Cheryl Donegan at
Oliver Kamm/SBE

With wil and a shylish econamy

of means, Cheeyl Donogan
axploned kdankity, habit and desine
in two shor new wall-projecied
vidas loops at Oliver Kamm/SBE
Galery, Exhibitad as they wera

in b adiscent small rooms with
only a haawy fabeic curtain sep-
rating tham, thare wes some unin-
tended sound overlap batween
the peces, whch contribued
additional, subthe layers of ambi-
guity to aach.

Both works ans monologues
and both make use of found
mmalerals. DRESents A Guick
succasson of siliis of colorul,
chaap loye, novalios and soug-
nirs, combined with & self-mot-
vational audio bestirmanial, down-
koaded from an Inbamet Christian
sales service and spaken by
someona named, concidentaly,
Chand. Choryl spaaks in a parky
voice and & vaqualy Southem
accant as she exhons and reas-
suras hersell with shod state-
it lica, 1 Jowe baing Chand! |
am a winner! | am excited about
thi business! | am linsd upl | lows
talking to peoplal | always know
win] 1o say! | am confident in
what | dal | am following God's
principla of success!” i makes for
a powariul, funny, and rather sin-
igier combination of supsricialy
benign words and images.

O, T consiste of tvo
segrnents of about equal duration
using teo diferent soundtracks.
Vvnhat we gradually rephze we ang
hiearing in the Bt is Yok Ono
speaking sofity and confidingly into
a tape reconder, while the Beates
reharss Fevelulion” in the
background. On screen a young
W, appeansntly Japanese,
wandors with a poftable tapo
recorder around & glitry mall, sits
chowm il & table, gils up and
away. The ﬂldlcg:mgig.m

TEil frem Chasyl Donegan's Vides D, Temporary, 2005, appaea. § minubia:
@1 Qliver Kasmm/SBE.

in constant motion, allematehy
absening the “Yoko Ono® charse-
f{ar and reconding har prasurmisd
point of viewr, of the escalators,
A burtling fountain and, mbermi-
tatly, & vidad maonbor replaying
some of Fe same images. The
real Ono's whispered, hafling
woice spesaks of irging 1o bridk
away from an emotional reticence
thuat inhibits intimacy with o lowver:
“Each lime that | express my
want for you o you I'm making a
fantastic effort, because playing
straight Is 50 difficult, 50 embar-
rasgang. That game of avoiding
mﬂyamj jush making i in A rmose
casual, simpla mian, that
gmmm—nsmmgﬂm il's lil @
bad habit or someathing.* The infro-
spoctiee rabure of the monciogus
cxrerrlabas with the ciosed wosd of
te mall, et its Sell-pematuating
I-:u:l:rsnfmrﬂ.llatngasmhm
and fountains, not 3o mention
the aterils cycla ol corsumeanam.
Meamathila, the Baatles sing. “Yiou
Say you want a revolution. , . ." Al
thesa alemants work iogather with
simple and undarsiaied beauty.
In thar second part of Cid,

Tamparry, 1he SAFS worman
is shown trying on clathes in 8
drgssing reom and at home, o a
soundirach of slow, dreamy music,
These scaneas ang inbercut with
dhgitally anhanced multiphs cxpo
suires of waving pink ard white
coemos—ilowers that are prefiby
“peychededc,” Bke the music. The
Ccameara eye mowas up from a plle
of elathes io, on s wial, a posler-
size photograph of the smiling
face of a woman, whi mdy be lh&
characier we have beean
H 5, thig is the st ime we have
ciresgthy and fromtally cncountorod
har as an indivicual, and 8 is as
though we ane watching her cear-
eyed obsenvaion of the repetifive,
dally activitlas of har own Ifa,
Nathan Kaman



