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NEW THIS WEEK

RONA PONDICK

Sculpture Center Gallery, 167
E. 69th St. (879-8500).

Rona Pondick’s sculptures make
you invent stories. Her current
show, an installation titled Beds,
spread out over three rooms, in-
vokes a clearly personal visual
vocabulary of mysteriously ab-
sent oversize snakelike crea-
tures, metal-sheathed beds, and
threatening pillows. The first
construction seems to be a pile of
futons custom-made for the ban-
daged worm sacked out on top.
The second section is the most in-
triguing: three beds here, made
of curiously soft-looking metal
covering evenly piled, seeping
sandbags. Indentations in the
metal sheets imply that the
worms have napped and gone—
leaving a fecal ‘‘calling card”

smack dab in the center of pillow
number one. The low beds are
spaced so that you can walk
around them—you may want to,
lest the worm still be lurking.
Around the bend, in a 2%-yard-
wide niche, are stacked two tall
towers of perfect black pillows,
Sears’-home-center style, with
just enough space between them
for a brave human to venture.
Brave because they're sooo tall,
and sooo black, and once you've
wedged yourself in, you're suffo-
cated by their pillowy presence.
Midexit you see a nasty-looking
tail(?) still protruding from be-
neath the slightly unwrapped up-
per-left pillow—Iless scary than
cute in such a cushy context. If
you find yourself yawning, per-
haps it’s not that Pondick’s work
is boring but rather that she has
truly captured the essence of
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