
I first encountered Korean artist Mire Lee via an Instagram 
story—a documentation of Andrea, Ophelia, at the endless 
house (2018). Her works, despite intermediary layers of dig- 
ital conversion, evoked a convolution of haptic intrigue: 
the darkened studio space was dimly lit by a screen looping 
a voyeuristic video of Asian women in transit. Next to it,  
a mysterious, wet thing—towels, chains, silicone hoses, and 
steel wire entangled into a giant lump—slowly rotated  
in a pool of glycerin spread across a steel plinth suspend-
ed by a set of tentacular appendages. Suddenly the thing 
spasmed, making a loud noise as it disentangled itself and 
splashed gooey liquid onto the floor. Confronted by that 
creature born of machinery and slime, I felt a mixture of 
nausea and arousal.

Often employing minimal, kinetic technologies such as 
motors and pumps, Lee’s ghostly apparatuses simulate 
the raw, unruly affects and drives that make or break a sub- 
ject’s body and psyche. The video footage in Lee’s afore-
mentioned presentation was a compilation of nonsexual 
sequences that she extracted from Japanese porn—mo-
ments of naïveté before the female protagonists are “mo-
lested.” A different edit of the compilation first appeared  
in Lee’s 2016 mixed-media installation Andrea in my mildest 
dreams. There, four plaster sculptures, one bearing a 
screen playing the footage, stand in a pool of silicone liq-
uid. Once turned on, the liquid is pumped upward into  
a Plexiglas box, only to fall again, dripping through holes 
in the box like an uncanny, cathartic rain. 
The installation triggers an eclectic range of affects, from 
the orgasmic to the sentimental. What sort of bodily flu- 
ids is the gooey, milky rain meant to imitate? In conver-
sation, Lee compares her obsession—and identification—
with those female porn actors (“Andrea,” as she would call 
them) to an inexplicable fixation on nightmares and  
catastrophes. Her response calls to mind that dialectic 
between sentimentality and its darker undercurrent— 
a fascination with monstrosity and cruelty—as played out 
in sentimental literature since the eighteenth century. 
And while many would claim sentimentality a tool for em- 
powerment, Lee constructs something more ambiguous, 
even absurd: a scene in which erotics and ethics perpetu-
ally feed and undo each other.
Since she relocated to Amsterdam, Lee’s work has taken 
on more biomorphic forms, while the ambiguity of sub-
mission and dominance, victimhood and sabotage, has 
persisted, further fine-tuned into an exceptional duet—
between soft and hard, in material terms. every joint every 
spine every end (2018) is composed of PVC hoses and steel 
hooked to a motor and swirling slowly in grease, like pul-
sating umbilical cords severed from the fetus and yet at-
tached to the mother, or some malfunctioning wetware. 
In Ophelia when you died (2018) we witness what seems  
like a mutant abortion as the “organs” (hoses and pipes) 
violently tear themselves into miserable scraps after run-
ning out of lubrication. From these frequent invocations 
of womb, guts, and mortality one catches a glimpse of  
an exceptionally original, and provocative, aspect of Lee’s 
endeavor: the apotheosis of vore1 from its paraphilic  
origin into a creative attitude and an ontological metaphor. 
In the erotic desire for the total obliteration of self, just 
as in an all-engulfing practice, one yearns for that threshold 
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state in which all identity, distance, and meaning collapse. 
A relationality founded on a state of loss; the abjection  
of self par excellence.
Back to our first encounter: what was missing from the doc- 
umentation was, as already hinted in its title, a reference  
to Frederick Kiesler’s Endless House (1947-1960). Kiesler 
famously conceived of his house as a living organism 
where all ends meet to perform a sort of self-sufficient 
cyclicality. I read Lee’s appropriation as a gesture to- 
ward something much more somber, a metaphor for cruel 
entrapment. On a symbolic level, Lee’s abject sculptures 
—breathless, suffering, doomed to slow death as though 
by lethal infection—are inmates of our environment. 
With a ghostly glimmer, they mirror the lived experience 
of many—certainly, some groups more than others—in 
this era of universal suffocation. In time, the initial revul- 
sion of their presence slowly dissipates into a sense of 
“asthmatic solidarity.”2 Like haunting, elegiac poems that 
chill the spine and curdle the blood, they take our breath 
away, then let it return with a vital vigilance, to endure. 

1  “Vorarephilia (vore) is an infrequently presenting paraphilia, character-
ized by the erotic desire to consume or be consumed by another per- 
son or creature… Because this sexual interest cannot be enacted in real 
life due to physical and/or legal restraints, vorarephilic fantasies are  
often composed in text or illustrations and shared with other members 
of this subculture via the Internet.” Separating vore from sexual can- 
nibalism is the absence of chewing: “In vore, the victim is swallowed 
whole, while still alive.” Amy D. Lykins and James M. Cantor, “Vorare- 
philia: A Case Study in Masochism and Erotic Consumption,” Arch Sex 
Behav 43 (2014): 181–86. 

2  Borrowing from Franco “Bifo” Berardi’s description of watching  
the video of Eric Garner’s assassination, in Breathing: Chaos and Poetry 
(South Pasadena, CA: Semiotext(e), 2018), 15.
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