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Art. Craft. Engineering. Science. These are the swirling muses 

of design patterns. Art and science are stories; craft and 

engineering are actions.  

Craft is midway between art and science; art and craft stand 

over against engineering and science. Art is the unique 

example, the first thing , the story as artifact  condensing out 

of talent and desire. Craft is reliable production of quality. A 

craftsman might be disappointed but rarely fails. A work of 

craft is the product of a person and materials . Engineering is 

reliable and efficient production of things for the use and 

convenience of people. Science is a process of making a story 

that can be used for engineering.  

Wayne Cool  

foreword to  

Pattern -Oriented Software Architecture, Volume 5:  

On Patterns and Pattern Languages  









Anyway, the point I'm making is that we need to be very careful. Just 
as they're doing with management consultants, sooner or later our 
customers will figure out that the management practices of Agile don't 
deliver working software any more than they can grill cheese or power 
an electric bicycle.  

The business of software is software. We don't make bean bags and 
we don't sell ice cream, even if that's what will solve the customer's 
problems. We make working software. And the Manifesto for Agile 
Software Development is a manifesto for doing it better.  

If you don't know how to make software, then I'm afraid you've 
boarded the wrong train, my friend. This train is going to Better 
Software. The train for Management Snake Oil leaves from a different 
platform. You can't miss it. It's made of invisible gold and it runs on 
magic beans. 

Jason Gorman, "We Emulate Management Consultants at Our Peril" 
http://parlezuml.com/blog/?postid=946 



Bruce Eckel  
http://mindview.net/WebLog/log -0038  
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We have been up all night, my friends and I, beneath 
mosque lamps whose brass cupolas are bright as our 
souls, because like them they were illuminated by the 
internal glow of electric hearts. And trampling 
underfoot our native sloth on opulent Persian carpets, 
we have been discussing right up to the limits of logic 
and scrawling the paper with demented writing . 

Our hearts were filled with an immense pride at feeling 
ourselves standing quite alone, like lighthouses or like 
the sentinels in an outpost, facing the army of enemy 
stars encamped in their celestial bivouacs. Alone with 
the engineers in the infernal stokeholes of great ships, 
alone with the black spirits which rage in the belly of 
rogue locomotives, alone with the drunkards beating 
their wings against the walls . 



1. We want to sing the love of danger, the habit of energy and rashness.  
2. The essential elements of our poetry will be courage, audacity and revolt.  
3. Literature has up to now magnified pensive immobility, ecstasy and slumber. We want to exalt 

movements of aggression, feverish sleeplessness, the double march, the perilous leap, the slap 
and the blow with the fist.  

4. We declare that the splendour of the world has been enriched by a new beauty: the beauty of 
speed. A racing automobile with its bonnet adorned with great tubes like serpents with explosive 
breath ... a roaring motor car which seems to run on machine -gun fire, is more beautiful than the 
Victory of Samothrace.  

5. We want to sing the man at the wheel, the ideal axis of which crosses the earth, itself hurled along 
its orbit.  

6. The poet must spend himself with warmth, glamour and prodigality to increase the enthusiastic 
fervour of the primordial elements.  

7. Beauty exists only in struggle. There is no masterpiece that has not an aggressive character. Poetry 
must be a violent assault on the forces of the unknown, to force them to bow before man.  

8. We are on the extreme promontory of the centuries! What is the use of looking behind at the 
moment when we must open the mysterious shutters of the impossible? Time and Space died 
yesterday. We are already living in the absolute, since we have already created eternal, 
omnipresent speed.  

9. We want to glorify war ñ the only cure for the world ñ militarism, patriotism, the destructive 
gesture of the anarchists, the beautiful ideas which kill, and contempt for woman.  

10. We want to demolish museums and libraries, fight morality, feminism and all opportunist and 
utilitarian cowardice.  

11. We will sing of the great crowds agitated by work, pleasure and revolt; the multi -coloured and 
polyphonic surf of revolutions in modern capitals: the nocturnal vibration of the arsenals and the 
workshops beneath their violent electric moons: the gluttonous railway stations devouring 
smoking serpents; factories suspended from the clouds by the thread of their smoke; bridges with 
the leap of gymnasts flung across the diabolic cutlery of sunny rivers: adventurous steamers 
sniffing the horizon; great -breasted locomotives, puffing on the rails like enormous steel horses 
with long tubes for bridle, and the gliding flight of aeroplanes whose propeller sounds like the 
flapping of a flag and the applause of enthusiastic crowds.  








