
COMPARTMENTS AND
PLEASANT MIS-READINGS

THE BUILDING was promptly marked, noted and stored. Upon second look it was indeed the most subtly spiritual form I 
had ever seen. Perhaps the events would be better understood described more thoroughly.

On a walk through Munich, in the quarter that houses many of the cities museums, I passed a small brick building, noth-
ing particularly noteworthy especially compared to the immensity and command of the buildings that surround it. How-
ever, it was still quite strong. I believe it was because of the multicolored ceramic Brandhorst Museum and the plethora 
of impossibly thin columns at the Neue Pinakothek der Moderne that the quaint building by-passed my full attention, 
instead being immediately compartmentalized in my subconscious and tucked away. It wasn’t until I had been seated 
for some time on a bench under the trees across from the modest construct that I realized it had quite possibly been 
dropped into the incorrect compartment. I found it nestled neatly in a small box with a label stating boldly “chapel”. This 
box was resting inside a drawer more generally labeled “spiritual places”. The unassuming brick building looked com-
fortable there with its nearly cubic form, clean details, oversized door, arched window extending to the ground, and front 
façade that extended on three sides beyond the enclosed space. In addition I was positive I had seen a cross through the 
arched window. With those features, the building could certainly be a modern adaptation of a centrally planned chapel; 
possibly a renovation or addition to a previously built chapel. In fact, the building seemed to be under construction, giv-

The little building was the only semblance of a spiritual structure I had seen in the area. As those spaces seem to be 
abundant, I had expected one. The fact that there was no cathedral or larger church to support the “chapel” did nothing 
to deter ideas about it from forming in my head. Not yet venturing around to the street side front of the building I stood 
at the back, facing the archway. My eyes traced from the unarticulated base, as it met with ten feet of oversaturated 

through the glass.

I was indeed wrong about the programme of the building. It was a gallery. I wasn’t completely wrong though. It was 
for the most part cubic, the doors were large, the façade was from an older building, and the arch was in fact an arch. 
However, it was by no means a chapel. The cross, being the most telling sign I had read was purely a coincidence. The 
interior was under construction and four tarps had been hung just behind arched window strung together with the gaps 
between them centered perfectly in the formation of a cross.

The signs I had been reading without further inquiry were absolutely incorrect. The notion of the chapel had been as-
sembled by my previous experiences with and around spiritual places and events. The little brick building in Munich 
reminded me of how they can have the power to reach down into your lungs and wrench from their grasps every last 
strand of oxygen leaving you humble and wide eyed. 


