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Transcription




zen and the art of motorcycle maintenance, robert m. pirsigPage 1 of 192back to the bookshelfzen and the art of motorcycle maintenancean inquiry into valuesrobert m. pirsigAuthor’s NoteWhat follows is based on actual occurrences. Although much has been changed for rhetorical purposes, it must be regarded in itsessence as fact. However, it should in no way be associated with that great body of factual information relating to orthodox ZenBuddhist practice. It’s not very factual on motorcycles, either.And what is good, Phædrus,And what is not good.Need we ask anyone to tell us these things?Part I1I can see by my watch, without taking my hand from the left grip of the cycle, that it is eight-thirty in the morning. The wind, even atsixty miles an hour, is warm and humid. When it’s this hot and muggy at eight-thirty, I’m wondering what it’s going to be like in theafternoon.In the wind are pungent odors from the marshes by the road. We are in an area of the Central Plains filled with thousands of duckhunting sloughs, heading northwest from Minneapolis toward the Dakotas. This highway is an old concrete two-laner that hasn’t hadmuch traffic since a four-laner went in parallel to it several years ago. When we pass a marsh the air suddenly becomes cooler. Then,when we are past, it suddenly warms up again.I’m happy to be riding back into this country. It is a kind of nowhere, famous for nothing at all and has an appeal because of just that.Tensions disappear along old roads like this. We bump along the beat-up concrete between the cattails and stretches of meadow andthen more cattails and marsh grass. Here and there is a stretch of open water and if you look closely you can see wild ducks at the edgeof the cattails. And turtles.—There’s a red-winged blackbird.I whack Chris’s knee and point to it."What!" he hollers."Blackbird!"He says something I don’t hear."What?" I holler back.
zen and the art of motorcycle maintenance, robert m. pirsigPage 2 of 192He grabs the back of my helmet and hollers up, "I’ve seen lots of those, Dad!""Oh!" I holler back. Then I nod. At age eleven you don’t get very impressed with red-winged blackbirds.You have to get older for that. For me this is all mixed with memories that he doesn’t have. Cold mornings long ago when the marshgrass had turned brown and cattails were waving in the northwest wind. The pungent smell then was from muck stirred up by hip bootswhile we were getting in position for the sun to come up and the duck season to open. Or winters when the sloughs were frozen overand dead and I could walk across the ice and snow between the dead cattails and see nothing but grey skies and dead things and cold.The blackbirds were gone then. But now in July they’re back and everything is at its alivest and every foot of these sloughs is hummingand cricking and buzzing and chirping, a whole community of millions of living things living out their lives in a kind of benigncontinuum.You see things vacationing on a motorcycle in a way that is completely different from any other. In a car you’re always in acompartment, and because you’re used to it you don’t realize that through that car window everything you see is just more TV. You’rea passive observer and it is all moving by you boringly in a frame.On a cycle the frame is gone. You’re completely in contact with it all. You’re in the scene, not just watching it anymore, and the senseof presence is overwhelming. That concrete whizzing by five inches below your foot is the real thing, the same stuff you walk on, it’sright there, so blurred you can’t focus on it, yet you can put your foot down and touch it anytime, and the whole thing, the wholeexperience, is never removed from immediate consciousness.Chris and I are traveling to Montana with some friends riding up ahead, and maybe headed farther than that. Plans are deliberatelyindefinite, more to travel than to arrive anywhere. We are just vacationing. Secondary roads are preferred. Paved county roads are thebest, state highways are next. Freeways are the worst. We want to make good time, but for us now this is measured with emphasis on"good" rather than "time" and when you make that shift in emphasis the whole approach changes. Twisting hilly roads are long interms of seconds but are much more enjoyable on a cycle where you bank into turns and don’t get swung from side to side in anycompartment. Roads with little traffic are more enjoyable, as well as safer. Roads free of drive-ins and billboards are better, roadswhere groves and meadows and orchards and lawns come almost to the shoulder, where kids wave to you when you ride by, wherepeople look from their porches to see who it is, where when you stop to ask directions or information the answer tends to be longerthan you want rather than short, where people ask where you’re from and how long you’ve been riding.It was some years ago that my wife and I and our friends first began to catch on to these roads. We took them once in a while forvariety or for a shortcut to another main highway, and each time the scenery was grand and we left the road with a feeling of relaxationand enjoyment. We did this time after time before realizing what should have been obvious: these roads are truly different from themain ones. The whole pace of life and personality of the people who live along them are different. They’re not going anywhere.They’re not too busy to be courteous. The hereness and nowness of things is something they know all about. It’s the others, the oneswho moved to the cities years ago and their lost offspring, who have all but forgotten it. The discovery was a real find.I’ve wondered why it took us so long to catch on. We saw it and yet we didn’t see it. Or rather we were trained not to see it. Conned,perhaps, into thinking that the real action was metropolitan and all this was just boring hinterland. It was a puzzling thing. The truthknocks on the door and you say, "Go away, I’m looking for the truth," and so it goes away. Puzzling.But once we caught on, of course, nothing could keep us off these roads, weekends, evenings, vacations. We have become realsecondary-road motorcycle buffs and found there are things you learn as you go.We have learned how to spot the good ones on a map, for example. If the line wiggles, that’s good. That means hills. If it appears to bethe main route from a town to a city, that’s bad. The best ones always connect nowhere with nowhere and have an alternate that getsyou there quicker. If you are going northeast from a large town you never go straight out of town for any long distance. You go out andthen start jogging north, then east, then north again, and soon you are on a secondary route that only the local people use.The main skill is to keep from getting lost. Since the roads are used only by local people who know them by sight nobody complains ifthe junctions aren’t posted. And often they aren’t. When they are it’s usually a small sign hiding unobtrusively in the weeds and that’sall. County-road-sign makers seldom tell you twice. If you miss that sign in the weeds that’s your problem, not theirs. Moreover, youdiscover that the highway maps are often inaccurate about county roads. And from time to time you find your "county road" takes youonto a two-rutter and then a single rutter and then into a pasture and stops, or else it takes you into some farmer’s backyard.So we navigate mostly by dead reckoning, and deduction from what clues we find. I keep a compass in one pocket for overcast dayswhen the sun doesn’t show directions and have the map mounted in a special carrier on top of the gas tank where I can keep track ofmiles from the last junction and know what to look for. With those tools and a lack of pressure to "get somewhere" it works out fineand we just about have America all to ourselves.
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zen and the art of motorcycle maintenance, robert m. pirsigPage 3 of 192On Labor Day and Memorial Day weekends we travel for miles on these roads without seeing another vehicle, then cross a federalhighway and look at cars strung bumper to bumper to the horizon. Scowling faces inside. Kids crying in the back seat. I keep wishingthere were some way to tell them something but they scowl and appear to be in a hurry, and there isn’t -- .I have seen these marshes a thousand times, yet each time they’re new. It’s wrong to call them benign. You could just as well call themcruel and senseless, they are all of those things, but the reality of them overwhelms halfway conceptions. There! A huge flock of redwinged blackbirds ascends from nests in the cattails, startled by our sound. I swat Chris’s knee a second time—then I remember he hasseen them before."What?" he hollers again."Nothing.""Well, what?""Just checking to see if you’re still there," I holler, and nothing more is said.Unless you’re fond of hollering you don’t make great conversations on a running cycle. Instead you spend your time being aware ofthings and meditating on them. On sights and sounds, on the mood of the weather and things remembered, on the machine and thecountryside you’re in, thinking about things at great leisure and length without being hurried and without feeling you’re losing time.What I would like to do is use the time that is coming now to talk about some things that have come to mind. We’re in such a hurrymost of the time we never get much chance to talk. The result is a kind of endless day-to-day shallowness, a monotony that leaves aperson wondering years later where all the time went and sorry that it’s all gone. Now that we do have some time, and know it, I wouldlike to use the time to talk in some depth about things that seem important.What is in mind is a sort of Chautauqua.that’s the only name I can think of for it.like the traveling tent-show Chautauquas that usedto move across America, this America, the one that we are now in, an old-time series of popular talks intended to edify and entertain,improve the mind and bring culture and enlightenment to the ears and thoughts of the hearer. The Chautauquas were pushed aside byfaster-paced radio, movies and TV, and it seems to me the change was not entirely an improvement. Perhaps because of these changesthe stream of national consciousness moves faster now, and is broader, but it seems to run less deep. The old channels cannot contain itand in its search for new ones there seems to be growing havoc and destruction along its banks. In this Chautauqua I would like not tocut any new channels of consciousness but simply dig deeper into old ones that have become silted in with the debris of thoughtsgrown stale and platitudes too often repeated. "What’s new?" is an interesting and broadening eternal question, but one which, ifpursued exclusively, results only in an endless parade of trivia and fashion, the silt of tomorrow. I would like, instead, to be concernedwith the question "What is best?," a question which cuts deeply rather than broadly, a question whose answers tend to move the siltdownstream. There are eras of human history in which the channels of thought have been too deeply cut and no change was possible,and nothing new ever happened, and "best" was a matter of dogma, but that is not the situation now. Now the stream of our commonconsciousness seems to be obliterating its own banks, losing its central direction and purpose, flooding the lowlands, disconnectingand isolating the highlands and to no particular purpose other than the wasteful fulfillment of its own internal momentum. Somechannel deepening seems called for.Up ahead the other riders, John Sutherland and his wife, Sylvia, have pulled into a roadside picnic area. It’s time to stretch. As I pullmy machine beside them Sylvia is taking her helmet off and shaking her hair loose, while John puts his BMW up on the stand. Nothingis said. We have been on so many trips together we know from a glance how one another feels. Right now we are just quiet andlooking around.The picnic benches are abandoned at this hour of the morning. We have the whole place to ourselves. John goes across the grass to acast-iron pump and starts pumping water to drink. Chris wanders down through some trees beyond a grassy knoll to a small stream. Iam just staring around.After a while Sylvia sits down on the wooden picnic bench and straightens out her legs, lifting one at a time slowly without looking up.Long silences mean gloom for her, and I comment on it. She looks up and then looks down again."It was all those people in the cars coming the other way," she says. "The first one looked so sad. And then the next one looked exactlythe same way, and then the next one and the next one, they were all the same."
zen and the art of motorcycle maintenance, robert m. pirsigPage 4 of 192"They were just commuting to work."She perceives well but there was nothing unnatural about it. "Well, you know, work," I repeat. "Monday morning. Half asleep. Whogoes to work Monday morning with a grin?""It’s just that they looked so lost," she says. "Like they were all dead. Like a funeral procession." Then she puts both feet down andleaves them there.I see what she is saying, but logically it doesn’t go anywhere. You work to live and that’s what they are doing. "I was watchingswamps," I say.After a while she looks up and says, "What did you see?""There was a whole flock of red-winged blackbirds. They rose up suddenly when we went by.""Oh.""I was happy to see them again. They tie things together, thoughts and such. You know?"She thinks for a while and then, with the trees behind her a deep green, she smiles. She understands a peculiar language which hasnothing to do with what you are saying. A daughter."Yes," she says. "They’re beautiful.""Watch for them," I say."All right."John appears and checks the gear on the cycle. He adjusts some of the ropes and then opens the saddlebag and starts rummagingthrough. He sets some things on the ground. "If you ever need any rope, don’t hesitate," he says. "God, I think I’ve got about five timeswhat I need here.""Not yet," I answer."Matches?" he says, still rummaging. "Sunburn lotion, combs, shoelaces—shoelaces? What do we need shoelaces for?""Let’s not start that," Sylvia says. They look at each other deadpan and then both look over at me."Shoelaces can break anytime," I say solemnly. They smile, but not at each other.Chris soon appears and it is time to go. While he gets ready and climbs on, they pull out and Sylvia waves. We are on the highwayagain, and I watch them gain distance up ahead.The Chautauqua that is in mind for this trip was inspired by these two many months ago and perhaps, although I don’t know, is relatedto a certain undercurrent of disharmony between them.Disharmony I suppose is common enough in any marriage, but in their case it seems more tragic. To me, anyway.It’s not a personality clash between them; it’s something else, for which neither is to blame, but for which neither has any solution, andfor which I’m not sure I have any solution either, just ideas.The ideas began with what seemed to be a minor difference of opinion between John and me on a matter of small importance: howmuch one should maintain one’s own motorcycle. It seems natural and normal to me to make use of the small tool kits and instructionbooklets supplied with each machine, and keep it tuned and adjusted myself. John demurs. He prefers to let a competent mechanic take
zen and the art of motorcycle maintenance, robert m. pirsigPage 5 of 192care of these things so that they are done right. Neither viewpoint is unusual, and this minor difference would never have becomemagnified if we didn’t spend so much time riding together and sitting in country roadhouses drinking beer and talking about whatevercomes to mind. What comes to mind, usually, is whatever we’ve been thinking about in the half hour or forty-five minutes since welast talked to each other. When it’s roads or weather or people or old memories or what’s in the newspapers, the conversation justnaturally builds pleasantly. But whenever the performance of the machine has been on my mind and gets into the conversation, thebuilding stops. The conversation no longer moves forward. There is a silence and a break in the continuity. It is as though two oldfriends, a Catholic and Protestant, were sitting drinking beer, enjoying life, and the subject of birth control somehow came up. Bigfreeze-out.And, of course, when you discover something like that it’s like discovering a tooth with a missing filling. You can never leave it alone.You have to probe it, work around it, push on it, think about it, not because it’s enjoyable but because it’s on your mind and it won’tget off your mind. And the more I probe and push on this subject of cycle maintenance the more irritated he gets, and of course thatmakes me want to probe and push all the more. Not deliberately to irritate him but because the irritation seems symptomatic ofsomething deeper, something under the surface that isn’t immediately apparent.When you’re talking birth control, what blocks it and freezes it out is that it’s not a matter of more or fewer babies being argued. That’sjust on the surface. What’s underneath is a conflict of faith, of faith in empirical social planning versus faith in the authority of God asrevealed by the teachings of the Catholic Church. You can prove the practicality of planned parenthood till you get tired of listening toyourself and it’s going to go nowhere because your antagonist isn’t buying the assumption that anything socially practical is good perse. Goodness for him has other sources which he values as much as or more than social practicality.So it is with John. I could preach the practical value and worth of motorcycle maintenance till I’m hoarse and it would make not a dentin him. After two sentences on the subject his eyes go completely glassy and he changes the conversation or just looks away. Hedoesn’t want to hear about it.Sylvia is completely with him on this one. In fact she is even more emphatic. "It’s just a whole other thing," she says, when in athoughtful mood. "Like garbage," she says, when not. They want not to understand it. Not to hear about it. And the more I try tofathom what makes me enjoy mechanical work and them hate it so, the more elusive it becomes. The ultimate cause of this originallyminor difference of opinion appears to run way, way deep.Inability on their part is ruled out immediately. They are both plenty bright enough. Either one of them could learn to tune amotorcycle in an hour and a half if they put their minds and energy to it, and the saving in money and worry and delay would repaythem over and over again for their effort. And they know that. Or maybe they don’t. I don’t know. I never confront them with thequestion. It’s better to just get along.But I remember once, outside a bar in Savage, Minnesota, on a really scorching day when I just about let loose. We’d been in the barfor about an hour and we came out and the machines were so hot you could hardly get on them. I’m started and ready to go and there’sJohn pumping away on the kick starter. I smell gas like we’re next to a refinery and tell him so, thinking this is enough to let him knowhis engine’s flooded."Yeah, I smell it too," he says and keeps on pumping. And he pumps and pumps and jumps and pumps and I don’t know what more tosay. Finally, he’s really winded and sweat’s running down all over his face and he can’t pump anymore, and so I suggest taking out theplugs to dry them off and air out the cylinders while we go back for another beer.Oh my God no! He doesn’t want to get into all that stuff."All what stuff?""Oh, getting out the tools and all that stuff. There’s no reason why it shouldn’t start. It’s a brand-new machine and I’m following theinstructions perfectly. See, it’s right on full choke like they say.""Full choke!""That’s what the instructions say.""That’s for when it’s cold!""Well, we’ve been in there for a half an hour at least," he says.It kind of shakes me up. "This is a hot day, John," I say. "And they take longer than that to cool off even on a freezing day."
zen and the art of motorcycle maintenance, robert m. pirsigPage 6 of 192He scratches his head. "Well, why don’t they tell you that in the instructions?" He opens the choke and on the second kick it starts. "Iguess that was it," he says cheerfully.And the very next day we were out near the same area and it happened again. This time I was determined not to say a word, and whenmy wife urged me to go over and help him I shook my head. I told her that until he had a real felt need he was just going to resent help,so we went over and sat in the shade and waited.I noticed he was being superpolite to Sylvia while he pumped away, meaning he was furious, and she was looking over with a kind of"Ye gods!" look. If he had asked any single question I would have been over in a second to diagnose it, but he wouldn’t. It must havebeen fifteen minutes before he got it started.Later we were drinking beer again over at Lake Minnetonka and everybody was talking around the table, but he was silent and I couldsee he was really tied up in knots inside. After all that time. Probably to get them untied he finally said, "You know—when it doesn’tstart like that it just—really turns me into a monster inside. I just get paranoic about it." This seemed to loosen him up, and he added,"They just had this one motorcycle, see? This lemon.And they didn’t know what to do with it, whether to send it back to the factory orsell it for scrap or what—and then at the last moment they saw me coming. With eighteen hundred bucks in my pocket. And they knewtheir problems were over."In a kind of singsong voice I repeated the plea for tuning and he tried hard to listen. He really tries hard sometimes. But then the blockcame again and he was off to the bar for another round for all of us and the subject was closed.He is not stubborn, not narrow-minded, not lazy, not stupid. There was just no easy explanation. So it was left up in the air, a kind ofmystery that one gives up on because there is no sense in just going round and round and round looking for an answer that’s not there.It occurred to me that maybe I was the odd one on the subject, but that was disposed of too. Most touring cyclists know how to keeptheir machines tuned. Car owners usually won’t touch the engine, but every town of any size at all has a garage with expensive lifts,special tools and diagnostic equipment that the average owner can’t afford. And a car engine is more complex and inaccessible than acycle engine so there’s more sense to this. But for John’s cycle, a BMW R60, I’ll bet there’s not a mechanic between here and SaltLake City. If his points or plugs burn out, he’s done for. I know he doesn’t have a set of spare points with him. He doesn’t know whatpoints are. If it quits on him in western South Dakota or Montana I don’t know what he’s going to do. Sell it to the Indians maybe.Right now I know what he’s doing. He’s carefully avoiding giving any thought whatsoever to the subject. The BMW is famous for notgiving mechanical problems on the road and that’s what he’s counting on.I might have thought this was just a peculiar attitude of theirs about motorcycles but discovered later that it extended to other things -.Waiting for them to get going one morning in their kitchen I noticed the sink faucet was dripping and remembered that it was drippingthe last time I was there before and that in fact it had been dripping as long as I could remember. I commented on it and John said hehad tried to fix it with a new faucet washer but it hadn’t worked. That was all he said. The presumption left was that that was the end ofthe matter. If you try to fix a faucet and your fixing doesn’t work then it’s just your lot to live with a dripping faucet.This made me wonder to myself if it got on their nerves, this drip-drip-drip, week in, week out, year in, year out, but I could not noticeany irritation or concern about it on their part, and so concluded they just aren’t bothered by things like dripping faucets. Some peoplearen’t.What it was that changed this conclusion, I don’t remember—some intuition, some insight one day, perhaps it was a subtle change inSylvia’s mood whenever the dripping was particularly loud and she was trying to talk. She has a very soft voice. And one day when shewas trying to talk above the dripping and the kids came in and interrupted her she lost her temper at them. It seemed that her anger atthe kids would not have been nearly as great if the faucet hadn’t also been dripping when she was trying to talk. It was the combineddripping and loud kids that blew her up. What struck me hard then was that she was not blaming the faucet, and that she wasdeliberately not blaming the faucet. She wasn’t ignoring that faucet at all! She was suppressing anger at that faucet and that goddamneddripping faucet was just about killing her! But she could not admit the importance of this for some reason.Why suppress anger at a dripping faucet? I wondered.Then that patched in with the motorcycle maintenance and one of those light bulbs went on over my head and I thought, Ahhhhhhhh!It’s not the motorcycle maintenance, not the faucet. It’s all of technology they can’t take. And then all sorts of things started tumblinginto place and I knew that was it. Sylvia’s irritation at a friend who thought computer programming was "creative." All their drawingsand paintings and photographs without a technological thing in them. Of course she’s not going to get mad at that faucet, I thought.You always suppress momentary anger at something you deeply and permanently hate. Of course John signs off every time the subjectof cycle repair comes up, even when it is obvious he is suffering for it. That’s technology. And sure, of course, obviously. It’s so
zen and the art of motorcycle maintenance, robert m. pirsigPage 7 of 192simple when you see it. To get away from technology out into the country in the fresh air and sunshine is why they are on themotorcycle in the first place. For me to bring it back to them just at the point and place where they think they have finally escaped itjust frosts both of them, tremendously. That’s why the conversation always breaks and freezes when the subject comes up.Other things fit in too. They talk once in a while in as few pained words as possible about "it" or "it all" as in the sentence, "There isjust no escape from it." And if I asked, "From what?" the answer might be "The whole thing," or "The whole organized bit," or even"The system." Sylvia once said defensively, "Well, you know how to cope with it," which puffed me up so much at the time I wasembarrassed to ask what "it" was and so remained somewhat puzzled. I thought it was something more mysterious than technology.But now I see that the "it" was mainly, if not entirely, technology. But, that doesn’t sound right either. The "it" is a kind of force thatgives rise to technology, something undefined, but inhuman, mechanical, lifeless, a blind monster, a death force. Something hideousthey are running from but know they can never escape. I’m putting it way too heavily here but in a less emphatic and less defined waythis is what it is. Somewhere there are people who understand it and run it but those are technologists, and they speak an inhumanlanguage when describing what they do. It’s all parts and relationships of unheard-of things that never make any sense no matter howoften you hear about them. And their things, their monster keeps eating up land and polluting their air and lakes, and there is no way tostrike back at it, and hardly any way to escape it.That attitude is not hard to come to. You go through a heavy industrial area of a large city and there it all is, the technology. In front ofit are high barbed-wire fences, locked gates, signs saying NO TRESPASSING, and beyond, through sooty air, you see ugly strangeshapes of metal and brick whose purpose is unknown, and whose masters you will never see. What it’s for you don’t know, and whyit’s there, there’s no one to tell, and so all you can feel is alienated, estranged, as though you didn’t belong there. Who owns andunderstands this doesn’t want you around. All this technology has somehow made you a stranger in your own land. Its very shape andappearance and mysteriousness say, "Get out." You know there’s an explanation for all this somewhere and what it’s doingundoubtedly serves mankind in some indirect way but that isn’t what you see. What you see is the NO TRESPASSING, KEEP OUTsigns and not anything serving people but little people, like ants, serving these strange, incomprehensible shapes. And you think, evenif I were a part of this, even if I were not a stranger, I would be just another ant serving the shapes. So the final feeling is hostile, and Ithink that’s ultimately what’s involved with this otherwise unexplainable attitude of John and Sylvia. Anything to do with valves andshafts and wrenches is a part of that dehumanized world, and they would rather not think about it. They don’t want to get into it.If this is so, they are not alone. There is no question that they have been following their natural feelings in this and not trying to imitateanyone. But many others are also following their natural feelings and not trying to imitate anyone and the natural feelings of very manypeople are similar on this matter; so that when you look at them collectively, as journalists do, you get the illusion of a massmovement, an antitechnological mass movement, an entire political antitechnological left emerging, looming up from apparentlynowhere, saying, "Stop the technology. Have it somewhere else. Don’t have it here." It is still restrained by a thin web of logic thatpoints out that without the factories there are no jobs or standard of living. But there are human forces stronger than logic. Therealways have been, and if
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Silat is a combative art of self-defense and survival rooted from Matay archipelago. It was traced at thé early of Langkasuka Kingdom (2nd century CE) till thé reign of Melaka (Malaysia) Sultanate era (13th century). Silat has now evolved to become part of social culture and tradition with thé appearance of a fine physical and spiritual .
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exploration we will read Zen texts, ruminate upon Zen myths, contemplate Zen art, listen to Zen music, examine Zen meditation, and analyze Zen objects. As we can see, “Zen” has come to represent a lot of things. “Zen” is the Japanese pronunciation of Chinese character meaning “meditation” 禪, pronounced chán.
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COMPLETE THESE 3 STEPS! 2 


ZEN Fuze ZEN Shape PHASE 3 SUPPLEMENTS ZEN Fuze ZEN Shape (if goal is to burn fat) ZEN Fit PHASE 1 SUPPLEMENTS ZEN Fuze ZEN Prime CUT CLEAN FLUSH BURN SCULPT RESTORE REPROGRAM DIVERSIFY ENERGISE phase 1 phase 2 phase DETOX 3 LOSE THE BLOAT IGNITE MELT YOUR BELLY THRIVE LIVE YOUR LIFE WEEK 1 7 days WEEKS 2–4 21 days 
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Beginning AngularJS - DropPDF 


Beginning AngularJS Beginning AngularJS is your step-by-step guide to learning the powerful AngularJS JavaScript framework. AngularJS is one of the most respected and innovative frameworks for building properly structured, easy-to-develop web applications. This book will teach you the absolute essentials, from downloading and installing AngularJS, to using modules, controllers, expressions .
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Grammar as a Foreign Language - List of Proceedings

Grammar as a Foreign Language Oriol Vinyals Google vinyals@google.com Lukasz Kaiser Google lukaszkaiser@google.com Terry Koo Google terrykoo@google.com Slav Petrov Google slav@google.com Ilya Sutskever Google ilyasu@google.com Geoffrey Hinton Google geoffhinton@google.com Abstract Synta
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Attention is All you Need - NIPS

Google Brain avaswani@google.com Noam Shazeer Google Brain noam@google.com Niki Parmar Google Research nikip@google.com Jakob Uszkoreit Google Research usz@google.com Llion Jones Google Research llion@google.com Aidan N. Gomezy University of Toronto aidan@cs.toronto.edu Łukasz Kaiser Google Brain lukaszkaiser@google.com Illia Polosukhinz illia .
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GSA Implementation of Google (G) Suite

Google Meet Classic Hangouts Google Chat Google Calendar Google Drive and Shared Drive Google Docs Google Sheets Google Slides Google Forms Google Sites Google Keep Apps Script D
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Google Drive (Google Docs, Google Sheets, Google Slides)

Google Drive (Google Docs, Google Sheets, Google Slides) Employees are automatically issued a Kyrene Google account. Navigate to drive.google.com. Use Kyrene email address and network password to login. Launch in Chrome browser for best experience. Google Drive is a cloud storage sys
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Exploring the relationship between Google Trends data and stock price data.

google search data. Additionally, we propose using a test that we created to explore the relationship, if any, of stock prices and the popularity of google searches. Finally, we share our results from the test and discuss the possibility of using the popularity of google searches to predict future stock price movement. 1. Introduction 1.1 Stock .
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Quick Guide of Using Google Home to Control Smart Devices

Configuration needs Google Home app. Search "Google Home" in App Store or Google Play to install the app. 3.1 Set up Google Home with Google Home app You can skip this part if your Google Home is already set up. 1. Make sure your Google Home is energized. 2. Open the Google Home app by tapping the app icon on your mobile device. 3.
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Elaboração de Provas Online usando o Formulário Google Docs

2 Após o login acesse o Google Drive ou o Google Docs e selecione a ferramenta Google Forms (Formulários). Clique na caixa de Ferramentas do Google, localizada no canto direito superior da tela e selecione o Google Drive. Na tela do Google Drive clique em New , opção More e selecione Google Forms. OBS: É possível acessar o google
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A Hybrid Prediction Method for Stock Price Using LSTM and . - Hindawi

the relationship between stock prices and these factors. Although these factors will temporarily change the stock price, in essence, these factors will be reﬂected in the stock price and will not change the long-term trend of the stock price. erefore, stock prices can be predicted simply with historical data.
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Stock Price Prediction Using the ARIMA Model - IJSSST

Stock price prediction is regarded as one of most difficult task to accomplish in financial forecasting due to complex nature of stock market [1, 2, 3]. The desire of many . work are historical daily stock prices obtained from two countries stock exchanged. The data composed of four elements, namely: open price, low price, high price and
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ACS WASC Templates

File upload, Folder upload, Google Docs, Google Sheets, or Google Slides. You can also create Google Forms, Google Drawings, Google My Maps, etc. Share with exactly who you want — without email attachments. Search or sort your list of files, folders, and Google Docs. Preview files and Google Docs.
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Google Drive - San Bernardino City Unified School District

Google Apps All of the Google applications that are available upon logging into Google.com (G , Gmail, Gphotos, Gdrive, etc.). Google Suite Google’s online cloud based office companion applications (Docs, Sheets, Slides). Google Drive Google’s online cloud storage and file sharing/collaboration application.
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Single Sign On for Google Apps with NetScaler Unified Gateway

Google Apps for Work is a suite of cloud computing productivity and collaboration applications provided by Google on a subscription basis. It includes Google’s popular web applications including Gmail, Google Drive, Google Hangouts, Google Calendar and Google 
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Serviceteil

Google 84, 87, 124 Google 110 Google AdWords 101, 103 Google Alerts 127 Google Analytics 89 Google Maps 100, 110, 173 Google-Maps 63 Google Places 100, 103, 124 Graphiken 66 H Haftung 170 Haftungsausschluss 72 Hausfarbe 11 Headline 35 Heilmittelwerbegesetz 14, 69, 163 Heilversprechen 164 HONcode 78 HTML 58 HWG 31 I Imagefilm 31
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Best practices for managing identities when you move to Google Cloud

Google Cloud. To provide t he informat ion an organizat ion would ne e d to transfer data and ownership from one Google Account to anot her for s ome of t he noncore Google s er vice s, such as Google Ads, Google Analyt ics, or DV360. Intende d audience Organizat ion administrators. Sta planning Google Cloud / Google Wor kspace migrat ion. Key .
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Forecasting Stock Price Turning Points in The Tehran Stock Exchange .

Forecasting Stock Price Turning Points in the Tehran Stock Exchange Using Weighted Support Vector Machine. Journal of Entrepreneurship Education, 25(5), 1-12 . 2 1528-2651-25-5-797 Citation Information: Sayrani., M & Sharif, J.S. (2022). Forecasting Stock Price Turning Points in the Tehran Stock Exchange Using Weighted Support Vector Machine. .
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Our website is made possible by displaying online advertisements to our visitors.
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