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DEVO THE HUMAN LEAGUE
DEVO LIVE 1980 (TARGET VIDEQ) LIVE AT THE DOME (SECRET FILMS)
“It was a dark Electronic
time. The American music will never
President, Ronald die only because
Reagan, a former of its proper

actor in motion pic-
ture entertainment,
presided over the
land,” reads the
text. It recedes
into the screen Star
Wars-style to set
the scene and we're
transported back to
“August 17, 1980.
Planet Earth. The United States of America.” It
was a time when five self-ascribed spuds from
the “industrial wasteland” of Akron, Ohio, had
just released what would become their highest-
placing album, freedom of Choice.

Devo Live 1980 is a rarity in that it captures
a full-length show from a band at its peak,
rather than piecing together scattered footage
to show quality versions of every song. It's the
closest you can come to experiencing the early
excitement of Devo live and in the flesh.

Onstage, they look like nerds possessed.
Mark Mothersbaugh is the rail-thin, spectacled
math teacher you would've pelted with spit
wads the moment he turned his back. And in
a strange way, Devo is teaching, but it's not
math they're interested in. They're on a mis-
sion to spread the theory of de-evolution—the
maxim that holds that mankind is actually de-
evolving, becoming a herd of robotic, corpo-
rate clones, each one indistinguishable from
the next—to anyone whose mind is ready.
They work the stage like machines, dressed
alike, their motions jerky and erratic.

Though the audio is merely adequate, the
picture is sharp and vivid. Camera angles shift
at all the right moments, capturing the entire
band, sweaty and determined. The audience,
curiously, is never featured, leaving you to
wonder how, exactly, people reacted to the
whole mind-expanding experience.

The stage show is as simplistic as much
of the music—and that’s a good thing. Light
beams pulse on and off behind the band. They
play just over 20 songs, two of the high points
being stunning versions of “Uncontrollable
Urge” and “Gut Feeling.”

For Devo fans, it's essential viewing, either
a reminder of the times or a glimpse at what
we missed. Non-enthusiasts should be forced
to watch as well, and if they aren’t impressed,
at least they'll see how much more there is to

this band than “Whip It.” | Daniel 0’Malley

start. The Human
League established
that during the late
'70s in Sheffield, as
the dark and avant-
garde cooperative
COMPpOsSIiNg Songs
about silkworms
. and giants. They
threw a curveball to the rest of the northemn
England steel town by parting ways with the
original set of sound suppliers behind the lore
and hiring on a couple of girls who just hap-
pened to be out clubbing. Philip Oakey wanted
to be part of the next Abba; with the help of
Joanne Catherall and Susan Anne Sulley, they
weren't Abba—they were their own effigy.

Live at the Dome captures the last show of
the Human League’s 2003 world tour. The tim-
ing was right for the trio as they loaded up the
renowned Brighton Dome. Sulley (the blond)
had plenty of practice simply being vampy;
Catherall (the brunette), although slightly
more reserved, displayed her usual girl-next-
door splendor. Oakey's (the buzz cut) stage
presence seemed a little more relaxed than nor-
mal. He has the stage persona of a party host,
covering all the stage by walking very rapidly
from one side to the other. He's appeared even
more comfortable when performing songs
from the latest record, Secrets. Oakey is at
his best during “Empire State Human,” where
he—gasp—dances. The moves are childlike
but the idea is to grow up to be “tall tall tall,
as big as a wall wall wall.” His smile is the
sparkle on the polished chrome of a trademark
Human League performance.

Producer and director Dave Meehan
churned out a very clean and crisp view of the
band. The many cameras scattered through-
out the venue became a little monotonous in
places, but the result was more ostentatious
than irregular. The major bonus lies in the
DVD’s features, which includes a full inter
view with the trio along with an extensive
look behind the scenes throughout their world
tour (including footage of University City's
Pageant—albeit brief and unpopulated, sadly).
Clearly, Live at the Dome isn't for casual fans
or even someone wanting to revisit the wistful-
ness of the '80s. It's a nice token to the follow-

ers but, alas—anyone else won't appreciate it
as much. | Cory Hoehn
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