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This is the first UK exhibition of work by the Berlin art-punk group Die Tddliche Doris
(The Deadly Doris). Founded in 1980 the group created records, tapes, films,
performances, and exhibited their work widely including at documenta 8. Their
seven-year plan saw the group dissolved into a bottle of Italian white wine in 1987.

Led by artist Wolfgang Muller, Doris was conceived both as a conceptual music
group and a character resembling a super housewife philosopher. Dada inspired, her
identity constantly evolved, refusing a singular definition or image. Die Tddliche Doris
were central to the new atonal music scene in 1980s West Berlin, performing at artist
Martin Kippenberger’s infamous music venue SO 36 and the Festival of Ingenious
Dilletantes.

The exhibition re-presents their 1981 LP “ ” with its thirteen accompanying
fashion styles, each created to express a different personality trait. In 1998 the LP
was re-released interpreted through sign language and gesture, translating the
original music and lyrics into a form of soundless music.

Since 1987 Wolfgang Muller has created exhibitions, performances, books, audio
plays and music projects internationally. For more information see
www.wolfgangmueller.net

A limited edition print and multiple are available for sale to accompany this exhibition.
The print is of the work Carpet-Tile-Hair-Style (edition of 5) and the multiple is the
object Ornamental Brace (edition of 4). For more information and prices contact
mail@altgallery.org

Die TSdliche Doris in Signs and Gestures / Die TSdliche Doris in
Gebardensprachlicher Gestaltung

The exhibition presents the video Die Todliche Doris in Signs and Gestures, staged
at the Deaf Music Festival between 27-29 November 1998 at Volksbuhne Berlin by
Freunde Guter Musik Berlin. Wolfgang Muller worked with sign language interpreters
Dina Tabbert and Andrea Schulz to reshape the LP into the medium of ‘deaf music’,
expressed entirely within and through the body, gestures, movements, interaction
and facial expession.

For many years Die Todliche Doris has been interested in the question of whether a
‘deaf music’ truly exists — music beyond sound, tones and noise. Their work with
deaf artists includes working with Gunther Puttrich-Reignard in 1980 to select the



right bass frequencies for “Death is a Scandal’: extremely low, irregular vibrations
that triggered the most violent movements in a pile of chick peas scattered in front of
the speakers.

The video can be watched ‘soundless’ or if you would like to hear the music you can
also listen with the headphones.

LP O e)

The rest of the exhibition shows the thirteen fashion styles which accompanied the
1981 LP “ “. This includes original artwork by Tabea Blumenschein,
prints and re-created objects, including the Ornamental Brace and Woodpecker
Shoe. The shoe was originally made by Nikolaus Utermdhlen out of bones, leather
and cartilage, it was exhibited once in the Berlin café Anderes Ufer and then
disappeared without a trace. It makes a special reappearance for this exhibition.

The following is an extract from the essay “Punk” by Wolfgang Muller:

“With our first long playing record we enclosed the second edition of the fashion
magazine “Boingo Osmopol”. The first few were produced by Blixa Bargeld in a small
edition of five, and offered for sale in his clothes shop “Eisengrau” in Goltzstrasse.
He was just founding the band Einsturzende Neubauten, and was selling pullovers
knitted with huge stitches and curious futuristic earrings. We asked ourselves the
question: what will come after the punk fashion? For every song on our first LP,
released in 1981, we developed an appropriate design. For the piece “Anti Tank
Rocket Launcher” square holes were shaved from the head, which could be filled
with the aid of exact fitting pieces of carpet. Hair and carpet fibres had to be of the
same length, so that the post punk hairstyle stays inconspicuous and the inevitable
commercial exploitation could be evaded. The carpet pieces would be stuck to the
scalp with flour paste. For the song “Main me the language” we evolved a so called
hair-language mutilation-style, which actually only consisted of the mutilated coarse
bristly hair at the back of the head. This hairstyle was documented with a photo, and
the process described by means of a drawing. To be carried out correctly you had to
cut your own hair. And furthermore, by right handed people with the left had by left
handed people with the right. Needless to say without a mirror.

From a flea market we acquired the twenty musty wigs in dull grey, brown and beige
tones which once would have been worn by old ladies, surely long deceased. From
these we developed a bikini with the left and right breasts covered by wigs. We
joined together two wigs with longer hair to make the bikini bottom. The bikini was
presented to the public for the first time in 1982 at the festival of “Geniale Diletanten”,
wore by our drummer at the time Dagmar Dimitroff. A reconstruction of the wig hair
bikini is in the private collection of artist Anton Henning.

The thirteen fashion styles are presented in the exhibition with accompanying text.
All the lyrics for the tracks are quoted below.



LP Side A —Track 1
Maim me the language
Maim me

Maim me

Maim me the language

All will be happy
When the words are maimed

All will be happy
When the words are maimed

Maim me / maim me /
maim me the language

Maim me / maim me /
maim me the words

LP Side A —Track 2

Trombones of Love

LP Side A —Track 3
Death is a Scandal (slow dance)

Death is a scandal
Death is a scandal

Rituals of atonement
The machinery is working
All of us hostages

Give and take

Death is a scandall

Door handles — ventilation grilles

Stummel mir die Sprache

StUmmel mir
StUmmel mir
StUmmel mir die Sprache

Alle werden glucklich
Wenn die Worter gestUmmelt werden

Alle werden glUcklich
Wenn die Laute gestUmmelt sind

StOmmel mir / StUmmel mir /
StUmmel mir die Sprache
StOmmel mir / StUmmel mir /
StOmmel mir die Worter

Posaunen der Liebe

Der Tod ist ein Skandal (Engtanz)

Der Tod ist ein Skandal
Der Tod ist ein Skandal

Rituale der SGhne

Die Maschine funktioniert
Alle sind wir Geiseln
Geben und Nehmen

Der Tod ist ein Skandall!

TUrklinken — LUftungsgitter — Heizkorper



—radiators
Death is a scandal

Wheel of harassment
The mastitis exalted (*)
All of us hostages
Open and close
Deathis a scandal!

Door handles — ventilation grilles
—radiators
Deathis a scandal

Do you think | could also wear
This dress in public?

Death is a scandal.

(*) Mastitis = BrustdrUsenentzOndung

Der Tod ist ein Skandal

Radt der Schikane

Die Mastitis exaltiert (*)

Alle sind wie Geiseln

Offnen und schlieBen

Der Tod ist ein Skandal!

TUrklinken — LUftungsgitter — Heizkorper

Der Tod ist ein Skandal

Kann ich dieses Kleid
Auch in der Offentlichkeit tragen?@

Der Tod ist ein Skandal.

Maistitis = inflammation of the mammary gland

LP Side A —Track 4
Anti-tank rocket launcher

Anti-tank rocket launcher
Comes rushing in

Down below the scab
The wound breaks open
Slap a band-aid onl!

LP Side A —Track 5
How quiet the woods are
How quiet the woods are

How quiet the woods are
How quiet the woods are

Panzerabwehrfaust

Panzerabwehrfaust
Kommt herbeigesaust
Tief im Unterschorf
Bricht die Wunde auf
Mach ein Pflaster drauf!

Wie still es im Wald ist

Wie still es im Wald ist
Wie still es im Wald ist
Wie still es im Wald ist



Only a woodpecker taps

On the trunks every once in a while
Here a horn of plenty*

Coming out from the moss.

Liesel, come and take my hand
Liesel, come and take my hand!

The most beautiful beech woods
in Hessen.

(*) Craterellus cornucopioides
es. frompeta de la muerta

LP Side A —Track 6
You are not being watched

You are not being watched

No one can see

No one sees the pre-ground fraces
in the mind’s gears

The worms in the faeces* / chair
The lily tattooed on the glans -

The black dress and the egg

No one gets it

No one can see

The lizard without feet

The black dress and the egg

The ripples over the flickering image
Gas in the lungs

No one can see

No one sees the blind worm

No one

(*) Stuhl, in German:
a) chair b) faeces

LP Side A —Track 7

Nur ein Specht klopft

Ab und zu an die Stdmme

Hier guckt eine Totentrompete*
Aus dem Moos

Liesel, fass mich an der Hand
Liesel, fass mich an der Hand!

Die schonsten Buchenwdder rauschen
rustle in Hesse.

Sie werden nicht beobachtet

Sie werden nicht beobachtet
Keiner kann was sehen

Niemand sieht die Vorschleifspuren
Im Kopfgetriebe

Die WUrmer im Stuhl*

Die Lilie auf die Eichel tatowiert —
Das schwarze Kleid und das Ei

Keiner kann's verstehen
Niemand kann was sehen

Die Eidechse ohne FUBe

Das schwartze Kleid und das Ei
Die Wellen Uber dem Flimmerbild
Gas in der Lunge

Keiner kann was sehen

Niemand sieht die Blindschleiche

Niemand



Hair in mouth*

Kiss on the mons
Mouth crack are lips
Use you tongue
Slap holes in the hole

The holes are still warm
Warm the holes still are
Hair in mouth

Kiss on the mons

Haul out the questions
Questions are cracks

If you don't want to listen
Fall into the holel

Haare im Mund*

Kuss auf die Scham
Mundloch sind Lippen
Schlag mit der Zunge doch
Lécher ins Loch

Noch sind die Ldcher warm
Warm sind die Locher noch
Haare im Mund

Kuss auf die Scham

Lécher mit Fragen mich
Fragen sind Locher

Wenn du nicht héren willst
Fall in das Loch!

(*) inclusive “Blumen am Grab des Vaters”
including “Flowers at the grave of the father”

LP Side B - Track 8

M. Réck: Rhythm in the blood*

The rhythm

Of the heart’'s muscle
Makes the blood
Shoot in fits and starts
From the open wound.

Nylon stockings

Turn stiff
With dried blood.

In war
The sense of tact** / beat
Is lost

Rather no heart at all
Than a heart
Of paprika

M. R&6ck: Rhythmus im Blut*

Der Rhythmus

Des Herzmuskels

Lasst das Blut

StoBweise aus der
Offenen Wunde schiel3en.

Nylonstrumpfe

Werden steif
Durch getrocknets Blut.

Das TaktgefUhl**
Geht im Krieg
Verloren.

Lieber gar kein Herz
Als ein Herz
Aus Paprika



(*) Marika Rokk (1913-2004), Hungarian UFA-actress.
Joseph Goebbels used her popularity for his propaganda

(**) TaktgefUhl —in German:
a) the tact, the discretion
b) the beat, the bar

LP Side B —Track 9
Cavaliers

Would you like to

Boldly and with proud glances
Inspect campfires?

Would you like to fighte

Would you like to ride?

On the back

Of small horses

Full of delight

Style your hair after the ride?

Cavaliers Ca Ca Ca Ca Cavaliers
Drive the world over the edge

They stick their rod
Info gaping tunnels
They plug the mare
With rigid flair

They dunk the tubes
Pump the punch
With dangling pouch
And coarse grunts

They tip cement into the neck of
the womb!

Cavaliers Ca Ca Ca Ca Cavaliers
Drive the world over the edge

They sully

They befoul

We notice nothing
And tidy

Kavaliere

Willst du kUhn

Mit stolzen Blicken

Lagerfeuer inspizierene

Willst du streiten?

Willst du reiten?

Auf dem RUcken

Kleiner Pferde

Voll EntzUcken

Nach dem Ausritt dich frisieren?

Kavaliere Ka Ka Ka Ka Kavaliere
Trieben die Welt in den Abgrund

Sie pudern die Tunke

In klaffende Tunnel

Sie stopseln die Stute

Mit stehender Rute

Sie tauchen die Tuben
Durchpumpen die Punze
Mit baumelnden Beutel
Im groben Gegrunze

Sie kippen Zement in den Muttermund!

Kavaliere Ka Ka Ka Ka Kavaliere
Trieben die Welt in den Abgrund

Sie sudeln

Sie schmutzen
Wir merken nichfts
Und putzen



They sully

They befoul

They avail themselves of
The boys

With their piston

Ca Ca Ca Cavaliers
Drive the world over the edge!

LP Side B —Track 10
Flies fast humming loudly

Flies fast humming loudly
Flies fast humming loudly

Loves sunshine
Flies fast humming loudly

Flies fast humming loudly
Quivers suspended in the air
Has radiantly purple eyes
Loves sunshire

Yellow spots

Speckled green

Densely furred

Brownish yellow

Hazy wings

August — September
Squirts its eggs -

Into the sheep’s nostrils
Sinus filled with larvae —

Passing through the animal’s body

Drop down
And pupate
Inside the meadows ground

14-16 mm
10 mm
13-17 mm
7-9 mm

Sie sudeln

Sie schmutzen
Benutzen

Die Knaben

Mit ihren Stutzen

Ka Ka Kavaliere
Trieben die Welt in den Abgrund!

Fliegt schnell laut summend

Fliegt schnell laut summend
Fliegt schnell laut summend

Liebt Sonnenschein
Fliegt schnell laut summend

Fliegt schnell laut summend
Steht ruttelnd in der Luft

Hat purpur strahlende Augen
Liebt Sonnenschein

Gelbe Flecken

Grun gefleckt

Dicht behaart

Braunlich gelb

Trube Flugel

August — September

Spritzt seine Eier —

In die Nase des Schafes
Stirnhohle voller Larven —
Durchwandern den Tierleib
Lassen sich fallen —

Und verpuppen

Im Wiesengrund

14-16 mm
10 mm
13-17 mm
7-9 mm



LP Side B —-Track 11
Robert

Robert is home alone. Pensively he runs his index finger along the furrows of
the corduroy-covered mattress.

Moni just called a minute ago. Maybe they could go out together. At last, the
doorbell rings and they decide to watch the new film at the cinema.

Soon, they start to spend more and more time together and, thanks to
Robert’s particular tenderness, Moni enjoys having intercourse with him. But
when she joins the Liberal Party, Robert decides to leave her.

However, with a child on the way, they submit to their parents’ urging and
get married after all. The boy is named Michael. To provide him with a better
future and a college education, Moni takes a part-time job to bolster their
income.

But when the time finally comes, Michael has already gone abroad where,
years later and purely by chance, he hears of his father’s death. It does not
move him very much. By now he has three children of his own, the youngest
of which dreams of becoming a pilot and actually attains his goal, yet
perishes in a plane crash that is never fully investigated.

Robert

Robert ist allein zu Hause. Voller Gedanken fahrt er mit seinem Zeigefinger die
Furchen auf der mit Breitcord uberzogenen Matratze nach.

Eben hat Moni angerufen. Sie konnten vielleicht etwas unternehmen. Endlich
klingelt es und sie entschlieBen sich, in den neu angelaufenen Film zu gehen.

Spater sind sie immer ofter zusammen und Moni hat auch wegen Roberts
besonderer Zartlichkeit gerne Verkehr mit ihm. Als sie jedoch in die FDP eintritt,
will Robert sicht von ihr trennen.

Weil ein Kind unterwegs ist, heiraten die Beiden auf Drangen ihrer Eltern doch.
Der Junge hei3t Michael. Damit er spatter einmal besser dasteht und
studieren kann, muss Moni durch einen Halbtagsjob dazuverdienen.



Doch als es endlich soweit ist, ist Michael schon ins Ausland gegangen, wo er
nach Jahren zufallig vom Tod seines Vaters erfahrt. Es beruhrt ihn nicht sehr. Er
hat ja inzwischen selbst schon drei Kinder, von denen der Jungste Pilot
werden will und es tatsachlich erreicht, aber in einem Flugzugungluck
umkommt, das niemals ganz aufgeklart wird.

LP Side B-Track 12
Super-Mummy

lam |

You are you

My Super-Ego

It's only you

Super-Mummy knocks on the door
Let me in—it's you | want

And knocks on the door

And knocks on the door

Super-Mummy doesn't want to
come to me

LP Side B —Track 13

In der Pause / In the pause

Uber-Mutti

lch bin Ich

Du bist Du
Mein Uber-Ich
Es bist nur Du

Uber-Mutti klopft an die Tur
Lass mich herein —ich will zu Dir
Und klopft an die Tur

Und klopft an die Tur

Uber-Mutti will nicht zu mir






