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the ideal range of sizes for Mie scattering of visible light. This effect has hes,
likened to three-dimensional textured privacy glass ... — a smoke cloud does
not obstruct an image, but thoroughly scrambles it.”'

Perhaps this accounts for my nausea; my brain waves are being scrambled
my body/mind “entrained” like the air when it is mixed into the promiscuous
skew of three elements - solid, liquid, gas. Smoke, caused by fire, the foyr-
element, agitates the previous three and incites and rouses the fiftr e
ther, spirit (what is called “akasha,” in Hinduism - which is also the medi,m
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of sound). Smoke invites perplexity. Disintegration Loops is smoky. And

suffocating.

What is the sound of smoke?

A nauseous headache is different than a migraine, located somewhere he
tween the sides of the head, the trachea and the stomach. What produces
this malaise? For Sartre, it was precisely the experience of being between
elements. He talked about it in terms of viscosity. And viscosity - someth ng

not solid, not liquid - produces an instability in human perception that has a
bodily equivalent: nausea. “Smoke [in order] not to think,” Sartre says. “If |
could keep myself from thinking! | try, and succeed: my head seems to fill with
smoke . .. and then it starts again: ‘Smoke ... not to think ... don’t want to think
... | think | don't want to think. | mustn’t think that | don’t want to think. Be-

cause that’s still a thought.’ Will there never be an end to it?"? (Nausea, p. 99)

(Of course Sartre is talking about smoking a cigarette. Remember that weird
moment in history when inhaling tobacco leaves wrapped in bleached paper
was something sexy? When bringing smoke into the lungs in one form, and
pushing it out the nose in another was a way to suspend not just the breath, but
thought itself in a sensual-temporal delay? “... my head seems to fill with smoke
- and then it starts again: ‘Smoke ... not to think ... don't want to think ..."")
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bliterate thought. Perhaps, like physical pain,

mOoKe goes 0

moke obliterates language itself.

w

Following Vygotsky, children do not actually “think” until they have the words
12 g0 50, &and then their thoughts are constructed in the inter-space of the
parent-child relationship. Children's thoughts are necessarily populated by the
Doughts of others. The road from co-thinking to inner thinking and subjectiv-
%y is one built on words (for Vygotsy), but once achieved, these words also

Selong to others. “Will there never be an end to it?"
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At 24 minutes and nine seconds | pause the = | need a break, Need ¢,
come up for air. Lingering in the space of discomfort has its limits 5 Physical
thresholds for pain.

Smoke.

Elements in unusual proximity one to another.
A chemical re-arrangement.

; A shock treatment to the brain.

Basinski composed music with smoke loops.

Is it the half-step interval of the two primary notes - G and A flat - that creates
. i this malaise? Is it the echoes of what sounds like 2 French horn playing a fiftH
| then 2 sixth, then a third above the tonic? Is it the forest of thick electronic
: mesh that underlies the entirety? And if not (only) the intervallic effects, what
1 of the texture? The timbre? That electrical grid of the soul?

And we should not forget the Mie effect — the effect of light meeting particles

“Smoke is an aerosol (or mist) of solid particles and liquid droplets that are

close to the ideal range of sizes for Mie scattering of visible light.” Mie scat-
tering produces the magnificent chromaticism of sunsets, the orange and reds
that suffuse the New York skyline in summer dusk. It is only smoke that makes
light bearable at zll o the human eye.

But then sometimes the smoke is too thick.

As the piece continues, the attack notes begin to sound like actual attacks

- not the pressure of fingers on a keyboard, or the attack of a tongue on a
mouthpiece, but explosions in the distance, the sounds of war.
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