THE PASSIONART TRAIL

Venues:
Manchester Art Gallery, Mosely Street, M2 3JL
Opening times: Monday - Sunday 10am-5pm. Late night on Thursdays till 9pm

The Hidden Gem, Mulberry Street, M2 6LN
Opening times: Monday - Saturday 10am-4pm. Sunday Masses 10.15am and noon. Closed Sunday afternoons

The John Rylands Library, Deansgate, M3 3EH
Opening times: Sunday and Monday 12noon - 5pm Tuesday - Saturday 10am - 5pm

St Anns Church, St Ann Street, M2 7LF
Opening times: Tuesday - Saturday 10am - 5pm. Sunday services 9am, 10.45am and 6.30pm.
Closed Sunday afternoons

Manchester Cathedral, Victoria Street, M3 1SX
Opening times: Monday - Saturday 8.30am - 6.30pm. Sunday 8.30am - 7pm

National Football Museum, Cathedral Gardens, M4 3BG
Opening times: Monday - Saturday 10am - 5pm. Sundays 11am - 5pm

Introduction
The PassionArt Trail is a visual pilgrimage that takes place during the traditional season of Lent, from 5th March - 21st
April 2014, hosted by 6 major venues in Manchester city centre and showing more than 60 art works by 20 artists.
Come and explore your own personal journey in relation to the Easter Passion story, reflecting on universal themes of
grief and loss, love and kindness and our longing for hope, using traditional and contemporary art sited in gallery,
museum and sacred spaces.
For millennia, we have read stories of individuals and groups from all cultures and faiths who have sought the path of solitude
and simplicity in their search for meaning. In the Christian tradition Lent is a season of quiet, prayerful meditation and physical
denial. These rhythms and practices of life aid in the development of the inner life and help participants to seek the presence of
the divine within the ordinary activities of the everyday.
The human condition describes that part of our humanity which is universally shared despite race, gender or class. It is
concerned primarily with the finding of meaning, the experience of loneliness, our longing to belong and our desire for freedom,
and ultimately coming face to face with our own mortality. The subject of much art, literature and philosophical thinking, the
human condition is also at the heart of religious understanding.
At this time of year, the Christian Church celebrates Lent in preparation for the most significant moment in its calendar, Passion
Week. The Passion story recounts how Christ, the son of God, experienced the depths of what it means to be human, in a
week that saw him left alone, betrayed, imprisoned and put to a violent death on a cross, but ends with a narrative of
forgiveness, and the ultimate act of sacrificial love culminating in resurrection.

Pilgrimage, a ritual partaken by many, combines both a physical and a spiritual journey. By leaving the familiar and embarking
on a lengthy journey of discomfort and vulnerability, the pilgrim learns to discard ego, position, title and power, and instead
embrace the totality of the human condition, exposing our weaknesses, failures, longings and vulnerabilities. By denying the
cult of selfish desire, the pilgrim discovers an inner transformation; a place of belonging and of being loved by the divine
presence.
This trail is intended to be used as a contemporary pilgrimage, using artworks sited in quiet spaces in 6 venues across the city,
inviting you to reflect on your own life’s journey through the visual narratives told by the artists and the written reflections that
accompany them.
This booklet offers some short reflections on a few of the art works to help you engage meaningfully with them.
If you would like to learn more about the artworks or to read reflections on each of the art works, please go to our
website.

www.passionarttrail.co.uk

If you would like to talk or pray about any issues the trail raises,
then please contact us at admin@passionartmcr.co.uk

Also on the first floor in the 17th Century gallery, amidst a wall of Dutch
Still Life paintings are a series of evocative images by contemporary Brit
Artist Mat Collishaw called Last Meal on Death Row, Texas. These dark
painterly photographs invite us to reflect on the transience of life and the
inevitability of death; to consider how we would choose to spend our last
moments on earth. What would your last supper be? Who would you
share it with? It is reminiscent of the last meal that Christ ate with his
disciples on the night he was betrayed and arrested, the meal Christians
celebrate as Holy Communion or Mass.
Also on this wall is ‘Still Life with Flowers and Fruit’ by Dutch artist Jan
van Huysum, and a small glass box with two bronze, gnawed apple
cores by Gavin Turk inviting us to consider the theme of death and
transformation; the discarded fruit turned into treasure.
The story of transformation continues in the Modern and Contemporary
gallery with three sculptural works. Mother and Child by Henry Moore
reveals the transformation of God made flesh, the humbling act of the
God of all things embracing the vulnerability of a baby in a stable. A silver
teapot by Cornelia Parker and a gilded vessel by metal artist Clare
Malet speak of the transformation that takes place within our earthly
souls as we encounter the divine.

MANCHESTER ART GALLERY

Manchester Art Gallery houses some of Manchester’s most significant
art works including a major collection of Pre-Raphaelite works amongst
which are three paintings by William Holman Hunt, sited on the first floor
making the perfect beginning to the PassionArt Trail.

Gallery Floor Plan 1st Floor

Pre-Raphaelite Gallery
As you enter the Pre-Raphaelite Gallery on the first
floor via the glass atrium, you will immediately be
confronted by three well known religious paintings by
Holman Hunt hung centrally on the far wall sited next
to one another. The central painting is called The
Shadow of Death, rich in theological meaning and
symbolism it depicts a young Christ in his carpentry
workshop, arms outstretched causing a shadow that
foretells his crucifixion.
To the left is the heavily framed canvas of The Light
of the World painted in 1851 and based on a passage
from the Bible that reads,
'Behold I stand at the door and knock, if any man
hear my voice, and open the door, I will come in to
him...'
Painted in the darkness of the dim night light, the door
is that of the human soul, overgrown with weeds, that
can only be opened from the inside. Jesus, stands
waiting patiently with a lamp in his hand, which you
can also see in the glass cabinet in the centre of the
room.

On the right is The Scapegoat, painted on a visit to the Dead
Sea, depicting the Old Testament story of the scapegoat cast
into the wilderness carrying the sins of man. The red cloth
around his horns refers to traditional ritual in the story and the
crown of thorns that Christ would wear as he fulfils the role of
the eternal scapegoat in the Easter story.

Holman Hunt:
The Light of the World
by permission of Manchester Art Gallery

The Scapegoat.
The first time I ever saw this painting I was wandering around the Manchester City Art Gallery on my own. Suffering
from severe depression, I was feeling lost, alone, unsure, heavy –deep-down-to-my-soul. The painting stopped me in
my tracks. I wept. It was one of the first times I’d been able to cry out my pain.
I suppose that seems dramatic – or maybe overly sensitive – or … but the painting in all its mood of exile and pain gripped me. I
felt as if the painter had captured something in colour, in the stance of the goat, in the soulful, pained look in its eyes that spoke
to me. No, more than that, that was me. I’m not an artist and at that point, I knew little about this painting (I’ve read up a bit on it
since those days ten years ago), but I only knew that this art spoke, it was as if I could step into the scene and be known. I
stopped there – it seemed like forever - the life of the gallery going on around me. Other people pausing, briefly, glancing at the
painting, then leaving me to weep. I don’t remember how long it took me to leave – I almost couldn’t bear to look at any other
piece of art – I wanted to preserve the truth that had invaded my mind. Someone understands! There’s hope.
I imagine that seems so mystical. I had layers of things going on. Aside from the pain I was in emotionally, I knew, from my
days growing up, from my family and from reading the Bible that ‘The Scapegoat’ had a whole vein of meaning that was waiting
to be excavated - things about the goat carrying the sins of the whole community (hence the red-wrapped horns), that the
scapegoat somehow, in its driven-out-ness represented hope. I knew that there was death – and life in this painting. For, after
the staggering pained goat – and only a long while after, did I see the rainbow, hope breaking in, my whole sight had been
taken up by the goat.
The rainbow, when I saw it, just seemed right. Cheesy? Too much? Other pictures of The Scapegoat, I later discovered, omit
the rainbow – the unrelenting bleakness of the desert scene bleaching bones dry, but in this one, there is almost a breaking in
of a shard of hope not yet fully there. The rainbow is reflected in the ground, it surrounds, but isn’t complete. It’s a hope of light,
and goodness, and beauty, all meshed alongside pain. That, I think is what made me weep. It was the experience I was living.
And my need and the painting’s truth somehow met each other in that moment on a wet day in Manchester. The painting
spoke… forgiveness and need, things about hope, exclusion and inclusion, death, life, rainbows and deserts. It all fit.

It wasn’t a miracle cure – I didn’t immediately become well. That took months, if not years, and is an on-going part of my
pilgrimage. I’ve learned again and again that there are shadows; that death and life and death sit alongside each other. Pain,
suffering, exclusion, brokenness, desert places, bleakness, they all exist, and are real, and hope seems fragmentary
sometimes, but, fundamentally, for me, the pain of this painting has drawn me to it over and over again, and as I dwell on it, it
gives me hope.

By Dr Deirdre Brower Latz

Holman Hunt
The Scapegoat
by permission of Manchester
Art Gallery

The Shadow of Death
In my role as Lifelong Learning Manager I have stood in front of this painting with many groups of visitors to
Manchester Art Gallery over the past eight years. It is a painting that many people are attracted to and spend time with.
It is a large work that towers above you when standing near it. The figures of Mary and Jesus in the painting are
almost life size and the painting is hung at just the right height to make you feel involved in the scene. If you spend
time with the painting there are so many details to discover.
For most it is the precise reality of the painting that amazes them: the freshly fallen wood shavings, the fine silk fabric that swirls
out of the treasure chest, the cloth of Mary's dress, the tools, and the view out the window. Visitors absorb the patience and
dedication of the painter, William Holman Hunt, to accurately portray what it might have been like in a carpenter's workshop in
Palestine 2000 years ago.
As a painting it has an extraordinary sense of time. When you spot the shadow Jesus casts on the far wall of the carpenter’s
workshop and understand the significance of this, there is a sense of real interest in the painting. There is a realisation that the
painting isn't just a scene of Jesus the carpenter, but also tells of his birth (the gifts from the wise men in the trunk), his life as a
carpenter and his death on a cross, a whole life within one scene. The tension in Mary's muscles as she suddenly spots the
shadow on the wall emulates our own experience, as if a cold wind blows through the painting and our understanding of the
destiny of the man stretching out in golden light is changed.
Although central to the image, the figure of Jesus is often the last thing visitors mention to me in discussion - maybe because
he is so tall and the other smaller details capture people more? Maybe it is because Jesus is portrayed as a very real person in
contrast to many other depictions of Jesus? Maybe people don’t find it easy talking about Jesus? Hunt sought tirelessly for
ways to portray the life of Jesus as accurately as he could. He spent long periods of time in Jerusalem and surrounding areas
trying to get a sense of what Jesus, the man, might have really looked like, rather than what painters and writers had been
imagining for centuries. In an age of film and photography where real and hyper real images confront us all the time, it is easy

to forget that when this painting first appeared to the
British public, the most new and appealing thing
about it was the depiction of Jesus - not as a bizarre
wise baby or idolized by a gold halo, but as a man
with real muscles, a physical job and human facial
expressions.
Although a very realistic Jesus, Holman Hunt does
create a halo effect around his head and bathes him
in golden light, provoking the ultimate question
about Jesus; Man? God? Man and God?

By Meg Parnell, Lifelong Learning Manager,
Manchester Art Gallery

Holman Hunt: The Shadow of Death
by permission of Manchester Art Gallery

Last Meal on Death Row, Texas (Jonathan Nobles) 2011
Mat Collishaw
by permission of the Artist and Blain Southern Gallery

Still Life, Fruit and Flowers
Jan van Huysum
by permission of Manchester Art Gallery

17th Century Gallery

Last Meal on Death Row
The room is deserted. I overhear someone say that this is one of the ‘quieter galleries’. Ordinarily, I would never cast more than
a cursory glance in it myself. Dutch still life paintings in heavy, traditional, gilded frames aren’t really ‘my thing’, yet scattered
among them in contemporary black frames are Mat Collishaw’s astonishing photographs. To be honest, I’d never have spotted
them had I not specifically been looking for them.
A couple come into the gallery. The girl peers closely to one of Collishaw’s photographs and remarks to her companion, ‘…it
looks like a photograph doesn’t it? But it’s not.’ I long to jump up and correct her with ‘Yes it is a photograph actually – isn’t it
amazing?’ but I manage to resist and instead smile quietly to myself.
These photographs are astonishing precisely because they could so easily be mistaken for a painting. Which is entirely
intentional. Collishaw deliberately chose the style and lighting of the old Dutch masters, to cleverly and successfully recreate
this genre in photography.
His subject matter: the last meals of prisoners on death row, is also consistent with the theme. Some Dutch artists
used still life paintings to communicate powerful messages; and used images of decaying food or overblown flowers
to remind viewers of the inevitability of death.
I look more closely at the photographs and am surprised and slightly bemused that among the fresh fish, fresh fruit, fresh meat,
I also find a cheeseburger, a slice of pizza and a chocolate bar. Some of the meals are lavish and opulent, others are simple.
I’m curious about the men – and they were all men. Who were they? I look at their names: Juan, Gary, Jonathan, Frank, Paul.
Ordinary names. How old were they when they were executed by lethal injection? What crimes did they commit?
A glass of wine and a communion wafer stand out among the chips and toasties, gravy and grapes. The story of a man
transformed during his 12 year long incarceration on death row is deeply moving. Jonathan Nobles fasted on the day of his
execution, expressed love and regret, and sought the forgiveness of each one of the victims’ family members who were present
at his death. He requested simply bread and wine as his last meal – a poignant echo of the very first, last supper.

Our culture doesn’t talk much about death. It’s sometimes referred to as the last taboo. And yet, it’s the very thing we all have in
common. At some point I will die. At some point, you will die. At some point, knowingly (or more likely unknowingly), we will both
eat our last meal. Yet despite this, we live our lives in quiet denial of this fact. And maybe most of the time, that’s okay. It’s hard
to think about death in the middle of a hustling, bustling, busy life. And rightly so. A morbid fascinating of death is NOT what I’m
proposing here. Yet part of me does wonder that if thinking more about death, could actually enhance my experience of life?
Would I experience my days in a richer and fuller way, if I remembered that they are numbered?
More people pass hurriedly through the gallery. Some pause and lean in, reading the information provided and stopping to look
at the paintings and photographs. Others barely cast a glance in Collishaw’s direction. It makes me wonder how often we miss
things of beauty and depth and meaning, simply because we’re living life at 100 mph and don’t stop to pause.
I sit and take in the wall before me. I gaze and let my eyes wander over the photographs and the paintings that inspired them. A
couple of ladies come into the gallery. The younger one explains to her companion that Collishaw’s images are actually
photographs, not paintings. ‘Really?’ comes the astonished reply. A look of wonder passes over her face. “Yes, really!”
We both smile.
So look and linger.
Pause.
Breath.
Savour.
Think about death.

By Lindsay Grant (photographer)

Modern & Contemporary Gallery
Transformation
In the dictionary ‘transformation’ is described as ‘a
change in form, appearance, character or nature, a
passing from one state or phase to another, a change,
conversion, or metamorphosis.’
In this next part of the trail we make our way across the
stairwell passing the monumental textile work by Joana
Vasconcelos that has invaded the glass atrium at the heart
of the gallery towards the Modern and Contemporary
Gallery which houses the exhibition ‘Sculptural Forms’.

Mother and Child 1924-25 by Henry Moore
By permission of The Henry Moore Foundation

I begin by looking at Henry Moore’s stone carving of
‘Mother and Child’, a theme that became an obsession
within his work because of its timeless and universal
qualities. Influenced by primitive and non-european
sculptures, Moore’s piece of abstract realism evokes strong
emotions within me, the broad, solid arm of the mother
swooping across her sturdy torso, powerfully supporting
her child firmly on her shoulders so that he shouldn’t fall,
reminds me of my own deeply ingrained, maternal instinct
to protect and hold my own children. Her other arm gently
wraps itself around her child’s back showing the love and
compassion she feels towards the son she has borne, as
together they look ahead to the horizon and all that life
holds for them both in the future.

This work can be read as an everyday occurrence of a mother carrying her child, playfully lifting him high on her shoulders so
that he can see a world that is usually hidden from him from his normal lowly viewpoint.
But the subject of ‘Mother & Child’ has traditionally been used in art to reflect upon the relationship between Mary and the
Christ Child. In this early work, Moore moves away from the usual romantic depictions we have grown accustomed to that
illustrate bibles and churches. Instead he has carved both figures to appear strong and indestructible, both in their relationship
together as mother and child and in the way they approach the violence and sacrifice of the life that is unfolding before them.
Here the Christ child too is robust reminding us that this is not just any child but God made flesh, the King of all creation
transformed into the helpless babe of Bethlehem. When I look at this sculpture I am drawn to the knowing eyes of Mary who
understands who her son is, born not of man but of heaven, the son who will grow up to offer his life as a sacrifice for the
transformation of mankind.
The second work is very different, titled ‘Object that Fell off the White Cliffs of Dover’. A mutilated silver teapot takes its place in
the gallery as a work of art, created by installation artist Cornelia Parker best known for her exploded garden shed that was
suspended in the Tate Modern Gallery in the 1990’s. Another of Parker’s works saw her crush over a hundred silver plated
items with a steam roller to create a suspended art work called ‘Thirty Pieces of Silver’, a reference to the amount paid to
Judas when he betrayed Jesus.
Parker uses acts of great violence to create art works often considered to be of great beauty, that shimmer with ethereal
grace beneath the gallery lighting. Her work highlights the spiritual concept that beauty and redemption come about through
wounding, violence and sacrifice, as is acted out in the Easter Passion story. In this way Parker, alongside our next artist,
Claire Malet, doesn’t just mimic traditional religious expressions of sacred violence, but uses a contemporary material language
that invites us to re-engage with the eternal themes of transformation and the notion that it is through our wounds and
vulnerabilities that we are healed.
Malet’s work is also made of metal, using discarded industrial steel containers, she carefully re-crafts them into vessels of
beauty, reminiscent of the textures and shapes she observes in her daily walks in the landscape of rural Herefordshire.

Ridged Vessel by Claire Malet
By permission of the artist.

Twisting root masses, tangled branches, gnarled bark and the dancing light and shade of the woodlands become her inspiration as
this once ugly object is transformed into an exquisite vessel by the skill of her hands, the searing heat and wounding of the flame
and her vision for what it could become. Ultimately she gilds the interior surface with gold leaf so that it now becomes something
precious and beautiful.

In which areas of your life do you long to see transformation?
Consider ways you can help to bring beauty and transformation to your community over the coming year?

THE HIDDEN GEM

Tucked away through an alleyway hides arguably the most
beautiful sacred space in the city of Manchester. Disguised
by its plain outer red brick walls is a sanctuary space
adorned with carved white marble pillars, an altar, and a
series of colourful Stations of the Cross.
St Mary’s Catholic Church, known affectionately as The
Hidden Gem is a place of constant worship, prayer and quiet
reflection for all who enter its doors. A silent space at the heart
of a busy city, the pilgrim is invited to rest, to pause and share in
the stillness of the present moment and to offer their prayers
and heartfelt longings before the God who loves them.
The traditional white marble decoration is contrasted by the
strong, piercing colours of 14 large contemporary canvases that
depict the Stations of the Cross, painted by Norman Adams in
1994 that expose the raw emotion and agonizing pain and
suffering experienced by Jesus Christ in his final journey to the
cross on the hill of Calvary. Also known as the Way of the Cross
or the Way of Sorrows, each station acts as a meditation and an
invitation to prayer to journey with Christ in our own lives, and to
recognize His presence with us through our own joys and
sufferings. The paintings move through the story of betrayal
towards death, but end in hope; a garden of flowers
representing the garden tomb and the promise of the
resurrection that is to follow.

The Face of Christ.
The suddenness of silence and stillness welcome me as I
enter this cacoon of safety tucked away in the midst of the
busy, noisy, city streets. Before entering my mind was full of a
multitude of tasks and responsibilities churning around and
around in never ending circles, each vying for my attention.
But here, in this beautiful white sanctuary, I am instantly drawn
into the present moment.
My senses, distracted no longer by the sounds of cars and
commuters, are now awoken to the solidity of the white marble
altar, the gentleness of the suspended figure of the crucified
Christ, then to the unexpected beauty of the brightly coloured
canvases that adorn the white walls on either side of me.
These extraordinary abstract paintings depict the fourteen
Stations of the Cross, frozen moments of Christ’s final journey
to the cross of Calvary. I am overwhelmed by the beautiful
celebration of colour and intense emotion evoked by the
renowned painter Norman Adams as he invites us to
contemplate the face of Christ as He offers himself willingly
and silently to become the ultimate scapegoat in the Paschal
mystery.
The golden yellows of the first station, Ecce Homo, introduce
me to the face of Jesus, the servant king, crowned with jagged
tooth like spikes and thorns. A golden cross takes central place
in the painting, forming the bridge of Christ’s nose with

Norman Adams: Ecce Homo
By permission of The Hidden Gem

splashes of red patterns around His eyes and mouth. I instantly identify with the suffering and pain of this Man of Sorrows as he
silently surrenders Himself to vulnerability, powerlessness and false accusation as He prepares to take the last leap into the
dark night of a violent death.
His deep blue eyes, though sorrowful, offer signs of hope, revealing the resurrection coming to pass amidst the darkness,
through the symbolism of flowers in full blossom. This theme is repeated in each of the paintings and culminates in the final
Station as a myriad of tiny flowers each in full bloom in the tomb garden, dotting their way amongst the climbing vines that
reach upwards towards eternity; a picture of resurrection and transformation.
The mystery of the story revealed in these paintings is that the transformation began in the dark and painful journey on the road
to Calvary, and that the darkness of Good Friday cannot be separated from the Resurrection of Easter Sunday, for as the story
tells us, it is by His wounds that we are healed. Each time Jesus falls under the weight of the cross the flowers of love and
eternal life are always present, not just in His eyes but in the eyes of His mother Mary as she captures his gaze on this terrible
journey, and as she embraces her son’s broken and lifeless body. They are painted amidst the compassion and prayers of the
women of Jerusalem, around the face of Simon of Cyrene as the heavy cross is laid upon him too. The flowers turn to red in the
eyes of Christ, as He breathes His last and cries out ‘It is finished!’ the colour of His sacrificial blood and the communion wine
we are invited to drink.
Take a little time to dwell and rest in the silence of this sacred space. Try to remain still and pause for at least ten
minutes inviting the silence to bring stillness and peace to your mind and soul.
‘Be still and know that I am God’
When you feel ready, make the journey around the room between the paintings, stopping at each Station and inviting God to
meet with you as you visually accompany Him on the road to Calvary. Bring Him your own pain and suffering knowing that He
understands. Offer to Him the pain and the violence that is within our world and ask that you would begin to see the flowers of
resurrection present in your everyday and within the world you inhabit.
By Lesley Sutton (artist and curator)

A number of beautiful architectural features make this
building a feast for the eyes; Gothic arched corridors
reminiscent of cathedral cloisters and ornamental carved
stonework portraying birds, foliage, dragons and other
mythical creatures create imposing silent spaces amidst
rooms of antique book lined shelves and display cabinets.
Faith plays an important role in the Library’s collection
which holds sacred texts from all the worlds major
religions, however it is renowned for its bible collection
with bibles written in over 400 different languages but
perhaps the most famous piece of Christian text is the
papyrus fragment of St John’s Gospel, considered to be
the earliest known piece of the New Testament, with the
verses 31-33 and 37-38 of John Chapter 18 on permanent
display.

THE JOHN RYLANDS LIBRARY

The John Rylands Library houses one of the world’s
finest collections of rare books and manuscripts. Designed
as a lasting memorial to her husband, Enriqueta Ryland
built and stocked this neo-Gothic building with thousands
of books and manuscripts; many of these were religious
works of literature to enable the training of Nonconformist
ministers.

The experience of loss and bereavement will touch each of us at some time in our lives. In the silence of this beautiful
space, six artists invite you to share in their personal responses to working through their understanding of grief and
death.
Sited over two floors, the trail begins at the top of the atrium staircase with the first of Beverly Ayling-Smiths exquisitely crafted
contemporary shrouds, exploring how we culturally prepare ourselves for death and mourning. In the arched corridor that follows
are a series of embroidered Victorian handkerchiefs by Jacqui Parkinson exposing the reality of the deep grief she experienced
after the death of her husband from cancer. Tucked away in the furthest arched corridor is one of Maxine Bristow’s sculptural
furniture pieces, acting as a barrier and examining how grief and other emotional experiences can sometimes act as a barrier to
finding God in prayer. A second identical work is placed as a prayer rail in the Lady Chapel at St Ann’s Church. In the Rylands
Gallery Room you can see the oldest known papyrus fragment of Johns Gospel telling the story of the crucifixion of Christ.
As you climb the stairway to the next floor ‘Heartsounds’, a sound work by Jane Poulton & Lin Holland, is placed in the juliet
balcony. Made in 2008, in memory of the passing of one of the artist's mother, the piece uses the recorded rhythm of her irregular
heartbeat in the last few days of her life as a basis for the work.
Lesley Sutton & Rachel James are both pastors wives and have therefore journeyed with many people through times of loss and
bereavement. They have created a response that offers hope; one thousand paper butterflies, a symbol of resurrection, made
from the pages of old hymn and prayer books, emerge from an open bible.
Everyone is invited to pause and respond by sharing your own memories of loved ones who have passed away in our Book of
Remembrances. Also a basket of cards is available for you to write names and prayer requests on, and on Maundy Thursday
evening a service and all night prayer vigil will take place at St Ann’s Church, during which candles will be lit and prayers said for
every name and prayer request submitted. The service will take place from 7.30pm and will continue throughout the night,
everyone is welcome.
As you leave you will see another of Beverly's life size shrouds reminiscent of the folded grave clothes in the Passion tomb.

Rose Petal Shroud & Burial Shroud by Beverly Ayling-Smith

Good Grief by Jacqui Parkinson

Materially Connected by Maxine Bristow

A Reflection on Grief
To lose someone you love is probably the most painful emotion you will ever experience in life. Words become powerless to
express the pain and anxiety that overcomes you. You feel distant and alone as you taste the bitter tears of grief, for once your
home has been visited by death, nothing feels the same again. Questions arise in your mind, why has this happened to me? Why
now? Where has my loved one gone now I can no longer see them?
The art works in The John Rylands Library reflect this theme of loss and bereavement that occurs so strongly in the Easter
Passion story. A compassionate mother, whose heart aches for the beloved son she has seen crucified. The friends of Jesus,
Mary, Martha and Mary Magdalene and his companions, the disciples, all face the terrible aloneness and anxiety that death brings
as they try to make sense of the terrifying events of the past few days. They hide away, frightened and unwilling to face the outside
world.
In the first art work sited at the top of the main staircase, Beverly Ayling-Smith has used both linen, lead and flowers, materials
traditionally used for burial, to create an emotional connection to the black embroidered burial cloth whose dimensions mimic that
of a traditional shroud. This rose petal shroud references the bringing of flowers to a grave, something that we can all relate to in
our lives.
Our relationship with cloth begins at birth when we are swaddled in a sheet or blanket and held by our mother, and continues
throughout our lives through the clothes we wear until finally, we are laid to rest within a linen shroud. Cloth holds memory like no
other medium, its sensory, tactile qualities stir conscious and unconscious memories of fragrance, touch, warmth and intimacy as it
becomes the silent layer between ourselves and our loved ones.
Passing through the display of WW1 memorabilia that tell written stories of loved ones lost in battle you come to another textile
work. Maxine Bristow uses the repetitive action of hand stitching to create minimal sculptural works in muted greys that mimic both
a barrier and an altar rail. Here you are reminded again of the tactile nature of the creased cushioned altar rails where you might
kneel in prayer at times of sorrow and loss, and yet this work is intentionally industrial with its powder-coated metal legs and harsh

rigid lines imposing a sense of the barrier, a place through which you cannot pass. At times of loss and grief we can feel this great
sense of distance, a barrier preventing us from reaching the one we long for. Prayer can also feel impossible, as we try to make
sense of the unknown and the intense pain we feel. But this work speaks to me of the way change comes about, almost silently
and unexpectedly, when one day we awake feeling that the barrier is no longer there, nothing has changed and yet now I am
ready to pray again, to listen again, to fight my way through my questions and to ask for healing and help.
In the beautiful arched library corridors, artist Jacqui Parkinson has embroidered a series of Victorian handkerchiefs with her words,
her prayers, her questions and her raw grief when she lost her first husband to cancer. These stitched letters need no explanation,
but instantly we feel the intensity of her pain, we feel the tears that were shed as she pierced the cotton cloth, the contrast between
the pure white cotton and the red and black stitches as she tries to embrace her loss. Many of us can identify with her honest
feelings, her fears about ageing alone, her struggle to sleep in the vastness of an empty bed, her desperate need to hold on tight
to her fading memories. Jacqui offers us a chance to respond to her work if we, like her, have been visited by death. Take your
time to be present to these words, you are also invited to respond by leaving your memories in our ‘Book of Remembrances’ in the
wooden panelled room at the far end of the main library.
'Heartsounds is situated at the top of the large stone staircase, a reflection is written on the following pages.
The art trail then concludes in this building with another of Beverly's embroidered shrouds, brown linen, with fragments of text from
old prayer books relate the instructions for conducting a burial or cremation. Buried in the ground and then recovered, this piece of
cloth retains the memory of the earth, and reminds us all that from dust we came and to dust we shall return.

How have you responded to loss in your life?
Do you need to find ways to express your grief and to begin the path towards healing?

Heartsounds by Lin Holland and Jane Poulton

The human beating of Gods heart.
Dear pilgrim, right now it is your heart’s faithful beating that is keeping you alive. Night and day it is attentive to its
life’s task. Even before you were born it was busy learning its trade in your mother’s womb – an apprentice heart
becoming familiar with the timing and tuning of its teacher, adapting, like second nature, to the rhythm of its model. It
wept when your mother wept; it was happy when she smiled.
In mid-life my doctors were worried about the irregular beating of my heart. I had many ECGs. They all proved negative. I never
worried. My mother’s pattern was the same as mine. As you listen to Heartsounds, you will know how wonderful that
awareness is, how intimate, how beautiful – and how powerful.
Of all the attributes and traits infused into my spirit by my mother’s heart-bond, I have always felt that courage was the
strongest. Time and again when, confounded by fear or loss, my heart would begin to shrink, from nowhere would come a
breath of resolution and confidence that would transform my fear, and draw from it a new energy. Whether in truth or fantasy I
do not know, but, at those times I would see my mother’s eyes, deep and dark with love, whispering her spirit into mine – you
are not alone, in your deepest being you will hear my heart beating within you like a far wave.
In this context I often think of the baby Jesus and his mother Mary. His tiny heart would have imitated the tempo of his
mother’s. His divinity would have come straight from the radiant humanity of her beautiful heart. He would have looked into her
eyes and imbibed her courage with her milk. From where else could the power of him, his utterly compelling presence, his inner
authority, have come?
Whenever his sense of self, or of the success of his mission would falter, whenever he stumbled beneath the weight of his
temptations, his passionate emotions and his Cross, what else could empower him to absorb his fear and transform it, but the
enduring memory of his mother’s eyes and heart.

There is no distance between the heart and the eyes. They work as one. Shining with tears, memory or vision, the eyes cannot
lie. In the last parish I served I remember a funeral at the local crematorium. As the coffin of the grandmother was drawn
through the curtains, her nephew, released from jail for the occasion, rushed up and threw himself on it, his manacled hands
clawing at the grips on the casket, his voice loud and distraught. The wardens ran up too. In the struggle he fell back into the
lap of his frail mother seated near the coffin.
I looked at this amazing scene – a strapping young man lying on his back across his mother’s lap. I saw them looking at each
other as in a modern day Pieta. What, I wondered, were their thoughts. Did she see, not a criminal, but her beautiful baby, the
joy of their home, around whom their lives revolved? Was her breaking heart remembering those special moments that only a
mother would treasure for ever. Was she trying to infuse into her son, at that moment, the love and the courage that she had
always infused into him from the moment he was born – and before?
On Good Friday we meditate on the Crucifixion. And we ponder on that poignant moment when Jesus, spun out from his
physical and mental torture, is now going through his spiritual crisis – his loss of faith in his Father’s love. What an utter
desolation that must have been for him - the twisting of his soul, the loss to end all losses, the final destruction of his fragile
spirit. There was no comfort for his tortured mind. ‘Father, have you, too, abandoned me?’
And maybe it was then it happened - the moment when Mary looked up at him and found his burning eyes. Then it was that
heart spoke to heart – those two hearts that had beat as one all their lives, as they did when she held his divinity and his
humanity together in her womb.
‘My son’, she may have said, ‘my dearest son, flesh of my flesh, heart of my heart, please, oh please remember. Remember
our love, my arms holding you tight, my heart beating against yours, my eyes filling you with strength and courage for your
terrible destiny. Feel it now.

‘Your Father has not abandoned you. He loves you like I do. Do not be afraid. Look into my eyes like you did when you were
small. Nothing has changed. Your Father’s heart, like mine, beats in yours. In two days you will understand this. The darkness
will have gone. The pain fulfilled. The loss restored. A new and beautiful light will fill the world. It will shine from your suffering.
It will save the world’.
By Fr Daniel O Leary (Priest and writer)

"Dear Lord, through all the changing scenes of my life, keep my mind and heart open to the surprises of the
Holy Spirit. Give me your joy in accepting new ways, new thoughts and new experiences,
so that I may grow in grace to the end of my days."

By Elsie Price ( Jane's mother)

St Johns Fragment
One of the most significant works in The John Rylands
collection is the Rylands Library Papyrus P52. This fragment
of papyrus has text written on both sides suggesting it must be
from a codex, a sewn or folded book, rather than a scroll or
isolated sheet. Measuring only 3.5 by 2.5 inches it contains
parts of seven lines of verses on either side from Johns
Gospel, telling a part of the trial of Jesus in the Easter Passion
story. Dating from between AD 100 -150 it is the earliest
known fragment of the bible in existence today and is on
permanent display in the Rylands Gallery.

' the reason I was born and came into the world is to
testify to the truth. Everyone on the side of truth listens to
me.”
“What is truth?” retorted Pilate. With this he went out
again to the Jews gathered there and said, “I find no
basis for a charge against him.'

Risen
by Lesley Sutton and Rachel James

For millennia butterflies have symbolized resurrection,
transformation and new life, having shed their earthly existence as
a caterpillar, the creature then disappears into a cocoon
resembling the tomb, eventually emerging, transformed into a
glorious life free of material restrictions.
Both Greeks and Egyptians placed golden butterflies in their
tombs, seeing a similarity between the cloth wrappings of a shroud
or mummy casing and a butterfly chrysalis.
This symbolism is often used in Christian art too, sometimes seen
in paintings of the Virgin and Child with the butterfly resting in the
Christ Childs hand symbolizing the death and resurrection that is
to come. In some monastic traditions the chrysalis represents the
hidden life of the contemplative, who seeks a life of solitude and
prayer away from the distractions of everyday life in order to seek
the transformation of the soul.
In this paper sculpture Lesley and Rachel have used a large
vintage Bible, along with pages from old prayer books and hand
cut hundreds of butterflies that emerge from the pages of this
Book of Life to suggest the hope of resurrection as promised
within the text. They have also created another work displayed in
St Ann's Church.

ST ANN'S CHURCH

St Anns Church has been a place of prayer, worship and
culture at the heart of Manchester for over 300 years. This
beautiful piece of architecture, lined with wooden panelling
and stained glass windows, creates an oasis of peace in
the midst of the bustling cultural activity of St Anns
Square.
On Saturdays the church has a cafe open for tea and
cakes between the hours of 10am - 3.30pm, a welcoming
space to meet and chat quietly. For the rest of the week
this is a sacred space, open to tourists and pilgrims alike
to seek sanctuary from the noise of the city and to marvel
at the beauty and history of the place. As well as regular
services of prayer and sung eucharists the church takes its
place in this city of culture by hosting many musical
concerts by students from the RNCM and Chethams
due to the amazing acoustics in the space and the warm
welcome from the friendly vicar and team.
During Lent this cultural activity will broaden to inlcude the
visual arts as St Anns hosts paintings and sculptures for
the PassionArt Trail.
A series of large figurative oil paintings by Woman of the
Year 2008 artist Ghislaine Howard adorn the walls of the
main sanctuary, exploring different elements of the
Passion story,

Christ washing the feet of his disciples before the last supper, the women of Jerusalem weeping as they see their saviour
sentenced to death, the colourfully bound hands of the accused Christ, at his trial, the sadness in the figure of a young man
Judas, the betrayer, frozen at the moment he takes his black coat and leaves the light filled room to descend into the dark
shadows of the night where he will commit his crime.
As you climb the stairs at the back of the church you will find the Upper Room, a prayer room with 3 large paintings from a
series entitled The 7 Works of Mercy, where you can take time to pause and read the reflections and consider your response to
these challenging images.
Downstairs in the Lady Chapel, a life size painting of the Prodigal Son invites us to consider the grace and forgiveness of a
loving father towards his wayward son. A sculptural work by Jerwood short-listed textile artist Maxine Bristow, invites us to
consider our own shortcomings and the opportunity to respond to the fathers love in prayer. On the window sill is an exquisitely
hand carved marble sequence entitled 'Life' a reflection on the Incarnation; the grace and humility of God made flesh by
sculptor James Sutton who also exhibits an alabaster sphere sited in front of the altar, a symbol of the host, the bread and the
wine given for the forgiveness of our sins during Holy Communion. Either side of the altar, raised on easels are two more of
Ghislaine Howards paintings from the crucifixion story.
In the main santuary is a site specific installation by Rachel James and Lesley Sutton that echoes their work in The John
Rylands Library; two thousand paper orgami butterflies, a symbol of our undeserved hope of resurrection hover above our
heads and around the pillars.
Each of these art works are linked by the theme of 'grace', the free and unmerited mercy and favour of God who invites us to
awaken to and embrace His gift of love at the very centre of all things and to share that love and grace with all those we
encounter as we continue to pilgrimage through our lives.
Take some time to pause and pray, to read the reflections and make your responses in this sacred space.

Why Grace?
It is a cold, grey winter’s day. The rain is tapping gently at the window as the bitter breeze finds it’s way through the tiniest of
gaps to make it’s icy presence felt in my kitchen. I sit at the table, pen in hand, considering what I can write about ‘grace’.
Such a beautiful word, but one we don’t often hear used in our everyday language. A multi-functional word, sometimes used to
describe a prayer spoken before a meal, or perhaps the movement or elegance of a beautiful woman. But for the past few days
I have been pondering over what ‘grace’ might mean for me. For ‘grace’ can also be described as the gift of unmerited favour
or kindness, an act of goodwill or love that is undeserved or unearned. This expression of grace has enveloped my thinking
and caused me to consider how ‘graced’ my life is, even on this dull, grey day. Each new breath that fills my lungs, each beat
of my heart, a gift that I have done nothing to earn or deserve, but a gift from a source I have come to know as God.
It is easy to view life as something that I have achieved and worked hard to build, and therefore something I need to defend or
protect, but when I begin to reflect on my life in the light of ‘grace’, undeserved and unmerited favour and love, it changes my
perception of everything. It opens my eyes to seeing all of life as a gift rather than a possession or a right. The rain falling
outside that waters the ground and nourishes the crops that will feed me and my family; the laughter and the smiles of my
children and grandchildren as we share a meal together; the roof over my head; a bed to sleep in at night. Things I so easily
take for granted suddenly become something I should give thanks for, something I should share with others, because I deserve
them no more than anyone else.
The Easter Passion story is all about Grace, as is explained in an article I recently read by the rock star Bono, in an interview
he gave in 2004, he says,
“...at the center of all religions is the idea of Karma. You know, what you put out comes back to you: an eye for an
eye, a tooth for a tooth, or in physics—in physical laws—every action is met by an equal or an opposite one. It's clear
to me that Karma is at the very heart of the universe. I'm absolutely sure of it. And yet, along comes this idea called
Grace to upend all that "as you reap, so you will sow" stuff. Grace defies reason and logic. Love interrupts, if you like,
the consequences of your actions, which in my case is very good news indeed, because I've done a lot of stupid stuff.
I'd be in big trouble if Karma was going to finally be my judge. I'd be in deep s---. It doesn't excuse my mistakes, but

I'm holding out for Grace. I'm holding out that Jesus took my sins onto the
Cross, because I know who I am, and I hope I don't have to depend on my
own religiosity. I love the idea of the Sacrificial Lamb. The point of the
death of Christ is that Christ took on the sins of the world, so that what we
put out did not come back to us, and that our sinful nature does not reap
the obvious death. That's the point. It should keep us humbled… . It's not
our own good works that get us through the gates of heaven.”
I believe that beauty makes us receptive to grace, and so take time to look at
the art works exhibited in St Ann’s, for they invite us to consider the idea that
each of us can choose forgiveness and grace; that by refusing to judge and
condemn we can share love freely through acts of mercy, feeding the hungry,
giving drink to the thirsty, and like the loving father in the Prodigal Son, open our
arms wide to the ones who have hurt us and let us down. This is the true
meaning of grace, freely given, freely received. No exclusions or it wouldn’t be
grace.
In the Bible we read that Jesus says “My grace is sufficient for you” and this is
why Christians celebrate Holy Communion, the receiving of bread and wine, the
humbling act of kneeling before God and saying I am not worthy but I want to
receive your grace. Its that simple.
If you would like to join us on Maundy Thursday here at St Ann’s Church we will
be holding a service that will include the washing of feet and the receiving of
Holy Communion, open to all, this is an opportunity to respond to the grace of
God given freely to you.
By Lesley Sutton (artist and curator)

Drink to the Thirsty By Ghislaine Howard

Feeding the Hungry By Ghislaine Howard

The Seven Works of Mercy
This is the first public showing of paintings from Ghislaine Howard’s ‘Seven Works of Mercy’ project. The ‘Seven Works of Mercy'
are simple, direct and elemental imperatives, codified in medieval times but that remain as relevant today as they have ever been.
They can be ignored only at tremendous cost to ourselves and the broader communities to which we belong. They are:
Feed the hungry
Give drink to the thirsty
Shelter the homeless
Clothe the naked
Visit the prisoner
Visit the sick
Bury the dead
It is hoped that the following lines will provide a context to the works and act as a useful aid towards a meditation upon what these
resonant ideas and images might suggest.
‘If a brother or sister be naked, and destitute of daily food, and one of you say unto them, “Depart in peace, be ye warmed and
filled”; notwithstanding ye give them not those things which are needful to the body; what doth it profit?’
(James 2:15-16, KJV)
The ‘Seven Acts’ form a necessary corrective for our times: they are a crucial aspect of the best that we are; the quality of mercy
underpins any civilised society and is a central tenet of all the major world faiths. The defining characteristic of the ‘Seven Acts’ is
that they should lead us into direct action.

Other forms of meditation may be framed by a personal quest to commune with what lies beyond the word or the image.
However, the translation of these simple but profound ideas into paintings, gives them palpable form. Works of art offer a
space outside the rush of our everyday lives, inviting us to contemplate their rich surfaces in silence. We look outwards into
these paintings, enter their imaginary depths, only to be invited to look further within ourselves. The face-to-face encounter with
a work of art can become one of transformative intensity, as expressed so eloquently in Rilke’s great sonnet, ‘The Archaic
Torso of Apollo’ which ends with the lines:
‘For here there is nowhere that does not see you:
You must change your life.’
Only three of the acts are exhibited at Saint Ann’s: giving drink to the thirsty, clothes to the naked and food to the hungry; each
represent in formalised fashion acts of spontaneous and unasked for kindness: the revelation of compassion in action. We may
find the world the way it is but by our actions we can change it – for the better or worse. The ‘Seven Works of Mercy’ create a
crucial balance to set against the horrors that we, as a species, are capable of unleashing into the world.
Seven acts, seven basic ideas to help ease suffering, to resolve conflict and bring people closer together in loving fellowship.
By Michael Howard - Art Historian, writer and lecturer
Where have you seen and received mercy?

In what ways can you offer simple acts of mercy in your everyday this Easter?

‘Life’ is a series of marble sculptures that depict the growth of new life within the womb.
Originally created as a gift for the artist's wife when expecting their first child, it’s detail and
fragility create an overwhelming sense of the vulnerability and beauty of life, when you
learn that each piece has been carved by the hand of a loving father as he watched his
own child grow. I find this reminds me of the words of the Psalmist (Psalm139)
'For you created my inmost being; you knit me together in my mother’s womb.
I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; your works are wonderful,
I know that full well.
My frame was not hidden from you when I was made in the secret place,
When I was woven together in the depths of the earth.
Your eyes saw my unformed body;
All the days ordained for me were written in your book before one of them came to
be.'
This also reminds me of the story of the Incarnation, that the God of all creation humbled
himself and became a baby, formed within the womb of Mary, fragile, vulnerable, born in a
stable, a God that understands what it means to experience our humanity.
What do you see in this art work?

Life by James Sutton

“When love awakens in your life,
in the night of your heart,
it is like the dawn breaking within you.
Where before there was anonymity,
now there is intimacy;
where before there was fear,
now there is courage;
where before in your life there was awkwardness,
now there is a rhythm of grace and gracefulness;
where before you used to be jagged,
now you are elegant and in rhythm with your self.
When love awakens in your life,
it is like a rebirth,
a new beginning.”
By John O Donohue

Manchester Cathedral was once the very large
parish church of a small market town. The
present structure largely dates from the 15
century; following its establishment by royal
charter in 1421 as a ‘collegiate church’, that is to
say, a church with a ‘college’, or team, of clergy
attached. It is one of the best examples of
Perpendicular architecture, a late medieval
English speciality, also to be seen in the choir
and tower of York Minster and in King’s College
Chapel, Cambridge. The magnificent angels
above the nave, playing golden 15 century
musical instruments, may well be a gift from
Margaret Beaufort, mother of King Henry VII,
whose fourth husband was Thomas Stanley,
Earl of Derby, who had a mansion here. The
early 16 century carvings in the choir area, also
largely funded by the Stanley family, are
amongst the finest of their kind.

MANCHESTER CATHEDRAL
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Manchester Collegiate Church became
Manchester Cathedral in 1847.

Stations of the Cross
For many hundreds of years the ‘Stations of the Cross’ (also called the Via Dolorosa) have been a tool for Christian pilgrims,
unable to make the long and often dangerous journey to Jerusalem, to retrace Christ’s steps from the moment of his arrest,
through the trials and onto his final journey to Calvary. Pilgrims believed that by identifying more closely with Christ and his
sufferings, their prayers would be more effective.
Over the centuries numerous artists have commemorated this Passion journey in many artistic forms, combining the everyday
horrors of betrayal and violent wounding with the spiritual realm of forgiveness, hope, love and beauty.
In Seville, every year during Holy Week, the Passion of Christ has been re-enacted since the 16th Century. Life size,
naturalistic sculptures are carried through the streets on floats, swaying from side to side, bringing to life the events of Passion
Week, as if inviting the community to witness first hand Christ carrying the cross of Calvary amidst them.
In English churches the Stations of the Cross tend to take the form of fourteen plaques or paintings that retell different aspects
of this sacrificial journey.
Manchester artist Rob Floyd has spent the last 18 months reading and responding to the Passion story in the same way that
many great artists have before him. Yet instead of depicting the traditionally prescribed scenes Rob has chosen to interpret
the story as it spoke directly to him, thereby creating a fresh and personal way for us to meditate on the events of Holy Week.
In a series of 18 large oil paintings Rob follows the events as described in the gospels which you can read for yourself in the
New Testament section of the Bible.

Awaiting Death
On the day we now celebrate as Palm Sunday, Jesus
entered Jerusalem on a donkey amidst crowds of excited
people shouting ‘Hosanna’ and waving palm branches to
celebrate his arrival. They expected their servant king to
bring them freedom from the oppressive regime of the
Roman Empire that governed them so harshly. But Jesus
knew that the way to true peace was not the path of
retribution but the path of sacrifice, and he predicted his own
death saying, ‘The hour has come for the Son of Man to be
glorified. Unless a grain of wheat falls to the ground and dies
is remains only a single seed. But if it dies it produces many
seeds.’
The story continues on Maundy Thursday. After the Last
Supper, Jesus withdrew to pray on the Mount of Olives
where he came face to face with the agony of his own violent
death, saying, ‘Father, if you are willing, take this cup from
me. Yet not my will but yours be done.’
Rob Floyd depicts this moment beautifully in his painting of
Christ, clothed in white robes, grasping a skull in both hands
as he gazes in prayerful meditation awaiting the inevitable
path of death about to overcome him. Here Rob has
borrowed an element from the Vanitas Still Life paintings
popular in 17th century Netherlands, and displayed in
Manchester Art Gallery, a theme also taken up by
photographer Mat Collishaw earlier in our trail, in which a

a skull, decaying food or overblown flowers are used to cause us to reflect upon the transience of our own existence, our
achievements and pleasures.
Each of us has to face the inevitability of our own death and yet it is a subject that in our culture today, we shy away from. We fear
the unknown and unlike most other things in our lives, we are unable to control the moment or the way in which it will happen. Most
of us continue to rush about our lives filled with constant noise and activity to distract us from entering that deeper place within that
questions our very existence and purpose. A place that can only be found in silence and stillness. Death is something that none of
us can escape from, and so perhaps it is helpful to consider what it means for us to die well.
What do I mean by this?
In western culture we have removed death from its natural place within the warm embrace of family and friends to the clinical world
of medicine in order to reduce the physical pain of the dying person, but perhaps at the expense of the intimacy and the
everydayness that is more natural within the sanctuary of home. In many traditions and cultures death is a part of everyday life,
and taking place within the womb of the home surrounded by both family and community. For many of us, death is frightening
because it is a journey towards the unknown. And yet in the Passion story we read that despite the violence and suffering that was
to be endured, Christ welcomed death as a coming home to His Father, and invites us all to go with Him, and be welcomed into the
loving embrace of a God who longs to hold us to himself.

To die well is perhaps to reach the place where we can journey through this life, stripping away the inessential distractions, until
we find a deeper sense of communion and love with our families, with God and with the wider world. To be in a place where you
let go of bitterness and anger, hate and violence, and instead choose love, forgiveness and hope. For this is surely the path to
true joy and peace.
The Passion story teaches us how to die well even in the most difficult and painful of ways imaginable. When nailed to a cross,
falsely accused, he chose not to argue or defend himself, but to remain silent, except for offering words of love and forgiveness,
‘Father forgive them, for they know not what they are doing.’
For some of us, death might surprise us, for others a terminal diagnosis or perhaps old age gives time to make peace with
ourselves and face our inner fears. But it remains for all of us to learn that to die well is to live well; to value the love and
communion we experience with others and to offer back love and compassion in the activities of our everyday lives - to value
the small things, to embrace joy wherever we encounter it, to hold onto hope whenever we touch it.

What does living well mean to you?

What does dying well mean for you?

The Fire WIndow by Margaret Traherne

Window by Carel Weight

By permission of Manchester Cathedral

Manchester Cathedral:
The Fraser Chapel Reredos
People are often quite startled by this unconventional altarpiece.
Both window and painting were installed in 2001, and are by Mark Cazalet, who has also done major work in Worcester and
Chelmsford Cathedrals.
The painting is a tragi-comic celebration of the hidden presence of God in the midst of everyday city life – even
including its grimmest aspects.
At its centre is an evocation of the Holy Trinity. How can one directly paint God, without falling into clichés, or indeed idolatry?
Here’s an image which registers the impossibility of this by not attempting to do so. But, of course, three figures at the centre of
an altarpiece immediately make one think of the three-ness of Father, Son and Holy Spirit. (Note: the Holy Spirit is traditionally
identified with the female principle of divine Wisdom on the Old Testament.) And the three are sharing a meal. In the Eucharist
we share bread and wine, the everyday food and drink of Jesus’s day. But here it’s the everyday-ness of chips and beer. The
ketchup, too, may well make you think of blood: Christ’s blood, the blood of martyrs inspired by the Holy Spirit.
In the background are the bridges of Castlefield. Bridges in an altarpiece: one may perhaps read these as symbols of God’s
reconciling love, drawing divided communities together. And look closely: there’s a tiny angel up there at one side of the railway
bridge, and a person at the other side. Here’s a coming together of heaven and earth. Such comings together are seldom
obvious, they’re often easily missed.
This Cathedral is dedicated to St. Mary, St. George and St. Denys. Everyone recognizes the traditional image of St. George, as,
mounted, on a white stallion, with a lance, he slays a dragon writhing beneath him. That’s intended as a symbol of cool Reason
subduing the destructive energy of unruly passion. But here, to the left, we have a very different symbol. In this image the
dragon has become, on the contrary, a representation of creative energy. He still represents passion. But here it’s the possibility

of an impassioned creativity; which has however been locked up, inhibited by despair. So he’s a sulky, bedraggled sort of
creature. And he’s in chains – which the 21 century St. George is cutting, to release him. In the background are scenes of a
blighted neighbourhood. (Parts of Lower Broughton, in fact: just before the major redevelopment of that area of Salford. But of
course there are many other such places in Greater Manchester as a whole.) This, then, is an image of Christian faith as, not
least, unlocking a creative passion of loyalty to ‘home’ – the nation, the city – and so helping promote the cause of urban
renewal.
Meanwhile, to the right, St. Denys wanders through the city centre. In the thinking of the mediaeval church three quite different
saints actually coalesced in the single figure of St. Denys. But one of them was a 3 century missionary who was martyred, in
Paris, by being beheaded, and who’s traditionally portrayed carrying his head under his arm. The monastic robes he’s wearing
are anachronistic: no Christian monastic orders had actually been founded in St. Denys’ day. But the point lies in the contrast,
suggested here, between the spirit of monastic simplicity and the spirit of consumerism driving the shoppers. Only the man who
has lost his head is able to sense God’s presence in this scene. Metaphorically speaking, he’s the only one there who has really
got his head screwed on.
In the corner a man with a mobile phone to his ear is carrying a parcel addressed to Canon John Atherton at the Cathedral. No
doubt it’s a parcel of theology books. This Cathedral has in fact been home to a modern tradition of theology especially focused
on the Christian critique of economic injustice. The altarpiece shows us, on one side, the glittering shops of the city centre, all
that wealth; on the other side, the world of poverty. And in the middle: bridges. We’re being invited to make connections.
The painting floats free from the wall, curving out at the edges, with the same freedom as the dove from Noah’s Ark, in the
window above.
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A cathedral is sacred space. This altarpiece however speaks of God’s presence, also, precisely in the most profane
sorts of environment. In that sense, it’s designed to strike a discordant note. We need sacred space to help lift us up,
out of our everyday selves, into prayer. At the same time, though, true Christian prayer can’t simply be a form of otherworldly escapism. It involves a constant rhythm of withdrawal from the world and return; withdrawal and return.
And so here we have an invitation to reflect on that rhythm.

By Canon Andrew Shanks

Located in Manchester's Cathedral Gardens in this
iconic glass building it aims to explain how and why
football has become 'the peoples game' and a key
part of Englands heritage and way of life.
It's collection and changing exhibitions offer ways to
experience the many stories associated with football,
from historic wins and celebrations, memorabilia of iconic
players, to the moving memorials of the some of the
saddest days in footballs history; the Munich aircrash, the
Hillsborough Disaster and the Bradford Stadium Fire.
The museum explores the drama, the skill, the style, the
passion, the art and the faith that surrounds football in an
exciting space using sound, image and digital technology
to appeal to visitors young and old.

THE NATIONAL FOOTBALL MUSEUM

The National Football Museum is the permanent home
of the FIFA collection and is the leading museum of its
kind in the world.

Resurrection
Michael Brown’s painting of Eric Cantona is as
controversial as its subject matter. Concern was expressed
at the time of depicting a celebrity footballer as the
resurrected Christ in a remake of Piero della Francesca’s
15th century fresco. For many however this was simply
taken as a tongue in cheek approach and in some ways
underlines the strong links between faith and football.
Many league clubs owe their formation to churches
including Everton, Manchester City, Bolton Wanderers,
Tottenham Hotspur and Southampton. Alex Ferguson who
audaciously brought Cantona to United in 1992 started his
own football career playing for a local church Boys Brigade
team. Death and resurrection, worship and adulation are
themes and expressions built into the fabric of the football
experience. Great players are worshiped, failures are wept
over and successess are glorified. Some players however
move on to almost God like levels, where they become
living icons. Eric Cantona reached that level amongst the
Manchester United supporters within his first season when
he filled the missing creative element in a team who longed
for and eventually won its first league championship in 25
years.
by permission of National Football Museum

As Chaplain to the club at the time I vividly remember the first
time I saw him walk into the training ground restaurant. As on
the pitch he commanded attention, his head upright, physically
tall and imposing. When on the pitch with his collar up and back
erect he seemed to have all the time in the world to control the
ball, shake off an annoying tackler like an irritating fly, and look
around for the best option of a killer pass or a devastating shot.
He retired at the height of his football career at the age of 30
years with numerous honors, goals and medals.
This glittering career was nearly brought to an untimely end at
Crystal Palace with the infamous ‘kung fu kick’ on a supporter,
resulting in a criminal conviction and an 8 month football ban.
Every commentator and pundit wrote about the demise of the
Frenchman, that his pride and belief in his justified action would
result in him leaving English football and perhaps even the
game itself. It was a dark deathly day for Cantona and United.
Michael Browne’s pastiche highlights the feeling of surprise and
incredulity as Cantona undertakes his community service, stays
in England and takes once again his place in the United team
and is crucial in helping them win another two premiership
titles. He does indeed stand tall above the coffin of his actions
and we all witness his resurrection.
Resurrection is a strong football theme; from the team who sits
at the bottom of the league, only in the final days of the season

managing somehow to crawl out of the relegation zone, or the team 0-3 down at half time who comes back to win 4-3. Sport in
general provides us with this death to life experiences which often mirrors the story and desires of our own lives.
A patient given the all clear after cancer treatment, the school dropout who forges a successful career, the divided family who
manage to find forgiveness and a new closeness, are the everyday stories of resurrection. As with Cantona these are often stories
that involve the support and commitment of others. The background to this painting is based on another 15th century painting of
‘The Triumphs of Caesar’ by Andrea Mantegna, with Alex Ferguson as Caesar casting aside all enemies. Without the support,
commitment and loyalty of Ferguson there would have been no resurrection of Cantona in English football.
The 20th century painting depicts human power and support, determination and against the odds outcome. For the Christian, Piero
della Francesca’s fresco summarizes our own belief in resurrection not ultimately in the determination of human effort but in the
power of God to bring that which was dead back to life. The risen Christ stands tall above the sarcophagus having just come back
from death, the disciples are still asleep in the early hours of the morning, the background of the painting depicts the resurrection
image with nature barren and lifeless on the left, but trees and ground alive and fruitful on the right.
This is no resuscitation. This is no grim determination to get through a difficult time. There was death and now there is life and that
life is in Christ alone. The Christian ultimately is asked to trust in the nature of the resurrecting God, to pray to and place belief in
Christ’s ability to bring situations, people and events into the land of the living in this world and in the resurrected world to come.
So we see two resurrections in these paintings but there is also a third, that of the 15th century fresco itself. In 1944 A young
British artillery officer Tony Clark was ordered to shell the Italian town of Sansepolcro during the second world war to remove the
German troops from the town. However Clark had read Aldous Huxely’s description of the famous fresco as the “greatest picture in
the world” and remembered that it was situated in the town he had been ordered to fire upon. He managed somehow to delay the
direct orders and eventually the Germans left the village the next day. The painting was saved and a street was named after Clark.
Rev Roger Sutton (former Chaplain at Manchester Utd)

Where in your life have you experienced some form of resurrection?
Who were the most supportive people to you at that time?
Where in your life are you hoping and praying for a resurrection?

If any of these art works or reflections have unearthed emotions and questions that you would like to talk to
someone about, then please make contact with one of the clergy at the churches in the trail, or email us at
admin@passionartmcr.co.uk and we can arrange for you to see either a pastor or counsellor.

www.passionarttrail.co.uk

PassionArt Trail Events:
Saturday 8th March: Opening at Manchester Cathedral of Rob Floyd’s Stations of the Cross “What is Truth?” Rob Floyd has
painted an ambitious new set of Stations of the Cross; which are initially to be displayed in the Cathedral through Lent and the
Easter season. After a celebratory Choral Evensong (17.30 – 18.30) Rob will be talking about the experience of working on this
project.
Sunday 6th April: The John Rylands Library 12.30 - 4.30pm Live musical performances by Epiphany (a group of professional
classical musicians) who will perform a series of improvised “musical portraits” and respond to the art works in the trail.
Tuesday 8th April: National Football Museum, drop in family craft workshops on Easter and the Resurrection. We will be
making origami butterflies from football magazines, and retelling the Easter story. (£2 each)
Thursday 10th April: PassionArt Day at Manchester Art Gallery, to include lunch time reflections from 12.30-1.15pm. A curators
perform a series of improvised musical portraits and respond to art works in the gallery and renowned writer and senior lecturer in
Art History, Michael Howard will deliver a lecture entitled Encounters and Transformations at 6.30pm.
Saturday 12th April: Paper Sculpture Craft Workshop at The John Rylands Library from 1-4pm on the themes from the
PassionArt Trail by artist Lesley Sutton. (contact the Library to book your place)
Thursday 17th April: Maundy Thursday at St Anns Church with traditional service followed by an all night candlelit prayer vigil to
include the washing of feet and Holy Communion
Easter Sunday 20th April - Easter Services at Churches across the city, why not go along and celebrate.

Thanks to: Ruth Shrigley and Meg Parnell from Manchester Art Gallery, Canon Denis Clinch from The Hidden Gem, Danielle
Shields from The John Rylands Library, Rev Nigel Ashworth and Paul Campion from St Anns Church, Canon Andrew Shanks and
Pam Elliot from Manchester Cathedral, Denise Lambert from the National Football Museum.
Thanks also to all the artists, particularly Ghislaine and Michael Howard and Rachel James who have helped in the planning of
the trail along with Al and Lindsay Grant of Picturing Beauty who also photographed the venues. To Marijke Hoek and the
Seedbed Trust for their grant funding and encouragement. Andrew Graystone for media support and training, Ruth Lancey from
Chungo media for the website and of course, my husband, Roger.

We would love to have your comments about the trail, what art works were your favourites and why, which pieces did
you find hard to connect with? Have you found the reflections helpful? Do you feel that the art trail has helped you to
connect with the Passion story in a new way?
Please leave your comments on the cards at each venue and hand them in to their reception/information desks. Or visit
our website, email or tweet us at:

www.passionarttrail.co.uk
admin@passionartmcr.co.uk
Tweet @passionarttrail
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1. Manchester Art Gallery
2. Hidden Gem: St Mary’s RC Church
3. The John Rylands Library
4. St Ann’s Church
5. Manchester Cathedral
6. National Football Museum
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