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AMONG OTHER THINGS,
childhood is about learning to
conform to a preexisting social
narrative that necessarily
limits cultural free will. This
idea is ostensibly the theme of
Ajay Kurian’s show.

Bornin 1984, Kurian grew
upthe child of Indian
immigrantsinsuburban
Baltimore, and like many
first-generation Americans,
helived in two countries
simultaneously: the onein
the house and the one outside
ofit. Thissort of dichotomy
often prompts a young mind
to retreatintoaworld ofits
own—adissociative state

evoked here by mixed-media
piecesthat gointoarecondite,
defensive crouch.
Onesculptural tableau
features a pair of stick-figure
kids made out of pool noodles.
Both wear animal masks
rendered in marble to resemble
fabrichoods, and both are
posed by a carved lion (like one
you'd find guarding a building)
without its front end—evoking,
perhaps, avision of childhood
fantasy burdened by the
demands ofacculturation.
Daydreaming interrupted
also seems to be the subject of
avideo fixed onaplayground
entrance as ghostly filaments

driftacross the image like
eye floaters.

Kurian returns to adulthood
with smallleaded-glass
shelvesshaped like the
balcony of his Williamsburg
apartment. Inone, amodel
ofthe Domino Sugar Factory
beingredeveloped ascondos
offersa view of gentrification
underminingartistic agency.

Likealot of millennial
artists, Kurian makes work that
risksbeingabouteverything
and nothingall atonce. His
show takesalot of explaining,
butthatdoesn’t detract fromits
cerebral appeal. m Howard Halle
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