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DRESDEN DOLLS/JASON WEBLEY/The Stone PonpApril 6

by Catfy Millar
ASBURY PARK—I! was a baautiful night for a siroll down the beach,
the end of a hine, arly spring day. Although the surf had a strong pusl,
The Stone Pony beckoned with the promise of a "real show.”

For anyone who arrived fale, the firsl patformance of the night was
in itsef worth the price of admission. Jason Webley, from Seatfle, took
the slage In a raggedy trench coat, fedosa hat and big old accordion
Opening with a melancholy song called “Life,” one was immedialely
struck by the infensity and passion of his performance. He followed
with & playful cal! and response “Aaar “divaark during which he
regaled everyone with aardvark observations and inviled the crovd [o
waltz. He did a manic version of Springsteen’s 'm On Fire," dubbeng
it & mix between Asbury Park and the Dresden Dolls. During 1hes song
he urged, “everybody polka” On many songs, he accompanied himself
with a vodka botthe shaker containing & féw rocks. Some songs con-
sisled solety of Jason singing and foot stomping ocul a beal
Occasionally he'd pul down the aceardion and pick up a guitar. No
matier what, the istener was freated to his powerul desp voice (those
gasy comparisons lo Tom Wails be damned) and his amusing
erdraatias o join in fhe fun

Known as a pedormance arlist, Jason Is also a fine musécian and &
ClEver SR 18f, panning infrospeciive ballads o '-Z:"-'.'l]'_l' Sedl BUNRgS
He whipped the audience e a finger pooling frenzy. feeling the

power. and fickling the armpis ol ther reighbors dunng & song calied
“| Wanl Music That Tears liself Apart” During “Dnnlong Song” he asked
everyone 1o point their index fingess in the air, ook up and spin areund
12 times, and promised “we'l all gel very wasted.”

All in all, Jason Webley gave a remarkabée performance, an accor-
dwan-bearning minstrel who took his fellow lravelers on a journey
throwgh happiness, sadness and |ooniness. For me, Jason was &
priceless discovery whose music made my nighl!

The Dresden Dolls, the notonous Boston duo, lormed mig-2000,
and nawly signed 1o Roadrunner Records, strode onstage, hand in
hand, grnning ear to ear. With a flourish, they bowed 10 (he audenca,
than Brian Viglione defemed to his lovely comrade Amanda Paimer. As
they went to drums and paano respectvely, it was just two normal peo-
ple prepanng 1o do baltle with nesr Semans,

Their sef, although gquite lang, was both ear and eye caiching, and
not at all pretentious, Starting out with white painted faces and rosied
cheeks, before they were halfway through, the makeup was gone, bul
the songs remained the same. Amanda’s keyboard skills were impres-
sive. She coaxed gentle tinkng nofes from her piano, then pounced
and pounded oul thunderous power chords, all the while writhing
around on her piano stool, baraly abée to stay grounded. Bran's drum-
ming werged on melodic—capably playing with sticks, mafiels and
brushes, rising and siting, mugging and grimacing

Amandsa is a sirang woman with & strong voice. She slyly whisperad
a quiet litlle melody and then befled oul a boaming vocal attack. Her
vocals were unique, deep and well lempered, from full-throated arias
to sniffles and growls, Often she got the gégoles over somelning she
sang. Although many of thair songs dealt wih darkness and gloom,
fhe Dofis looked lika this was pure enjoyment at all imes

Of course they played “Coin Operated Boy, impressve i its light,
jorky robot glitches. Amanda questioned Il there were any fans of
George Bush in the house (a resounding noj, then wenl on 10 rendsr
a spine-chilling interpretation of Black Sabbalh's “War Pigs. To change
trhve mood, and get up close and persanal, bath Armanda and Brian
came to the fronl of the stage, Brian on quitar, to play a sensual, dark
song caled “Amsterdam,” a huge crowd favarite. They also performed
“Dirty Business,” "Good Day” the punky "Girl Anachronism,” the odd
“Jeep Song” and some brand new maleral

A queck infermission preceded an almosl 163 ong encong, which
began with Jason YWebley and Maya Viglione {Brian s sisler) joining he
Dwollz for an impassioned sing along, i felf as if the ancora equalad the
show in length, but the energy from the audienco saemead to power up

the Dolls, and they just kepl gang and going and going.

The Dresden Dolls ware another unexpacted surprise, not arlsy-
fartsy but really enlertaining, as cerebral as you want with intelligent
poetic, neurcdic, bizarre hyrics, and no-frills, gui-grabiing, meaningly
music. Amanda and Bran ware at all times precise and synergelic
Irue show{walmen in every sense of the word. Be wary of ihe cabarel
act and avant garde theatre comparnsons. R puts the Dresden Dolls ir
a league, which isn't entirely appealing, almest like a novelly act. Jus
think in ferrrs of an wnlikely musical coupling that works impaccably
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