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Day Three
To the snappily-titled weekly club Giant Tuesday Night Of Amazing Inventions And Also There Is A Game, a name that cannot really be revisited

The ambitious night takes place in the plush back room of a smart Upper East Side bar, all comfy sofas and modern art. And, it has to be said, several leagues above the down-at-heel function rooms which host the majority of British comedy clubs.

It offers an eclectic mix of performers: stand-up, sketches, character comics even, this week, an improvised puppet-based double act.

Standards, it has to be said, are variable, Several acts seem one-gag gimmicks stretched very thin - and some of the stand-ups peddle unexciting material (incomprehensible train announcements, for example) or rambling anecdotes that never reach a punchline.

Those taking part all seem to be of a better technical standard than an equivalent London club, though - slick and confident to the end, even if the material gives no reason for such surity.

The evening, though, is held together by Francisco Guiglioni - a Boliviguayan entertainer created by comic Andres du Bouchet, and his backing band Muddle Of Pud.

Guiglioni never takes anything too seriously, although the character is ostensibly an earnest chap, warming the crowd up (and rescuing them after the patchier acts) by getting them to recreate stupid sound effects.

The band, too, add an extra layer of fun, playing the acts on and off with idiotic jingles. But the highlight of the night is the game - well worth its billing in the title.

Tonight's extravaganza was a variation of 'Am I hot, or am I not?', with Guiglioni taking things to ridiculous extremes. Very silly, and very funny, and a cracking way to end the night.

