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NATALIE’S 

BACK TO HER 
BEST AT LAST

Dingwalls, London  HHH

O2 Arena, London  HHHHH

Moho Live, Manchester  H

Menier Chocolate Factory  HHHH

Luminaire, London  HHHH

NATALIE IMBRUGLIA

Royal Festival Hall  HHHHH

WALKING WITH DINOSAURS

VAGABOND

ON FORM: Nat’s
Imbrilliant again

FORBIDDEN BROADWAY

7 WORLDS COLLIDE

WITH just four actors and their musical direc-
tor, this could be called four spoofs and a
pianist.

And it’s a mad, fab, send up of all our favour-
ite musicals from the Jersey Boys —“walk like a
man, sing like a girl”—and “Billy Idiot”, to the
long-lived Les Miserables: “10 more years” be-
moans an arthritic Valjean to the tune of “One
More Day”.

Its claws-out, ever-fresh lyrics about current
life on stage—plus a willingness by producers
to see their tunes sent up into the stratosphere
—made Forbidden Broadway New York’s long-

est running musical comedy review. And it
transfers to the Menier’s cosy club-like stage
perfectly.

Far from feeling US-over-the-top and over
here, it’s got home-grown warmth thanks to the
super talented Alasdair Harvey, Anna-Jane Ca-
sey, Steven Kynman and Sophie-Louise Dann.

Even the distinctive snorting laugh of Radio
2’s very own EP, Elaine Paige, elbows its way
in. Saw Wicked? This is wickeder.
 LIZ VERCOE
l Booking to September 13. Phone 020 7907
7060 or visit www.menierchocolatefactory.com

IT’S been, gulp, 12 years
since Natalie Imbruglia’s
biggest hit Torn.
Her last two singles both stalled at
No 23, so October’s new album Come
To Life is make or break time.
Trying to whip up a buzz about her
return, Natalie’s playing a few tiny pubs
more used to hosting indie scruffs with
names like Pierced Badger And The Toe-
nails than glamorous ex-soap stars.
As nobody could hum her recent singles
in a hurry, so long as Natalie plays Torn it
leaves her free to test the new material out
— she’s only half-joking when she pouts
“Oh, you’re on my side now” after perform-
ing Torn three songs in.
Natalie’s been guilty of taking herself too
seriously in the past, over-compensating for
her start in Neighbours by making music
that’s ever so earnest in a bid to yell: “I’m a
tortured artist, honest.”
It’s a huge relief that both her new songs

and Natalie herself are heaps of fun for the
lucky few fans.
Three new songs were co-written with
Chris Martin. While it’s easy to imagine him
nodding his head at the piano for the
ballads Lukas and Fun, discotastic new
single Want is most un-Coldplaylike, a 21st
century I Will Survive.

Struts
With Natalie all cheekbones and leering
smile as she shimmers around the stage,
blokes in the audience don’t know whether
to leer back or find the nearest cold
shower.
By the time Natalie struts out Cameo—
pure filth to rival her fellow ex-Ramsay
Street resident Kylie’s sexiest moments—
there’s just a sweaty mess in the crowd
where some of the men used to be. Eight-

een months after Natalie divorced
Silverchair rocker Daniel Johns, it’s not all
upbeat.
Scars is the most obvious break-up song,
as Natalie sings: “You’ve got your new
friends, I’ve got a broken heart.” That’s the
ballad that will be on drivetime radio for
ever more.
This time round, however, it’s mainly
about throwing off any marital strife to have
a laugh and forget how stifled Natalie’s
music could be.
For the finale, Natalie’s five-man backing
band drag up in feather boas and skirts as
she dons a top hat for new swing song
Wild About It.
With her cheeky grin she purrs: “I’m wild
about it”, and it’s clear that whatever “It” is
probably doesn’t have anything to do with
a night in with a pizza and Sky Plus.
More to the point, it’s been a while, but
Ms Imdroolia’s music is finally ready to
drive people wild again.

JOHN EARLS

THE NATIONAL

HOW have five blokes in
their mid 30s become
the most talked-about
band in America — de-
spite having already
released four albums?

Like their heroes
REM, the New Yorkers
have slowly built a
word-of-mouth cult —
and new ballad Cry Baby
could easily be their Los-
ing My Religion break-
through hit when album
five is out next year.

The all-seated venue
is so posh there’s a
royal box (“Whaddya
mean, the Queen isn’t
here?” moans lanky
singer Matt Berninger.)

Their raucous rock ’n’
roll soon has the crowd
on its feet, though it’s
ballads like About To-
day that really hit home.

Intense and unpredicta-
ble, Berninger plays
bongos on an ice-bucket
before sliding on his
knees in a pool of spilled
wine. He’s as chaotic as
their songs are perfectly
structured. Worth the
hype, and then some.

JOHN EARLS

SINGER Neil Finn has
organised a double
album of new songs by
Radiohead, KT Tunstall,
Johnny Marr and rock-
ers Wilco for his super-
group in aid of Oxfam.

Very fine it is too, and
the gig is fun despite
only two members each
of Wilco and Radiohead
backing easygoing Finn.

Radiohead’s Phil
Selway joins the short
list of great singing
drummers with sweet
vocals on two ballads,
while guitarist Ed
O’Brien makes a decent
straight man for Finn’s
stream of gags.

“If this all goes
wrong, at least we’ve
all got good day jobs to
go back to,” says Finn,
before an encore of his
hits.

True enough, but this
moonlighting isn’t too
shabby. And at how
many shows do you get
to say: “The members
of Radiohead couldn’t
stop laughing all
night”?  JOHN EARLS

KYLIE, Girls Aloud,
Sugababes—production
team Xenomania have a
glittering pop CV. But
their latest charges Vag-
abond represent their
first certifiable dud.

A cloying pop-rock
outfit, they have no origi-
nal ideas. In fact, they
look and sound like
Dancing In The Moon-
light chumps Toploader
by ripping off classic
rock ’n’ soul riffs.

New single Don’t
Wanna Run No More
may be getting consider-
able radio play, but the
way it’s churned out in
front of a near-empty
venue is utterly joyless.
I Know A Girl and Sweat
Until The Morning don’t
fare much better either.

As Xenomania know,
good pop can often get
by on enthusiasm and
personality — but this lot
don’t have any of that.
They’ll probably enjoy
short-lived success sell-
ing singles to fickle teen
girls, but they’re still
atrocious. RICK MARTIN

BASED on the BBC tele-
vision series of the
same name, this brilliant
£10 million show brings
the giant reptiles back
to life more than 60 mil-
lion years after they
became extinct.

The premise is simple
— a cavernous arena,
clever lighting to simu-
late volcanoes and life-
size animatronic models
that scare and excite in
equal measure.

The narrator, a safari-
suited palaeontologist
called Huxley (played by
Dominic Rickhards),
talks you through their
200-million year
evolution as Tyrannosau-
rus Rex, stegosaurus
and co lumber about.

But it’s much more
fun than a puppet show
Jackanory—factual, edu-
cating and accessible.

Having a life-size bra-
chiosaurus as big as
two buses snorting in
front of you gives real-
ism to a live spectacle.

For all those forced to
sit through appallingly
bad children’s shows for
the sake of little Johnny,
this one is different.

There are no sicken-
ing storylines or irritat-
ing songs. This is David
Attenborough for kids—
totally T-rexellent.

STUART JEFFERY
lWWD is at Liverpool Echo
Arena, August 19-23, and
Wembley Arena, August 26-31
(www.dinosaurlive.com, 0844
875 9000)


