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The Language of God
O

n 6-13-1970, the day of my birth, “A Long and Winding Road” by the Beatles topped the U.S. music charts.  By topped, I mean that people in the music industry agreed that it sold more, received more radio play, or was somehow more popular than any other song that day.  The Billboard people reduced this song to a number …   #1.  Along the same lines – crooked lines, but lines all the same – radiological images reduce the human to a set of numbers.  If numbers are God’s language, maybe our efforts at deconstruction, reduction, and digitalization will bring us closer to understanding the universe.  Or, maybe the numeralization of time, space, and matter corresponds solely with our commodification of everything.  Regardless, in The Language of New Media, Lee Manovich describes how new media objects, in contrast with old media, “can be described mathematically” and are “subject to algorithm manipulation” (27).  Converting old media to new requires digitizing it and reducing it to binary code that mysteriously evolves back into audio and visual artifacts that we can read, view, understand, and most importantly, manipulate.  “In short, media becomes programmable,” Manovich states (27).  Radiology and popstrology illustrate how the digitization of media works: the first strikes at the core of ourselves – our bodies and souls – and the latter is strangely convincing satire, probably existentially inspired by God, who’s a confirmed satirist, with a penchant for irony.  God has probably also had a hand in radiology, which, ironically, began in earnest with an x-ray of a hand in 1895 - Wilham Röntgen’s wife’s hand.
The field of radiology began with Röntgen’s rays, which were images produced on film.  Film remains in use today, though during the early 1970s (coincidence …   no, I think not), digital images began to emerge.  Currently, radiology is on the cusp of completely eliminating film in favor of digital images.  Manovich explains that transforming something from analog to digital format requires converting mostly contiguous data into a numerical representation and discrete units.  Discrete units assemble themselves into larger objects, but also retain their own meanings and identities (30).  It’s not totally clear how turning old media into new differs in consequence from creating new, new media.  To take an existing x-ray and digitize it means that we take an image of a person’s ribs, for example, and turn it into numbers that allow us to reconstruct the image as a gazillion points of light and color.  We get an image of an image.  When radiologists take new images, they are digital from the beginning.  Maybe we never really convert media; we’re always creating.  A radiologist images a chest or whole body by converting that body into numbers and pixelizing it.  We turn ourselves into numbers directly, with no film-based intermediary.  

Manovich says that we need discrete units for communication, so perhaps radiology will usher in a new form of communication.  Your pixels can talk to my pixels and we will have a better understanding of each other.  If everyone’s pixels look the same, we may be destined for perfect harmony on earth …  But alas, our digital selves do not all look exactly the same.  Since we are different, the difference must mean something.  In radiology and medicine generally, as in life, it seems there is a continuous search for normalcy.  Normal standards allow us to deviate, to standout.  Searching for normal subjects might be a hot, upcoming occupation for the new age (maybe it already is).  We will probably spend a lot of human resources on this search, and maybe it’s all in vain.  According to Manovich, “a new media object is not something fixed once and for all, but something that can exist in different, potentially infinite versions”
 (36).  If our digital selves can change, and there is ample evidence that we/they do as seen in images taken at different times, it’s going to be difficult to find “normal.”  What if I meet normal standards now, but not after a cup of espresso sends waves of caffeine to my brain?  And, defining normal means some including some, excluding others.  Like Donald Trump in the Boardroom shouting, “You’re fired!” a collective scientific-political-economic-social-cultural force will marginalize some – by kicking them out of the figurative boardroom - while privileging others and allowing them to stay.  It seems unlikely that scientists will find a left-handed Mongoloid, pseudohermaphrodite with a lisp the standard for normal, but yet why not?  The point is, in case it’s unclear, that this document is made up of an infinite number of points and can be rearranged to offer a different meaning, based on what you want.  It’s possible that the only thing that really matters is music.
According to Ian Van Tuyl, it means something that I came into the world simultaneously with a Beatles song at #1.  I haven’t read his new book called Popstrology, but I’m currently reading about Tuyl’s theory of popstrology in The New Yorker
.  “Popstrology is a system for achieving self-awareness through the study of the pop-music charts—specifically by determining which pop song was No. 1 on the day of your birth,” describes Nick Paumgarten, the journalist who met Tuyl in a bar.  It seems that the artist plays more of a role than the song in determining our place in the world, but numbers based on the song are the only way to determine what artist matters.  Frankly, I’m pleased that I came into existence with some sort of primordial hum of “The Long and Winding Road” playing in my infant ears.  Analyzing the lyrics loosely (see below), I think that it means that the “L” sound will feature prominently in my life.  According to one wexpert (this is my new word for Web expert and I’d like to copyright and incorporate it) “L= primal, primitive mammalian love, as one feels as the result of sexual bonding.”
  Given my first name, the focus on “L” seems apropos.  In a strange twist, however, Mungo Jerry’s “In the Summertime” topped the British pop charts on my birthdate, throwing a curve in my line of thinking.  Finally, in one last disturbing interjection, on Tuyl’s site, he states that 1970 was the year of the Jackson 5.  “Like the Jackson 5 themselves, the micro-generation born in this pivotal year may exhibit enormous gifts at a tender age. But the bright lights of youthful success can unmooor even the greatest of talents, so take heed, children of 1970, and never forget that for every Michael, there is also a Jermaine. Not to mention a Tito,” Tuyl says
.  I find this exceptionally disturbing, but I think that if I count to 10 slowly, I’ll be alright.  

The Long and Winding Road

by the Beatles

The long and winding road 

that leads to your door 

will never disappear 

I've seen that road before 

It always leads me her 

Lead me to you door 

The wild and windy night 

that the rain washed away 

Has left a pool of tears 

crying for the day 

Why leave me standing here 

let me know the way 

Many times I've been alone 

and many times I've cried 

Any way you'll never know 

the many ways I've tried 

But still they lead me back 

to the long winding road 

You left me standing here 

a long long time ago 

Don't leave me waiting here 

lead me to your door 

But still they lead me back 

to the long winding road 

You left me standing here 

a long long time ago 

Don't leave me waiting here 

lead me to your door 

Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah


In the Summertime 

by Mungo Jerry

In the summer time when the weather is high

You can chase right up and touch the sky,

When the weather's fine

You got women, you got women on your mind.

Have a drink, have a drive

Go out and see what you can find.

If her Daddy's rich, take her out for a meal,

If her Daddy's poor, just do what you feel.

Scoot along the lake, do a town an' then return her twenty five.

When the sun goes down

You can make it, make it good and really fine.

With a fat beat, when her Daddy with a me,

We'll have everybody, but we do as we please.

When the weather's fine, we go fishing or go swimming in the sea,

We're always happy,

Long's we're living in this sound philosophy.

Sing along with us, dee dee dee dee dee

Da da da da da, yeah we're hap-pap-py.

Da da da dee da doo dee da dee da dee da da,

Da da da da da, dee da da dee da da.

When the wind is here, yeah it's party time,

Bring your bottle waggin' back, 'cuz it will soon be summer time.

And we'll signal a cab, we'll go driving or maybe we'll settle down,

If she's rich, if she's nice, bring your friends and we'll all go into town.

In the summer time when the weather is high

You can chase right up and touch the sky,

When the weather's fine

You got women, you got women on your mind.

Have a drink, have a drive

Go out and see what you can find.

If her Daddy's rich, take her out for a meal,

If her Daddy's poor, just do what you feel.

Scoot along the lake, do a town an' then return her twenty five.

When the sun goes down

You can make it, make it good and really fine.

With a fat beat, when her Daddy with a me,

We'll have everybody, but we do as we please.

When the weather's fine, we go fishing or go swimming in the sea,

We're always happy,

Long's we're living in this sound philosophy.

Sing along with us, dee dee dee dee dee

Da da da da da, yeah we're hap-pap-py.

Da da da dee da doo dee da dee da dee da da,

Da da da da da, dee da da dee da da.













� For what it’s worth, he also points out that variability relates closely to automation.


� The article starts on Page 22 and ends on 23 of the 03-28-05 issue.  This means something, but I don’t know what.  If we add the single digits above, they equal 27, which equals 9 if you add 2+7, which might mean that George Bush, whose name is mentioned in the article, has had 9 direct conversations with God.  Or it might mean that Condoleeza Rice, whose name is also mentioned, has had 27 secret trysts with Matt Damon, who has 9 letters in his name.


� <http://www.conknet.com/~mmagnus/SSArticles/Frank.html>


� <http://www.popstrology.com/origins.html>
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