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Scale Be Thy King:
The BlACK Mirror of
William Basinski
By David Keenan

1. Scalle Bee Thie Kynge.
There is a magical idea, rarely articulated, that imagination is the world-creating matrix of desire, in
other words that imagination is what translates a sensation into a thought. Disintegration Loops,
still the central, emblematic work of the artist and composer William Basinski, conflates the
biological with the constructed, the historical with the personal, by a creative act of imagination that
would attempt to mimic the function of memory via accidental processes of auto-forgetting while
connecting it with historical trauma –the 9/11 attacks on the Twin Towers as a head wound – and
romantic portraiture, through the back cover recreation of Henry Wallis’s 1856 painting, The Death
Of Chatterton, with Basinski posed as the dead 18th Century English poet, who poisoned himself in
1770, aged 17.
Thomas Chatterton’s reputation as a forger of mystical poetry is of note here. From the age of 12
onwards he produced a run of strange, visionary verse that he claimed was the work of a 15th
century monk of his own invention, Thomas Rowley. Indeed, a particular adjective, “Rowliean”, has
been coined to describe the works of this historical figment, this shade birthed of an intoxicated
imagination. Rowley’s verse is difficult, its language being largely derived from Chatterton’s study
of the English philologist John Kersey’s Dictionarium Anglo-Britannicum, “comprehending a brief
explication of all sorts of difficult words”. The poems read like spirit broadcasts, or more properly,
missives from disincarnate entities whose understanding of language is simultaneously hyperadvanced and impossibly archaic. In parts they read like what passed between the 16th century
magicians John Dee and Edward Kelley and some spirits as they received transmissions in the
original Enochian language from hierarchies of angels and demons.
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Indeed, Chatterton extrapolated his own romantic spiritual hierarchy, with Rowley’s work being
supported and enabled by a superior courtesy of his equally imaginary patron, William Canynge.
And while Dee and Kelley’s demons were careful to communicate in a language that was relayed
backwards in order not to activate the very word of god, Chatterton’s own transmissions were put
together from fragments, a word here, a phrase there, so much so that his final work, found in pieces
at the scene of his death, is notable not just for the intensity of a language that seems to exist in
a continuum of its own creation and that feels birthed from the deepest wells of desire, but for the
gaps in the texts, the missing fragments and the presence of historically occluded blocks of lines and
phrases.
The final four lines of Rowley’s work, written in the hand of Chatterton, read:
“.......................................scalle bee thie Kynge!
.......................................a.
...........................................omme the kiste
................................................................”
2. To Fall Like Cherry Blossoms
While transferring and archiving a cache of analogue tape-loops he had first worked on in 1982,
William Basinski stumbled across a forgotten suite of recordings that he had intended to use as
source material for his on-going Shortwave Music series but that he had ultimately rejected on the
grounds that they seemed “too beautiful and too pure” to be drowned in electromagnetic signal. On
re-discovering them he fell into a reverie, this spectral, fragmentary music of his youth, the ghostly
brass, the slow surges of strings conjuring the feel of wide-open American space, of continental
scale. As he cued the tapes in order to back them up digitally something went wrong. Due to their
age and the general unreliability of magnetic tape, the loops began to disintegrate. Particles of iron
oxide fell like cherry blossoms, leaving strange erasures, gaps, sudden swells of silence. “It was
very emotional for me, and mystical as well,” Basinski writes in the sleeve notes. “Tied up in these
memories were my youth, my paradise lost, the American pastoral landscape, all dying gently,
gracefully, beautifully.” Basinski had somehow captured the last gasps of his own music, the sound
of his own past fading into the future. As the tape wore on, the music became less familiar, an
echo of itself, as everything but the most inchoate suggestion of melody and rhythm was obliterated
altogether. When it was over, with only a few stray chords left clinging to life, all of his work had
literally turned to dust. Yet the process was intact, the disintegration captured, beginning and end
interwoven.
3. The Star, The Ace Of Cups and The Gift
“The figure of the goddess is shown in manifestation, that is, not as the surrounding space of
heaven, shown in Atu XX, where she is the pure philosophical idea continuous and omniform. In
this card she is definitely personified as a human-seeming figure; she is represented as bearing
two cups, one golden, held high above her head, from which she pours water upon it... From the
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golden cup she pours this ethereal water, which is also milk and oil and blood, upon her own head,
indicating the eternal renewal of the categories, the inexhaustible possibilities of existence.
The left hand, lowered, holds a silver cup, from which also she pours the immortal liquor of her life.
(This liquor is the Amrita of the Indian philosophers, the Nepenthe and Ambrosia of the Greeks, the
Alkahest and Universal Medicine of the Alchemists, the Blood of the Grail; or, rather, the nectar which
is the mother of that blood.) She pours it upon the junction of land and water. The water is the water
of the great Sea of Binah; in the manifestation of Nuith on a lower plane, she is the Great Mother.
For the Great Sea is upon the shore of the fertile earth, as represented by the roses in the right hand
corner of the picture.” – The Master Therion, The Book Of Thoth.
“...root forces may be understood on one level as desire underlying the elements coming into
being. After all, basic urges can serve as an important means that the magician can use to extend
awareness from the lower mundane spheres to the outer realms beyond the abyss of reason. So it
is quite possible that root forces of the elements may be more accurately described as root desires
of the elements attempting to achieve fruition and that the inner drives and urges of the magician to
create new things mirror these root elements’ drive. Moreover, these urges demonstrate a perpetual
drive toward the manifestation of alterity and diversity in the universe. The cabalistic notion of the Zim
Zum suggests an initial gnosis of the prime duality. This process is itself timeless and always about
to occur as an eternal emergence into being. The Australian Aborigines have referred to this most
poignantly as Yorro Yorro. (Clearly, the repetition is connotative of this continual activity of “everything
standing up alive brand new.”)... The illuminated initiate’s striving to unite with the One that is All
is thus the path leading to Naught. The force of the embr(yoni)c water element is very much the
beginning and the end.” – Robert Podgurski, The Sacred Alignments & Dark Side Of Sigils.
“The accumulation technique hadn’t been invented yet and it got invented during this session. I
was asking the engineer, describing to him the kind of sound I had worked with in Mescaline Mix. I
wanted this kind of long, repeated loop and I said, ‘can you create something like that?’ He got it by
stringing the tape between two tape recorders and feeding the signal from the second machine back
to the first to recycle along with the new incoming signals. By varying the intensity of the feedback
you could form the sound either into a single image without any delay or increase the intensity until
it became a dense chaotic kind of sound. I enjoy the interplay between the two extremes. This
engineer was the first to create this technique that I know of, this began my obsession with time-lag
accumulation feedback. It took me quite a while before I could afford to buy two good tape recorders
to run this process in my own studio.” – Terry Riley.
4. The Mirror
Memory and minimalism are all tied up. We exist with a constantly accruing series of mental loops
as companions and reminders, of who we were, and when, all slowly morphing over time, devouring
themselves and giving birth to something else, a life, call it, a fantasy.
The loop first appears above the head of The Magician in the Tarot. He wears it as a hat that mirrors
the symbol for infinity, the snake of ouroboros, eating its own tale. The loop works by devouring itself,
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again and again, so that it is always becoming, always new, even in the gaps that it creates, the
spaces it leaves behind.
William Basinski woke on the morning of September 11th 2001 in New York to witness the impact
of the first plane on the first tower. All the while the newly captured Disintegration Loops played
out in the background. For the covers of the four Disintegration Loops CDs he used a series of
time-staggered shots of the skyline of Manhattan. On the front of the first instalment, the hand of
Chatterton – or is it Rowley, is it Basinski? – can be seen in the sky, above the smoking ruins.
Memories are scraps salvaged from the work of a lifetime. Elsewhere, there are gaps.
The loop circles the gap. The circle marks a place of ingress and egress, it is a dark mirror and also
a tunnel which can be traversed and that leads to openings and gaps elsewhere in the music. The
erasures of The Disintegration Loops open out into the silences of A Red Score In Tile and connect
the two.
A Red Score In Tile is a loop-based tape composition from 1979 that was named after a painting
by the artist James Elaine. Similar in atmosphere to The Disintegration Loops series, A Red Score In
Tile is based around a minimal, slow-wheeling piano part that feels as if it’s being broadcast through
a thick fog, as a single note falls in slow motion and a distant bass tone rises in an arc behind it.
The feeling is of something lost at sea, or in time, something that never fully reveals its shape, as the
same evocative pattern reels in and out before once more retreating into the depths. The loop circles
the same black mirror as The Disintegration Loops, only here it opens onto an ocean.
5. Reality; Royalty
Jack Kerouac, August 21st 1960, come to California, to the “end of the land sadness end of the
world gladness”, faces the black mirror of the Pacific Ocean at night in Big Sur and enters the tunnel,
where he receives a transmission that he transcribes as Sea Sounds Of The Pacific Ocean At Big
Sur and that makes up a poetic appendix to his novel, Big Sur. Once again, the prophet Enoch –
here Enoc’h - the deathless pre-deluge patriarch, grandfather of Noah, is evoked.
Didja ever tell him
about water meeting water------?
O go back to otter-----Term------Term------Klerm
Kerm------Kurn------Cow------Kow-----Cash------Cac’h------------Cluck-----Clock------Gomeat sea need
be deep I see you
Enoc’h
soon anarf
in Old Brittany
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6. Heaven’s Gate
As well as using magnetic tape as a strange attractor, Basinski has made extensive investigations
into the use of the shortwave radio as a receptor. 1998’s Shortwavemusic – a collection of tapeloops of varying lengths that were mutated via pitch control and mixed together with orchestral
snatches of shortwave static - demonstrate the tendency in chaos to form or, if you like, the
tendency in form to chaos while positing the play of interstellar frequencies as an expressive element
of the universe itself. Fidelity, Shortwave Music posits, is a form of intelligence and can function as a
Petri dish for non-corporeal>microtonal life forms.
Melancholia, originally released on CD in 2003 and given a deluxe vinyl edition in 2014, is more
traditional in its instrumentation – piano, saxophone, tape loops – but still includes sounds sourced
from the hum of Basinski’s fridge, an instrument which, alongside the radio and the television, is one
of the would-be psychotic’s favourite sources of heard voices and otherworldly command.
The music combines weary loops of classical strings and submerged piano with beds of static, vinyl
crackle and wobbly tape. The LP artwork by James Elaine is striking. Over a classical portrait of a
well-to-do female in historical dress, Elaine has drawn what at first appears to be an ornamental
lattice. The eye is drawn to the eye in the painting, the dark pool of the left eye, which is situated at
the bottom of what now appears as a spiral of force, as Elaine’s drawing insinuates a vortex up and
out, as if we are looking down into a spiralling tunnel.
The repeating patterns of the lattice and the simple wheeling figures of the music take on the
appearance of phosphenes, the geometric shapes that appear, spontaneously or provoked, on the
back of the eyelids when in complete darkness. They can also be induced using electricity.
During the 1950s Max Knoll, a researcher in the field based at the Technische Hochschule in Munich,
used electricity to generate phosphenes. As he altered the frequency, the pattern of the phosphenes
would change accordingly, so much so that he was able to identify 15 distinct classes of figures
that could be consistently evoked. All were simple geometric shapes, from pulsating brackets
through circles within circles, waveforms, triangles, spirals, dots, matrices, diamonds, five-pointed
stars, loops. The esoteric philosopher Charles Musès has taken this approach further, cataloguing
phosphene shapes or entopic visual forms according to the frequency with which they occur
alongside intuitive semantic connotations. Musès’ ‘alphabet of desire’ or ‘sacred alphabet’ runs to
12 basic characters.
In his 2012 work The Sacred Alignments & Dark Side Of Sigils, Robert Podgurski raises the point
that these same entopic visual forms, whether caught up in the sub-atomic dance of the universe or
active as the stars and constellations of the interior world, could be the original source and model for
the characters of our written language, rejecting the arbitrary connection between sound and figure
of certain linguistic thinkers while suggesting a marriage of form and meaning that is fully internalised
and indivisible, with letters no longer as symbols but as manifestations of the-thing-in-itself. The
poet Ezra Pound saw a similar magic at play in Chinese ideograms. The astrologer John Dee was
vouchsafed that there was a language older than Hebrew, an original Adamic language where the
letters had not yet become detached from the forces they signified. It was received by Dee and
Kelley as Enochian.
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7. Every Number is Infinite, There is No Difference
The German-born artist Rudolf Bauer, a cosmic non-objectivist and a society caricaturist, but always
a painter of the macabre and the sidereal, was an early influence on the occultist, artist and complier
of the Anthology Of American Folk Music, Harry Smith. For Bauer the decisive factor in a picture was
whether it was “simply a plane or a shaping of space... when I limit myself to the plane I see nothing
but the canvas, which is not what I see when I am working in the cosmic.”
Bauer’s ability to shape space according to the rudiments of desire is uncanny but the engine of his
transformative work, the actual machinery of his universe, remains occluded.
I visited the Rudolf Bauer exhibition The Realm Of The Spirit at San Francisco’s Feinstein Gallery in
the spring of 2010. After demonstrating a knowledge and interest in Bauer and his relationship to
Smith I was given access to a series of upstairs rooms that held not only the works of Bauer’s that
had been excluded from the public hanging but also a revelatory collection of ‘Lucid Art’ by nonobjective explorers of consciousness such as Gordon Onslow Ford, Jack Wright and, most strikingly,
the visionary paintings of John D. Anderson.
There, hidden away in a central room, mixed in with the lucid artists and somehow illuminating
everything around it, I came upon the powerhouse that was the engine of Bauer’s art and that
connected him to the cosmic. It looks like nothing else he ever painted. Is it a fake?
Perhaps 25” x 15”, it was a simple black circle rendered in a thick stroke in the middle of an alreadyyellowing sheet of paper. I requested that we take it to the viewing room and we turned down the
lights and stepped inside. As far as I am aware, this painting has never been publicly exhibited and
has yet to appear in a catalogue of Bauer’s documented work. With good reason.
A few years before I had acquired a copy of Harry Smith’s painting, The Tree Of Life In The Four
Worlds. Smith painted his own interpretation of the Tree Of Life in 1954 when he was employed at
Inkweed Arts, a greeting card company owned by New York poet-magus Lionel Ziprin.
Smith’s Tree Of Life works by making a connection, a bridge, to and from the generative void at the
heart of Bauer’s work through the activation of a series of paths or tunnels that emanate from the
deepest point of the black circle at the very top of the tree, the Kether point under the veil of Ain
Soph, and down through the four worlds into increasing levels of corporeality.
Smith was a natural when it came to magical thinking. The resonant historical power that his
Anthology Of American Folk Music still holds is mostly attributable to his weirdly idiosyncratic terms
of inclusion. He had a magical way of intuiting inter-relations between specific recordings of hillbilly
holler, ecstatic gospel and slave-ship blues; dividing his first volumes into “Ballads”, “Social Music”
and “Songs” and alchemically colour-coding them green, red and blue to represent the elements of
Water, Fire and Air. The covers were dominated by an etching by Theodore de Bry, (lifted by Smith
from a book on mysticism by Robert Fludd), of “the celestial monochord” a divinely harmonious
instrument tuned by the hand of God. Smith treated this primitive music existentially, as though it
would reveal all of its encrypted mystery and meaning if its codes could be deciphered through their
placement in the proper context. He spent many years analysing the base phonetics at the heart
of these inspired performances, noting repeated phrases and the recurrence of certain archetypes
under certain historical conditions - like how many times the word “railroad” was used during the
Depression as opposed to during the war. “The problems that I’d set myself on have to do with
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correlating music into some kind of visual thing,” he explained. “My essential interest in music was
the patterning that occurred in it.” Smith took this approach to all of his various obsessions; his
beautiful hand-painted films, his collections of patchwork quilts and Ukranian Easter eggs, his boxes
filled with paper-airplanes with cards noting where each of them was discovered. As he saw it;
“I’m sure that if you could collect sufficient patchwork quilts from the same people who made the
records, like Uncle Dave Macon or Sara Carter’s houses, you could figure out just about anything
you can from the music.”
Pick a track, any track: 1920s mountain singer Bascom Lamar Lunsford’s “I Wish I Was A Mole
In The Ground”, say, compiled by Smith on Volume 3: Songs (Blue Singing). In an essay on the
Anthology Of American Folk Music entitled “Smith’s Memory Theatre”, Robert Cantwell writes:
“Listen to ‘I Wish I Was A Mole In The Ground’ again and again, study every printed version, give up
your career and maybe your family, and you will not fathom it.”
You will not fathom its depths, even through a lifetime of dedication. Jackson C. Frank sang it on his
eponymous album from 1965 where he re-christened it “Kimbie”. Here it is all about prophecy and its
price. “Blues Run The Game”, Frank sang, and he knew it from the start, his life defined by trauma;
the death of his classmates and the 50% burns he received after a boiler at the school exploded; the
tragic death of his young son from cystic fibrosis; his left eye shot out by kids on the street. “I wished
I was a mole in the ground,” he sang. “I wished I were a mole in the ground.” There on the cover of
the only recording released during his lifetime, he looks to the future, and despairs. The bottom of
the photograph holds the gravity, the dark mirror of the guitar’s sound hole, an umbilical that may as
well run all the way to the centre of the earth.
Several years after my visit to the Weinstein Gallery in San Francisco, while workmen were renovating
our flat in the west end of Glasgow, they peeled back layers of wallpaper in the kitchen to reveal
the original stonework and uncovered a perfect black circle painted onto the wall just above the
fireplace. It didn’t merely resemble Bauer’s black mirror, it was, in fact, its counterpart.
8. For All We Know This Affair May Be A Dream
Magnetic tape is, by definition, mediumistic. Just as information can disappear from tape, so tape
can also act as an attractor. Sometime in the spring of 1995 Peter ‘Sleazy’ Christopherson, then
of the group Coil, returned home with an old reel-to-reel he had purchased in a junk shop with the
intention of using it for recording. When he pressed play, to check that it was blank, the voice of a
woman with a frail cockney accent appeared out of the silence, singly softly to herself from across
the decades.
“For all we know we will never meet again,” the voice sang. “For all we know on this dusty road
again/We won’t say goodnight until the very last minute/I’ll hold out my hand and my heart will be
in it/For all we know this affair may be a dream/So kiss me darling/Tomorrow was meant for some/
Tomorrow may never come/For all we know.”
Coil had felt themselves under the direction of some kind of disembodied spirit for some time. ELpH,
they called it. Now it was using magnetic tape to communicate with them over time.
In 1998 Coil released an album called Time Machines. In an interview at the time, the late John
Balance described it as “an attempt to create a space where people can stop and have gaps.”
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On the sleeve there is a reproduction of the black obsidian scrying mirror used to channel entities by
John Dee and Edward Kelley as well as a series of ‘flashing’ cards that contain the basic formulaic
components of Dee’s celestial monad. Across four semi-static drone settings Coil key their music to
entry into the black mirror and then out, via subterranean tunnels, into the stream of time itself. The
tracks are also, supposedly, keyed to the use of specific drugs. The opening track, the 23 minute, 10
second “7-Methoxy-β-Carboline” is time-keyed to the drug Telepathine.
“There was a drug there that none of us had even tried,” Coil’s Drew McDowall admitted to me in
an interview in 2002. “Telepathine. You can’t get that shit. That’s a fucking reed that grows in the
South American jungle. It’s not even supposed to be that good a psychedelic experience, people
take it in conjunction with DMT to give it a different spin, it just sounds good. But we were already
broadcasting our thoughts straight to each other anyway. We didn’t need it.”
Telepathine has a refractivity value of 62.37 which added together makes 18 which added again
makes 9, the number of the moon, the sphere of Yesod – the interface - and the domain of the astral
waters as well as of the sexual organs. The spiritual experience associated with Yesod is The Vision
Of The Machinery Of The Universe.
Coil had faked their way through the mirror and into vision, yet even today there are reports of groups
of South American ritualists exploring historical subterranea under the influence of Telepathine and
“7-Methoxy-β-Carboline”.
9. Ground Zero
When someone tells you, magic doesn’t work, there’s no proof, say to them, okay, art doesn’t work,
there’s no proof. You say that art had a particular effect on you? Prove it. Set it up in laboratory
conditions and see if you can replicate it. That proves nothing. Art works, magic is real, imagination
is key. Is the blues real? Demons are real, certain vortices or projections of force generate particular
reactions and suggest potential outcomes. Again, there is a key.
There is no proof that the destruction of the Twin Towers was an inside job. There is no proof that
the towers were demolished using a controlled explosion, despite being clearly seen on amateur
handheld videos. There is no proof that a burning aluminium airplane can melt steel or penetrate
concrete with such destructive force. There is no proof that there were no Jews in the World Trade
Center that day. There is no proof that the air force were instructed to stand down. There is no proof
that Flight 93 was shot down by a US fighter jet or that the passengers were disappeared. There
is no proof that Osama Bin Laden is dead or alive. There is no proof that the planes were actually
missiles surrounded by holograms made to look like planes. There is no proof that beneath Ground
Zero there are twin pits, as deep again as the Towers themselves, two sinkholes sunk deep into the
earth.
There is no proof that anyone deliberately committed suicide by jumping from the collapsing towers
on September the eleventh. The footage has been replayed again and again.
On the evening of September 11th, 2001, I receive a message from David Tibet of the group Current
93, sometime collaborator and long-term friend of john Balance and Peter Christopherson of Coil.
“Could you see the demons in the smoke?” it reads.
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10. I Swallowed Apocalypse Whole
In fact, the latticework on the cover of Melancholia emanates from the dark heart of the flower as
much as it does from the eye of the mysterious lady. As the music plays out the shapes take on the
quality of language, the language the quality of shapes. This kind of lucid art generates umbilicals, or
rays, that connect to the work of the artists John D. Anderson and George Onslow Ford.
The late American painter John D. Anderson, who was mentored by George Onslow Ford, a
member of Breton’s surrealist group in the 1930s in Paris, developed a form of artistic automatism
with an emphasis on spontaneously evoked internal universes and ‘primordial landscapes’ at the
core of which he placed his ‘radiant self’. His work consisted of three components – the line, the
circle and the dot – and his paintings, populated by electric geometries, dark circles, squiggles, suns
and spirals, repeating organic shapes, feel like fantastic journeys through the gates of the entopic
gods.
Anderson died in 2011, partly, it is rumoured, from repeated up-close exposure to his paints as he
would lie on the floor or otherwise position himself as close to the canvas as possible in order to get
deep into the birthplace of the forms. Jay Defeo, whose monumental work Deathrose, White Rose
or simply The Rose can be seen as a three dimensional rendering of the divine invasion of ectopic
geometries, suffered a similar fate, dying after a diagnosis of lung cancer in 1989 that seems to have
been directly related to prolonged and intimate exposure to her own materials.
11. Empire
One of the greatest songs ever written about the many powers of art is “Style It Takes” by Lou Reed
and John Cale. It appears on their 1990 album, Songs For Drella, dedicated to the memory of Andy
Warhol. “I’ll put the Empire State Building on your wall,” Cale sings. “For 24 hours glowing on your
wall/Watch the sun rise above it in your room/Wallpaper, art, a great view.”
The sleeves of the four original instalments of The Disintegration Loops feature a different picture of
the New York skyline across the 24 hours of September 11th 2001. Whereas Warhol’s Empire movie
documented six and a half hours in the appearance of the building, Basinski’s photography freezes
24 hours of the Twin Towers’ disappearance. Warhol presents the Empire State Building in time and
therefore outside of history. Basinski’s approach is closer to historical portraiture.
When a magician like Aleister Crowley makes the bold claim that demons really exist, what he means
is that demons are not historic, they are literally of time. The absence of the Twin Towers is historic.
In The Shadow Of No Towers is the name of a 2004 graphic novel by Art Spiegelman about the
World Trade Attacks. History lies, then, in the shadow of no towers.
Although born in Houston, Texas and now resident in LA, William Basinski is inextricably associated
with NYC. He ran his own performance space there, Arcadia, where he presented concerts by
people like Diamanda Galas and Antony Hegarty of Antony and The Johnsons, who he also played
saxophone with. Concurrent with his music work, Basinski was deeply involved in the downtown
fashion scene, running a boutique in Williamsburg called Lady Bird selling vintage and designer
furniture and clothes as part of a performance art experiment to beautify America. He is widely
regarded as one of the most handsome and fashionable avantgarde composers of the 20th century
alongside Iannis Xenakis and Alex Von Schlippenbach.

10

SVILOVA | WILLIAM BASINSKI

12. Headquarters: Sex Is The Permanent Condition
The late occultist-artist Kenneth Grant makes the point that the original gnosis was a physical
gnosis. In his 1977 masterwork, Nightside Of Eden, he lays out a schematic that facilitates access to
the dark side of the Kabbalistic glyph that is the Tree Of Life, the Tree Of Death, via the dark mirror of
Daath, the 11th or ‘magical’ supernal. Daath translates as Knowledge and is the offspring of Wisdom
and Understanding.
“The old refrigerator we had in our place in San Francisco had this amazing sound,” William Basinski
told an interviewer on the 10th anniversary of The Disintegration Loops. “The compressors in the
freezer had such beautiful overtones. If you taped it and slowed the tape down... Oh my god!”
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Black Mirror Glasgow 12/6/12
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Scale Be Thy King! A Playlist for The Black Mirror of William Basinski
by David Keenan
William Basinski – “The Disintegration Loops 1” from The Disintegration Loops
Richard Youngs – “Advent Part 1” from Advent
Christoph Heemann – “Solstice” from Days Of The Eclipse
Chuck Person/Daniel Lopatin – “Nobody Here” from Chuck Person’s Eccojams Vol.1
William Basinski – “A Red Score In Tile Pt. 1” from A Red Score In Tile
Harry Pussy – “Dream Diver”/”I Don’t Care About Sleep Anymore”/”Showroom Dummies”
from Harry Pussy aka In An Emergency You Can Shit On A Puerto Rican Whore
James Ferraro – “Heaven’s Gate” from Heaven’s Gate
Miles Davis – “Concierto de Aranjuez (Adagio)” from Sketches Of Spain
Terry Riley – “Music For The Gift” from Music For The Gift
Bo Anders Persson – “Piece 1” from Love Is Here To Stay
Lou Reed & John Cale – “Style It Takes” from Songs For Drella
Folke Rabe – “What??” from What??
Jackson C. Frank – “Kimbie” from Jackson C. Frank
Coil - “7-Methoxy-β-Carboline” (Telepathine) from Time Machines
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David Keenan is an author and critic based in
Glasgow, Scotland. His first book, England’s
Hidden Reverse, was an uncovering of the
esoteric English experimental underground
via groups like Coil, Nurse With Wound and
Current 93. It will be republished in an expanded
edition in autumn of 2014 by London’s Strange
Attractor, who will also publish his debut novel,
The Comfort Of Women. Keenan is a long-term
contributor to The Wire magazine.

William Basinski is a classically trained musician
and composer who has been working in
experimental media for over 30 years in NYC
and most recently, California. Employing
obsolete technology and analogue tape loops,
his haunting and melancholy soundscapes
explore the temporal nature of life and resound
with the reverberations of memory and the
mystery of time. His epic 4-disc masterwork,
The Disintegration Loops received international
critical acclaim and was chosen as one of the
top 50 albums of 2004 by Pitchfork Media.
Most recently, Basinski was chosen by Music
Director, Antony Hegarty to create music for the
new Robert Wilson opera, The Life and Death of
Marina Abramovic which had its world premiere
at the Manchester International Festival in July
2011 and toured Europe in 2012 and North
America in 2013. Orchestral transcriptions of
The Disintegration Loops by Maxim Moston
have been performed at The Metropolitan
Museum of Art and Queen Elizabeth Hall.

All still images from Disintegration loop 1.1 DVD, 63-min, color,
stereo, MPEG-2, LPCM, NTSC, 4:3, 2004

Black Mirror Glasgow 12/6/12 courtesy of David Keenan
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