
 

 

 

To reflect on “Self-Annihilation,” 2024, a three-part series of installations by Won Ju 

Lim, is to relinquish attachment to coherence, control, and resolution. Demonstrating 

an investment in a kind of free-form, language-based Conceptualism, the artist’s trilogy 

resists obvious pictorial representation, examining the relationship between subject and 

object via utterance, gaze, and void. I had already seen Acts I and II, which were staged 

last year, respectively, at the galleries Timeshare and council_st in Los Angeles. Act III 

brought the series to its disquieting finale here, an artist-run space in Saint Louis. 

A text that accompanied Act I analyzed the mutable figure of the witch, going from 

ancient occult lore to midcentury pop culture via the campy American sitcom Bewitched 

(1964–72). In the initial two acts, vast wall-mounted mirrors—evoking those found in 



 
the rehearsal rooms of dance studios—were adumbrated by distorted and intersecting 

spells cut out of matte-black vinyl, as if the words were frozen mid-cast. The 

incantations were taken from the humorously bumbling Aunt Clara, a character on 

Bewitched, who rarely executed her magic with success: HARK YE, HARK YE – YE 

WITCHES WHO LIVE IN LAMPS, YE POWERS OF WATTS, AND OHMS, AND AMPS, 

read one.  
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Every iteration of Self-Annihilation was scored by a stammering soundscape, a wayward 

séance resisting musical cohesion at every turn. Twelve tracks blended field recordings 

of animal cries in the rainforest and a woman’s gasping “ohs” that quickened to bursts of 

hysterical laughter before breaking into an onslaught of gagging shrieks and erratic 

pings that conjured, like a volatile EKG machine pulsing between life and death. The 

effect was as mesmerizing as it was grotesque; an affective cacophony of malfunction 



 
that drew from musique concrète as well as from other vanguard noise traditions. From 

its inception, the series courts collapse: of the self, of meaning, and of the language that 

tries to contain them. Uttered or written, each invocation carries the potential for 

agency with the possibility of failure. 

In the final act at Parapet / Real Humans, a voyeuristic presence loomed overhead: Eric 

Wesley’s witchy familiar Theyseeus, 2024, a crow sculpture with a video camera lens for 

an eye. The work was affixed to a ceiling fan, which allowed it to spin in endless 

predatory loops. It felt like the bird was closing in on the audience below—a comically 

sinister take on the idiom “as the crow flies.” With a Hitchcockian unease, the menacing 

corvid served as both omen and surveillance device. A monitor displayed the spiraling 

live footage, conflating the distinctions between viewer and viewed. A mirror work laid 

out on the floor inverted the gallery’s axis. Any illusion of prophetic scrying was now 

disrupted by mediation—reflection no longer promised self-discovery but entrapment. 

For her closing scene, Lim turned reflectiveness into an imprisoning snare, plunging the 

viewer into a recursive loop of observation where identity flickers and fades. What Act 

III offered was not closure but an ever-greater collapse of a visible and stable self. 

At their heart, Lim’s installations use sound and reflection to dismantle language and 

order; they allow us to savor the erosion of coherence. Each installation is an 

enchantment, a disembodiment, an incubator of intuition—a place to be a mystery to 

one’s own self. Lim’s sites for self-annihilation are escape routes from the strictures of 

flesh and identity—invitations to slip into stranger, more expansive forms. Lim’s witches 

crack the mirror of selfhood to let something untamed seep through. The process is a 

ritual of ruin, a sly dare to abandon the familiar and reemerge as a new, porous 

presence, thrumming with the thrill of never being settled. Lim doesn’t offer resolution; 

she gives us a wink and a shove, challenging us to slip into fecund chaos. 

 

—Marie Heilich  













































