
Review of Mark Thomas at The Junction: four stars 

Mark Thomas is a comedian different from the rest. Instead of droning on about his rubbish life, 

complaining about his mother-in-law or telling anecdotes of what happened to him on the way to the 

gig, his jokes are fresh, political and relevant.  

I must admit, I was a bit dubious pre-gig. The audience consisted of generic middle aged people and 

youths with fluorescent turquoise hair. I actually sat on the dreadlocks of the guy sitting next to me – 

now that was awkward. However, after a slow start Thomas became increasingly likable and excited.  

Mark Thomas, author of the recent expose on Coca Cola, „Belching out the Devil‟, started his gig by 

recounting tales of his political activism. Like the time he turned up to Parliament to sit on an anti-

torture council, forgetting he had thumb cuffs and shackles in his pocket. He also spoke about the 

trouble makers at the G20 summit – you know, the ones in the blue uniforms with numbers on the 

shoulders and funny hats. 

There was a guest comedian called Will Hodgson who did a quick set before the interval. He had 

bright pink hair and fingernails (which explained the rainbow-splattered audience) and was covered in 

„ta‟‟oos‟. I suppose he could be found funny if you enjoy monotonous and empty ramblings from a 

30-something, with one of those accents in which every syllable with an “r” doubles in length. I 

happen to not. 

After a ridiculously long interval (I did a Tesco shop) Thomas returned to the stage and was really on 

form. “It cannot have escaped your notice that we are up a Creek called Shit”, the show is advertised. 

The idea is, whilst making gags about the current political, economic, social and everything situation, 

to collect in policies from the audience and at the end of the tour to have created a manifesto which 

Thomas has promised to follow up on. Policies discussed included, “Force all Daily Mail readers to 

live abroad as asylum seekers”, “Make Margaret Thatcher pay for her own funeral” and “Change the 

national anthem to the Imperial March from Star Wars”.  

The gig was interesting, gave humorous financial advice (“the biggest oxymoron since Channel Five 

News”) and opened a forum for political discussion in an environment of comfortableness and 

laughter. And in true British style, we ended by singing the nation anthem. All together now: Dum, 

dum, dum, dum da dum, dum da dummm.  

Lauren Davidson 

 


