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Vaw Rydingroard in
her sewipting laft.

Wood for Thought

rl lovers perusing the S$torm

King An Center’s onldoor

sculpiure collection in s

four-hundred-acre park in the

Hudson River Valley are in

for a surprise this month.

That's when four monumen-
tal wood sculpture installations by
Ursula von Rydingsvard—as well as
a rctrospective of her work during the
last lifteen years—go on view. Chop-
ping, hacking, and chipping her way
across the surfuce of her assembled
cedar tree trunks, von Rydingsvard
leaves her indelible mark and meta-
phorically tells her own story. Born
during W.W. Il 1o Polish parents k-
en us prisoners by the Reich, she
spent her childhood laboring on col-
lective Frms and in reluges cimps.
“1 comsciously stay away from the
cute, crally aspects ol wood sculp-
ture—you koow, the home-and-hearth
number.™ Indeed.  —CARLOS ROSAS
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