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Chapter 1 : Full text of "The Relentless City"
Get this from a library! The consolations of imperfection: learning to appreciate life's limitations. [Donald W McCullough]
-- There are limitations in life. We need eyeglasses to read, our children make choices that sadden us, and in the back
of our minds we are aware of the inevitability of death.

We ate in a room off the lab. Fresh flowers and a white linen tablecloth, candles and wine. Gavin sat at the
head of the table, picking at his food. Elaine and I sat to either side. There was little conversation until I asked
Dr. Gavin what he was working on. He dropped his napkin beside his plate. Four hundred million years later,
here we are. He leaned toward me. I want to see how it happened. I want to see it for myself. I looked at her.
Good question, young man. It was like being in a bathysphere made of glass, with oceanic blue light all
around us. I stared at the fish in their abundance, the enormous coelacanth among them. A window upon the
past. The odds of mutation expand exponentially with each clutch of eggs, young man. And if you goose the
process along. I could almost see them in the windshield before me, hanging over the atom-blasted cinders of
Hiroshima and Nagasaki. From the time I was a kid, bizarre rumors had abounded: Talk of the atom was
always in the air. The atom was going to destroy us. The atom was going to set us free. One way or the other,
the atom was going to remake our world. Yet the minute Elaine had said the wordâ€” â€”radiationâ€” â€”I felt
the geography of our relationship shift. Elephants and insects, that radiant and adoring smile. Gavin hunched
over it, drawing up into a syringe a glowing green fluid that he would soon inject into the waters of an
experimental aquarium. Fish spawn, he said, and , irradiated eggs drifted to the mossy bottom to rest. What if
the mad scientist of Maricove really was mad? What if his daughter was as mad as he was? I still remember
the sky blue pedal pushers and black ballet flats she wore that night. But we wound up in a booth near the door
of the diner, shooting the breeze with Floyd and Susan instead. Outside, rain lashed the windows. But if she
was, it was hard to tell. She spent most of the drive in a brown study, gazing out at the rain. I always did go for
the fast ones. She just reached out and dialed it back to a whisper. I wheeled the Merc into the turnout and
killed the engine, nose out to the ocean. Rain hammered the roof. She pressed her palm against my chest. I
turned away and looked out into the night. I took the steering wheel in both hands. Outside the rain came
down and down. A sense of foreboding possessed me. That, and the way her hand had slipped so naturally into
mine as we exited the theater. I remembered the taste of her lips against my own. Did I think about our first
date? How sad it made me. It wanted to be loved. Her pedal pushers ended up on the floor that night, her
blouse beside them. As she rose up over me, headlights illuminated the interior of the car. In a panic, I pulled
her down out of the line of sight, but it was too late. Whoever was in the other car must have seen her, too.
And then the lights swept past. The other car accelerated back onto the highway, engine roaring. We took in
the latest creature-features at the Granada. And we made love with increasing frequency, parking out at Party
Beach when no was around, and scouting out other locationsâ€”an abandoned quarry, a forsaken millâ€”when
someone was. In many ways, it was the happiest time of my life. But disquieting questionsâ€”questions I
could not bring myself to askâ€”shadowed my thoughts. And sometimes, as I drifted off to sleep, I heard her
urgent plea for forgiveness and I wondered what it was she had to fear. There were portents of the horror to
come, as well, though I did not recognize them at the time. Now she routinely put away her burgerâ€”she liked
them rareâ€”and a double order of fries. She drank chocolate shakes like water. When my mother served apple
pie for dessert, she always took the largest slice. And she spent more time than ever in the treacherous waters
off Party Beach, often disappearing for an hour or more. But Tina shrugged and flipped her hair. I tried not to
listen to Tina, but I had my own worries about Elaine. After the party broke up, we lingered on the beach
alone, watching the fire burn down. Where did Elaine go during her long sojourns at sea? What promise had
she exacted from me? I got my answersâ€”and terrible answers they wereâ€”one night toward the end of
August, with school looming just over the horizon. It was innocent horseplay, nothing more, but Jeff happened
to give Chris a playful body check as they passed. A half-empty milkshake went over, spilling cold, soupy
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chocolate into my lap. Cursing, I yanked a handful of napkins from the table-top dispenser in a futile effort to
contain the damage. Chris and Jeff just stood there, mouths agape. He held up his hands, palms out, an
innocent man. Just get out of here! I reached for another wad of napkins, did a little more damage control, and
tossed the whole soggy mess onto the table. The other halfâ€”and the purse itselfâ€”had wound up under the
table. I straightened up, startled, clutching her purse in one hand and some random bit of flotsam in the other
one. I caught my head on the lip of the table. Another milkshakeâ€”this one emptyâ€”came crashing down
beside me. Back on the daylit side of the table, I handed her the purse. When I held it out toward her, a little
ripple ran through the glowing green fluid inside. You told me she died from complications when you were
born. I felt that tide receding, the jagged rocks beneath. It was in her bones. I could see the skull inside her
face. It was so painful at the end. I can still hear her screaming. In the backwash from the dash lights, I could
see tears on her face. We pulled into the turnout by Party Beach. I inventoried the cars. The whole gang was
there. Floyd and Susan were there. And Brad and Tina, of course. I parked the car and killed the engine. We
sat there and listened to it tick. Outside the sea heaved, gnawing down the edge of the continent.
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Chapter 2 : Inexorable | Define Inexorable at www.nxgvision.com
Time, if we stop to think about it, is an inexorable current which sweeps us along through the passages of life. It is the
framework in which we live, the receptacle of our experiences. We create terms and classifications - years, days, hours,
minutes, seconds - in a vain attempt to gain a modicum of control over time, but it remains.

At the opening, Globe writers, in shifts, joined museum-goers. I had booked a train to New York to see the De
Kooning show. At least there was no risk of losing track of time and being late. The relentlessness is
important, and is, I suppose, like life: The clock, ho hum, is always running down. His editing overflows with
wit, exuberance, heartbreak, repose, and reprieve. All these emotions are not simply borrowed, secondhand
and desiccated, from the original movies he quotes. Some of it is obvious: A guy selling knockoff watches
absent-mindedly uses one of them to beat the time on a bridge railing. A suitor, just before 5 p. The film
touches multiple emotions the way such a dish touches more than taste buds. The kid in me was tickled that
every time I checked my watch it matched the time on the screen. The sleep-deprived new dad in me was worn
out trying to keep pace with the rapid scene changes. The movie lover in me delighted in recognizing classic
films but was saddened each time a great scene was cut short for the sake of clock continuity. No film is
identified. It also makes you want to see every movie ever made. Marclay brings that back. If you can do that,
this work absolutely predicated on time takes you outside of time. You constantly see the passage of time
while hardly feeling it at all. Marclay punches the clock for you. That was for the first hour. The mania
surrounding the work forced me to think too much rather than just get swept up in the swirl of clips. Sitting in
back, where I could tap away at my laptop, I glanced at the wall label. For me, part of the pleasure was
imagining this nutcase surrounded by DVDs, Beta tapes, and laser discs in his endless search for time
references. Only those who go legit - and pay serious money for licensing - are provided with nice, high
definition tapes. Eventually, I stopped thinking. I nodded off, tweeted, and dozed some more. It was a relief,
the next day, to review the Twitter transcript and see no fireable comments. I would be back, soon, for another
viewing. You check the time. It turns a form of judgment, of rudeness, of exasperation, of basic temporal
orientation, into an event. When, at about 4: What were we doing here? Should we be watching movies as our
bodies cry out for sleep? But a conventional montage lasts, at most, a minute or two. Here the compounded
euphoria of experiencing disparate images compressed into a kind of unified story eventually starts to wear
you out. A good montage is like good sex, and Marclay is asking you to have sex all day. Marclay can go all
night. I, as it turns out, cannot. I monitored the 9 a. I learned that in the movies, many lovers rise after 9,
stretch, canoodle a bit, and then call for room service. Why not stay minutes? But where was Gary Cooper? I
must have missed him. Instead, here was sad old Quasimodo, swinging on his giant bells. Then came a river of
movie faces: Kathleen Turner when she was beautiful, Ronald Reagan when he was paid to be an actor,
Laurence Olivier when he was Hamlet. A stream of hairstyles, gangsters, grandfather clocks, top hats,
shootouts, car chases, Nazis, train platforms, surveillance cameras. Every emotion was on view - anxiety,
boredom, panic, lust. Every action, woven into a tapestry and locked in time. In the end, what stood out? You
cannot escape its relentless progression, yet every moment abounds with pleasure. For me, the denouement
came before the actual end at 4 p.
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Chapter 3 : Chicago Tribune - We are currently unavailable in your region
The Morning GIF: Tick tock. LED blinks, or an alien, radium-infused glow. The clock. Relentless, inexorable, unchanging
as it marks that most ephemeral of dimensions, the tick tock of the.

That time is interwoven with space Time is relative to the reference frame of an observer We now know that
simultaneity is a relative concept. Two events A and B occurring simultaneously in one reference frame may
appear to be ordered A then B in another frame and B then A in yet another reference frame. All of this is true
without invalidating the observations our causal relationships observed in any reference frame. Two events in
space-time. The green observer sees A and B happening at the same time since the two events happen on the
same X time plane for A. For the red observer, B is encountered first, then A second. For the blue observer A
happens first, and B second. Image taken from http: In a similar fashion, in computation, the concept of time
measurement can be very complicated When building a distributed system, do not take it for granted that you
can simply trust the clock on the machine that is executing your code. More complicated solutions are needed
to establish the order of events that have occurred or when they will occur in the future. When kept under
tension the quartz crystal oscillates at a well-defined frequency. This system is fairly reliable on one system.
With the timer we can define: These differences create clock skew. For example, if a timer interrupts 60 times
per second, it should generate , ticks per hour. In practice, the real number of ticks is typically between , and ,
per hour. We can say that a timer is within specification if there is some constant p such that: On any two
given computers, the drift rate will likely differ. To solve this problem, clock synchronization algorithms are
necessary. Typically the time server is equipped with special hardware that provides a more accurate time than
does a cheaper computer timer The challenge with this approach is that there is a delay in the transmission
from the time server to the client receiving the time update. This delay is not constant for all requests. Some
request may be faster and others slower. So how do we solve this problem? The relative time correction C can
be calculated as: When the value of C is worked out, the client can correct its local clock The client must be
careful. If the value of C is positive, then C can be added to the software clock If the value of C is negative,
then the client must artificially decrease the amount of milliseconds added to its software clock each tick until
the offset is cleared. It is always inadvisable to cause the clock to go backwards. Most software that relies on
time will not react well to this. Even in this case of more accurate and more often corrected for clocks,
developers of distributed systems should still be wary of relying on local clock time. Because there are
corrections going on, the time recorded for an event might have actually happened at a different time on
another computer because of differing drift rates of those computer timers. Because we have correction of time
does not mean that all machines agree on time, it just means they are much closer to each other on average.
For some distributed systems, this may be sufficient, for others it may not be. This paper can be looked up on
scholar. If two processes do not interact, it is not necessary that their clocks be synchronized because the lack
of synchronization would not be observable and thus not cause problems. It is not important that all processes
agree on what the actual time is, but that they agree on the order in which events occur. The problem with
Lamport clocks is that they do not capture causality. This kind of information can be important when trying to
replay events in a distributed system such as when trying to recover after a crash. The theory goes that if one
node goes down, if we know the causal relationships between messages, then we can replay those messages
and respect the causal relationship to get that node back up to the state it needs to be in. So, this means we
could achieve a very important capability in a distributed system: We can use this capability to build a truly
distributed dataflow graph with dependencies without having a centralized coordinating process.
Thiruvathukal and Joe Kaylor. Created using Sphinx 1.
Chapter 4 : Project MUSE - "All Wound Up": Pullman's Marvelous/Uncanny Clockwork
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Two factors comes to mind. First, the clock. Not only was the clock always on screen ticking down those 60 precious
seconds, but every tick was punctuated with a clear, ominous beep.

Chapter 5 : Python's www.nxgvision.com() vs. www.nxgvision.com() accuracy? - Stack Overflow
To older adults -- it can be a maturing and at the same time a distressing climax, because now for the fast time you hear
the tick of the clock winding down not up.

Chapter 6 : Doctor Faustus () - Doctor Faustus () - User Reviews - IMDb
However, if the attacker's ping is high or the server tick rate is low, the attacker's shot can be wrongly counted as a hit
even after the target hides behind cover (since the target will still be visible on the attacker's screen).

Chapter 7 : Relentless Synonyms, Relentless Antonyms | www.nxgvision.com
Adjective inflexible, beyond influence; relentless, unyielding Unrelenting Antonym: flexible Her morals were inexorable,
and she would only prove that fact again and again when faced with the impossible choices the Presidency entails.

Chapter 8 : Clocks and Synchronization â€” Distributed Systems alpha documentation
The clock of life is wound but once And no man has the power To tell just when the hands will stop At late or early hour.
Now is the only time you own. Live, love, toil with a will.

Chapter 9 : Tick, tick, tick : Christian Courier
Clock Tick: after a predefined number of oscillations, the timer will generate a clock tick. This clock tick generates a
hardware interrupt that causes the computer's operating system to enter a special routine in which it can update the
software clock and run the process scheduler.
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