In Antiquity the butterfly, emerging from the chrysalis, came to symbolise the soul leaving the body at death. 

In Christian art the life cycle of the caterpillar, chrysalis, and butterfly is equated with life, death, and resurrection. 

The transient beauty of the butterfly could be a metaphor for the transience of life and the vanity of earthly things. So, swarms of black butterflies, though beautiful, are menacing and even deathly.

The Pavilion butterflies swoop and cluster in the building. Normally, butterflies are displayed imprisoned under glass: moments of beauty, science, and cruelty. The novelist John Fowles called his own passion for butterflies ‘a lethal perversion’. In his dark novel The Collector, he looks at the nature of obsession through the character of Frederick Clegg, a collector of butterflies who decides to add a captured woman to his ‘collection’. The captive in the cellar is like a pinned butterfly. In the Sherlock Holmes story The Hound of the Baskervilles, the murderer is Stapleton, a complex and dangerous man whose relaxation is the collecting of butterflies. In him, Dr Watson saw an ‘impassive, colourless man, with his straw hat and his butterfly net…a creature of infinite patience and craft, with a smiling face and a murderous heart’.

The swarms of butterflies in the Pavilion, at once beautiful and threatening, will both seduce and disturb the visitor and will add another perspective within the narrative of the building.
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