
T
HE first time I was on stage was 
at an embassy do in Germany. 
I was five years old, my brother 
was four and it was the most 
traumatic thing. My dad said we 

were really talented, we could sing. Dad 
said we’d sing the Pakistan national anthem 
but we didn’t know it so I started singing 
the German one. The look of horror on my 
dad’s face and the audience [reaction] ... it 
was horrible. I’ve had really bad stage fright 
since but I’ve always wanted to perform.

I did my first comedy course just after 
9/11 and then did three gigs after that, the 
last one at the House of Commons. I did 
this little routine, pulled out water guns and 
got pulled off stage. I didn’t know what was 
happening, I just thought, “This is awful” 
and felt humiliated.

When my death on stage happened at 
the House of Commons I forgot about 
performing – in 2005 I saw a course and 
thought, “I’ve got to do it or else I’m never 
going to.” It took me two years on the 
circuit to battle the nerves. At the first gig 
after the House of Commons one I froze.

I think I’ve finally got over the trauma 
that Dad instilled all those years ago. Now 
I can just die on stage normally and I don’t 
have to die on stage because of massive fear.

I don’t think there is such a thing as 
a Muslim joke, I’m just talking from my 
experience. The whole point is that there 
isn’t a homogenised Islam, there isn’t a 
homogenised Muslim person and I think 
it’s important that, as a comedian, I try to 
get that across somehow.

After all the negative things and 
especially after 9/11 I felt it was important 

for me to say I am Muslim. I want you to 
see there’s more of me than there are of 
those nutters. There are more shades of me.

As a comedian, I’m not trying to convert 
anyone, I’m not trying to slag off Islam, 
I’m just saying these are the issues that I’ve 
got, this is my experience of Islam. I’m sick 
of being preached at and I certainly don’t 
want to do that to anyone else. The whole 
point of my show is that I’ll sit on the fence 
because in many things I can see both sides.

I want my show to be about love, creating 
a sense of unified love. Instead of being 
suspicious when you see a woman in a 
burqa, say hello. Similarly Muslims need 
to talk more, they need to come to comedy 
nights, they’re too afraid to say anything.

My show Immigrant Diaries was born 
post-Edinburgh 2012. The Olympics were 
full of love and then I came back and had 
a fantastic Edinburgh and people were 
talking about immigration. I suddenly 
realised I’m seen as the immigrant. I 
thought I’d done my initiation – suddenly 
I’ve become the outsider again.

I thought, “Statistics don’t tell the story, 
people do.” The Immigrant Diaries is a 
simple idea – people telling their stories – 
but it’s powerful because they resonate.

I like it when people smile when they’re 
leaving the show and I think: “I’ve helped 
do that.” It’s the best job in the world.

Sajeela Kershi performs Shallow Halal at the 
Laughing Horse @ The Newsroom, Edinburgh from 
August 6-11, 13-16, 18-23 and 25-30. She will host 
Immigrant Diaries at the Assembly Rooms from 
August 6-16 and 18-30. Visit edfringe.com
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BE A FEMALE  
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This week we’re ...

REFRESHING DREAMING LOST

... our scent 
choices with 
Givenchy’s 
new take on 
Dahlia Divin 
Eau de Toilette. 
Blood orange, 
peach and 
blackcurrant 
top notes, it 
says here. We 
say: summer in 
a bottle.

… in the pages of 
The Beechwood 
Airship Interviews 
(The Friday 
Project, £14.99), 
Dan Richards’s 
strange, beguiling 
book of interviews 
with the likes of 
Bill Drummond 
and James Dean 
Bradfield about 
craft and art. 

… of spending a night 
or two in the new 
Paris hotel Maison 
Souquet, a den of 
sensuality and colour 
that has no interest 
in minimalism. That 
might be why it’s not 
cheap, of course. 
Visit maisonsouquet.
com.
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FIRST UP

What it feels like to ...



takes earth and stone and 
multiplies the powerful, 
profound effect they can 
have on you. I’m feeling it 
now: landscape on skin and 
bone and mind.

There’s also something 
else going on here, 
something that uplifts me 
and depresses me too, 
because this site near 
Sanquhar in Ayrshire, just 
down the road from my 
house, used to be an open-
cast mine. You can still see 
some ugly sheets of coal 
beneath Jencks’ stone stars. 
The past has been partially 
covered, but not buried.

I should be happy about 
it. I should be pleased this 
place has been regenerated 
in a way that others haven’t 
(many companies have 
been allowed to abandon 
their open-cast mines). 
But maybe some of the 
melancholia I’m feeling 
today is because we’re still 
doing this to land – still 
driving in the trucks and 
scooping out the coal and 
leaving the dirt behind and 
my beautiful Nith Valley 
has suffered more than 
others.

So I go back home and do 
my own bit of landscaping. 
It’s just a little project, in 
the corner of my garden. I 
gather stones from around 
and about and I pile 
them up in to little walls, 
separated by strips of earth. 
I don’t know what you’d 
call it – a rockery, a terrace 
– but I’m liking the effect. 
The great stones of the 
Multiverse have had their 
effect on me, and now these 
little stones are doing the 
same. I’m building a wall, 
and I’m calm again.

The Multiverse is open from 
10am until 6pm every day in 
August. See www.
crawickmultiverse.co.uk

WEARING OVERCOMING

… our aversion to listening to music in 
the open air to catch King Creosote at 
the Kelvingrove Bandstand in Glasgow 
on Thursday as part of Magners Summer 
Nights. Well, it is just around the corner.

… flowers in our hair as part of 
Finlandia’s Midnight Sun Sessions 
tomorrow afternoon at the Blackbird 
in Edinburgh. DJ Crazy P is spinning 
discs from 3pm to 8pm, there’s a 
Finnish barbecue and we might just 
be tempted to take a vodka or two.

MARK SMITH

I am a pinpoint on 
a giant scientific 

diagram rolled out  
on the ground

T
HIS used to be a 
scar on the skin 
of the earth, but 
look at it now. I’m 
standing right at 

the top, looking from the 
north to the south, along 
the top of the grass, and 
through the stones and on 
to the hills and it’s weird 
but what is that feeling? 
What is the effect it’s having 
on me?

Even Molly the dog 
seems to be feeling the 
atmosphere. Normally, she 
operates a direct strategy 
to every problem but today 
she’s taking the long way 
round, looping round and 
round the hill below me, 
tongue lolling, eyes wide; 
intense. I’ve never seen her 
like this before.

Standing at the 
northernmost end of the 
site, high up on the wigwam 
hill, I try to find a word for 
it: the effect this landscape 
is having on me. Disturbing? 
Unsettling? Moving? What 
would the creator’s word 
be for it? Cosmological? 
Galactic? Universal?

The creator is Charles 
Jencks, the architect and 
gardener, and like many 
of his other works, this 
project, which he calls the 
Multiverse, is a garden 
and a creative landscape 
(he was one of the initial 
driving forces behind the 
Maggie’s Centres, the 
refuges for cancer patients 
that are named after his late 
wife). But the shapes in the 
Multiverse have also been 
inspired by cosmological 
phenomena; it’s like a giant 
scientific diagram rolled out 
on the ground and I’m a 
pinpoint on it.

Do I like it and the effect 
it’s having on me? I’m not 
sure. Jencks doesn’t do 
pretty or quaint or even 
gorgeous, which is how I 
was taught outdoor spaces 
should be; instead, he 

AGE CONCERNS
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Teddy Jamieson is away.


