience? His son, Yazan 
Fetto, was on stage next. “Any 
Iraqis in the audience” was met 
by a single-person bellow next 
to me, and a fun riff on how 
this was not the answer he was 
planning for.

I enjoyed Fetto’s set, but 
there were some groaners in 
there – some of the puns around 
Christianity teetered the line 
of so-bad-they’re-good and so-
bad-they’re-bad. We were on 
better ground with the enjoy-
ably tasteless material about 
his Nigerian wife, whose emails 
you will probably be able to 
find in your spam folder as I 
write.

The hills are alive with the 
sound of Victoria Howden! To-

night’s headliner was part 
naif, part diaphragm, with 
brilliant, witty, and memorable 
tales of being a musical-ob-
sessed kid growing up in Jeru-
salem. Though Howden’s stage 
persona – think Björk in the 
It’s Oh So Quiet video, only 
six foot tall – is much looser 
than one expects from a stand-
up, don’t be fooled: the pull 
back and reveal of why she was 
even on the bill was master-
fully timed, the songs were 
beautiful, and the stories very 
funny indeed. 

And poof! All of a sudden, the 
metaphorical curtain was down, 
our metaphysical tour was over, 
and all that was left was for 
my friend to venture, blinking, 
into the evening light and go 
share stories with some fellow 
Iraqis.

**** ½ out of *****

[1] my friend: “when she looked 
aghast at the suggestion of her 
white friends that she ‘just 
ignore the call’ I was laugh-
ing so hard I had to gasp for 
breath”. 

Proceeds for this show were 
donated to MAP (medical aid 
for Palestinians) and Shlama 
Foundation. Use Ask Jeeves or 
your favourite search engine 
of choice to find out more, and 
perhaps donate yourself.

Weapons of Mass Hilarity re-
turns on October 30th....



London Comedy 
Listings

We here at Factually Inaccurate only inform you of the very 
CHOICEST alternative comedy nights in London. Until we have more 
space, at which point we may tell you about things moderately 

less juicy.

Please patronise these shows but do not be patronising, if you 
see what I mean. Tell them we sent you.

Tuesday 14th September
Luke Rollason: Bowerbird (Work 
in Progress), Museum of Comedy, 
£7, 8:30pm

Wednesday 15th September
Yuriko Kotani, Work in Pro-
gress, Museum of Comedy, £10, 
20:30

Thursday 16th September
Elf Lyon’s House of Horrors: 
2Northdown, 8:30pm, £9

Friday 17th September
Do The Right Scene - Special 
Delivery, Hoopla at The Miller, 
8pm, £9.75

Sunday 19th September 2021
Stand-up Philosophy: The Bill 
Murray, 6:00pm, £7.50

Thursday 23rd September
Sindhu Vee: Alphabet, Hackney 
Empire, 8pm, £19.50

Monday 27th September
Shazia Mirza: Coconut, Soho 
Theatre, 7pm, £12

Tuesday 28th September
Next Level Sketch, with Egg and 
Cry Babies, Hoopla at The Mill-
er, 8pm, £8.50

Wednesday 29th September
Charlie’s Comedy Cabaret: Hoop-
la at The Miler, 8pm, £9.75

OR

Funny Femmes WIP, Battersea 
Arts Centre, Pay What You Can, 
7pm

Monday 4th October
Harry Hill (WIP), Soho Theatre, 
7pm, £17

Tuesday 5th October
Crybabies: Danger Brigade, 
9:15pm, £15



EDINBURGH 
MADNESS

Every month, we make Factually 
Inaccurate co-producer Maddi 
Sainsbury do something ludi-
crous. Naturally, for August 
we sent her to the Edinburgh 
Fringe. For like, one day. 

Our roving reporter filed this 
report from somewhere on the 

M1...

I can no longer accurately 
judge how long journeys are. 
Or perhaps time has stopped 
working properly for me. 

I suspect this is the same for 
all people who were students 
or unemployed when the pandem-
ic struck. I have discovered 
that since shows have started 
up again, and since I’ve start-
ed travelling to places other 
than the Tesco up the road, 
journeys by car train or bus 
feel like they take at least 8 
times longer than they should. 
Certainly 8 times longer than 
they did pre pandemic. 

Last night I got a bus to Ed-
inburgh. As you might imagine, 
this being a London centric 
comedy fanzine for a show 
based in London, this was not 
a quick journey. 

Eight hours - assuming the bus 
leaves on time, there’s no 
traffic, and nothing goes wrong. 
Now, I’ve picked three things 
for rule of three reasons, as 
the only problem we had was 
the bus not arriving on time 

and therefore not leaving on 
time. 

The bus felt like it took about 
three days, even though I was 
asleep. Every time I opened my 
eyes I felt like we were near-
ing Edinburgh, only for me to 
quickly realise we were still 
in Kilburn. But, eventually I 
made it to Edinburgh. 

It’s very weird not seeing all 
the posters, not being handed 
a flyer every few seconds, and 
not being able to turn a cor-
ner and see someone juggling. 
Usually this is an effect of 
arriving on the last day of 
the festival, but mostly its a 
pandemic thing. 

I wandered around my usual 
fringe spots, the shockingly 
empty underpass that usual-
ly has a yurt, a double deck-
er bus, a potato van, and a 
shed. Bristo square this year 
is full of graduating students 
and fewer fringe venues. After 
feeling thoroughly saddened by 
the lack of the bus and accou-
trements, I went to the pleas-
ance courtyard for my first 
show. 

I should point out I finished 
my walk around Edinburgh at 
half eleven, and my first show 
wasn’t until 5. But, this at 
least gave me time to write 
this, and decide what on earth 
I’m going to talk about on 
stage next Factually Inaccu-
rate (tonight, if you’re read-
ing this when it was handed to 
you before the show.) 



Tim Fitzhigham drank a pint of 
champagne through a bugle at 
the end of his show. Genuine-
ly impressive, and would be 
a perfect end to any trip to 
Edinburgh. I’ve just started 
mine, and to be honest it’s a 
bit downhill from there. 

The other shows I went to were 
a lot of fun, but nothing is 
topping Andrew Maxwell try-
ing to drown a friend on stage 
with champagne.  

After 4 shows, and a not great 
night’s sleep I’m on a train 
back to London in time for 
ACMS in haggerston. 

I’m not saying you’ve all got 
a lot to live up to as audi-
ence members but I have yet to 
see any of you travel over-
night on a cramped bus for 
Factually Inaccurate*. 

Maddi Sainsbury was speaking 
to the terrifying owl which 
runs Factually Inaccurate, 
though given all of the above, 
this might simply have been a 
hallucination

(*If you have, thank you so 
much for doing this, and you 
should really let us know. 
You might win a complete box 
set of buffy the vampire slay-
er on vhs. Which won’t fit on 
a cramped bus to Edinburgh, so 
for that I can only apologise, 
but the vhs’s are your problem 
now.)

CREDITS
Issue #3 of Factually Inac-
curate: A London Fanzine was 
written, edited and panicked 
over by James Walsh at 3am on 

the morning of the show.

Factually Inaccurate Stand-Up 
is produced by Maddi Sainsbury 

and James Walsh.

The cover art was by Made-
leine Horsley - @madshorsley 

on Twitter

The Dredge cartoon was by John 
Dredge - he’s @JohnDredge on 

Twitter

Show tech by the inexhaustable 
Jamie Clarke

Thanks so much to everyone who 
has played our show so far. 
You are: Yuriko Kotani, He-
leana Blackwell, MJ Hibbett, 
Charlie Vero-Martin, Felix 

Trench, Vix Leyton, Kate Mar-
tin, Jenan Younis, Sharlin 

Jahan, Drew Stearne, Michael 
Cumes, Luke Rollason, Thom 

Tuck, Richard Vranch, Eliza-
beth Smyth, Joz Norris, and 

Eleanor Morton.

We’re www.factuallyinaccurat-
estandup.com on the internet 
(get rid of the hyphen) and 

you can follow me and Maddi @
jamesofwalsh and @38geese.

No owls were harmed in the 
making of this fanzine, but 
plenty of humans were (by 

owls).




