Funny Going’s On Down On The Farm

I’ve been on the funny farm this month.  Those who know me well might say it’s about time but they’d be disappointed when they realised that the funny farm in question is the Funny Farm Comedy Club at Wivenhoe Football Club.  Organised once a month by Hazel Humphreys the Funny Farm is gaining a reputation as a good gig and on my experience that’s well deserved.

American comic Scott Capurro topped the bill the night I went and was worth the admission charge on his own but was well supported by Andy Watson, Geoff Taylor, and Rodney Marques who were in turn introduced by MC Tony Cowards.  First up on a comedy night is not an easy gig.  The comic is never going to bring the house down; I mean people haven’t even finished their second drink!  But Rodney did well enough to make me look forward to the rest of the evening.  Geoff Taylor could get a job as a Don Estelle look-a-like, although he might pass as Britney Spears now, although on second thoughts…  He was funny though, with an abundance of stories centred on everyday mundane happenings and how he gets stitched up by his autistic son.  

Andy Watson made me feel old!  I now the cliché is that when coppers start looking young you know you’re old but what about when comics look like they should still be mopping around their bedrooms?  Despite being North West comedian of the year (North West? Pah!  What do Liverpool and Manchester know about comedy eh?)  he stumbled a bit.  His material was disrupted by chat at the bar, which he did his best to ignore, and at one point he dried completely for a minute.  That said he’s going to be a name to watch.  He’s energetic, quite physical and his material was lapped up by the students in the room.  If he needed a lesson in how to deal with distractions in the audience it was coming right up when Scott Capurro took the stage.

Scott, a San Franciscan, is camper than a troop of Brighton boy scouts pitching a row of pink chiffon tents.  Although in Scott’s case you’ll find that the chiffon tears you apart like shark’s skin and the guy ropes are razor wire.  He too had to deal with the distraction at the bar.  A group, who by their own admission were at their first comedy night, obviously thought we’d all paid to listen to them rather than the comedians.  Scott poked up with this for about…oh, a minute I reckon and then turned his material on them.  What he said could in no way be considered diplomatic or PC but as an exercise in crowd control it was first class.  Focusing on their ringleader who, having refused to give his name, he christened Cindy, Scott proceeded to let him know what he would like to do with him.  Don’t get me wrong, it was all very complimentary, I guess, but not what your average twenty something male wants to hear from a tall, confident homosexual on Viagra, particular when it’s accompanied by the braying laughter of the rest of the room.  Give him his due, the guy took it well…er I mean he accepted what was being said to him with alacrity (didn’t want you to get hold of the wrong end of the stick!) and they even had a chat when the show had finished (although the guy left pretty quickly – strange that?).  I can’t imagine Scott Capurro ever being invited to give his views to the General Synod of The Church of England but on this evidence I’d happily listen to his point of view again, although, laughter aside, I’d do it in silence.


Now let’s be fair here, Wivenhoe Football Club may not be everyone’s idea of an ideal comedy venue.  There’s no stage, or at least there’s not until two pallets have been nailed together and the room is small which lends intimacy but means that any order at the bar louder than a whisper tends to be heard by everyone.  Nevertheless these shortcomings are more than overridden by the quality of the comics, the enthusiasm of the clientele and Hazel’s hard work.  Four comedians and a compere for a fiver (£3.50 for concessions) is good value in anyone’s book and when one of those comedians is of the standard of Scott Capurro… well it’s bargain of the year.  Coming up in the near future are comics the standard of Norman Lovett (Holly from Red Dwarf) and Simon Munnery, so if you like your comedy from the top floor but want to pay bargain basement prices you’d be hard pressed to do better than get down to The Funny Farm.  For details on future gigs go to www.wivenhoefunnyfarm.co.uk.

