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Ernesto N. Rogers - FINDING IS THE RESULT OF SEEKING 

 

We say “he who seeks finds”, but that's true only for a few. It's true for those who, when seeking for 

something outside of themselves, already have a part of it in themselves. This finding is a kind of 

recreating or, at least, a discovering and a confessing. Munari seeks and finds. His strange creations 

can only be explained and identified by association with his name. What is Munari? We (Italians) 

have verbs ending in “-are”, “-ere”, and “-ire”. We don't have verbs ending in “-ari”. Munari is an 

exception; he is an active verb with only the infinitive case. Munari means, for example, to 

construct “useless machines” that are, in fact, very useful objects (but only to the spirit). Children 

understand what Munari wants to say, and therefore Bruno often addresses himself to them. Thus 

anyone can be a poet with the help of this good and intelligent man. He dosen't encourage you to 

escape reality; rather, he places you in front of a concrete reality that would escape from you 

without his polite insistence on making you notice it. 

Munari recovers lost moments. But those that conceal subtle harmonies. If  he were a musician, 

Bruno would invite us to a concert of tides, of rain, of dry rustligs, of falling stars, of whispers. And 

he would make us hear again voices that have passed close by while we were distracted. Since his 

eye is even more vigilant than his ear, he has found objects for us that are lost in the midst of our 

daily lives, or in the no less unawere life of nature. We become conscious of them. They always 

amaze us, they often interest us, they sometimes please us. It's the work of an artist who, in any 

case, doesn't communicate the world of his creations to us, but that of his discoveries. And it's also 

the work of a teacher who teaches us to look, and who gently criticizen our mental laziness. I would 

like it if this collection of objects (which taken together form a paradigm of the elusive infinite of 

Munari) were not allowed to be dispersed. Among so many contemporaries, condemned to lose 

emotions and sensations and words in the dark belly of Moloch, is it possible that there is not even 

one worth saving? 



 



 



 



 


