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John Henry Newman(21 February 1801 – 11 August
1890)
 
John Henry Newman, D.D., C.O., also referred to as Cardinal Newman and
Blessed John Henry Newman, was an important figure in the religious history of
England in the 19th century. He was known nationally by the mid-1830s.
 
Originally an evangelical Oxford academic and priest in the Church of England,
Newman was a leader in the Oxford Movement. This influential grouping of
Anglicans wished to return the Church of England to many Catholic beliefs and
forms of worship traditional in the medieval times to restore ritual expression. In
1845 Newman left the Church of England and was received into the Roman
Catholic Church where he was eventually granted the rank of cardinal by Pope
Leo XIII. He was instrumental in the founding of the Catholic University of
Ireland, which evolved into University College, Dublin, today, the largest
university in Ireland.
 
Newman's beatification was officially proclaimed by Pope Benedict XVI on 19
September 2010 during his visit to the United Kingdom. His canonisation is
dependent on the documentation of additional miracles.
 
Newman was also a literary figure of note: his major writings including his
autobiography Apologia Pro Vita Sua (1865–66), the Grammar of Assent (1870),
and the poem The Dream of Gerontius (1865), which was set to music in 1900
by Edward Elgar as an oratorio. He wrote the popular hymns "Lead, Kindly Light"
and "Praise to the Holiest in the Height" (taken from Gerontius).
 
<b>Early Life and Education</b>
 
Newman was born in the City of London, the eldest of a family of three sons and
three daughters. His father, John Newman, was a banker with Ramsbottom,
Newman and Company in Lombard Street. His mother, Jemima (née Fourdrinier),
was descended from French Huguenot refugees in England. Francis William
Newman was a younger brother. His eldest sister, Harriet Elizabeth, married
Thomas Mozley, also prominent in the Oxford Movement.
 
<b>At School in Ealing</b>
 
At the age of seven Newman was sent to Great Ealing School conducted by
George Nicholas. There George Huxley, father of Thomas Henry Huxley, taught
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mathematics, and the classics teacher was Walter Mayers. Newman took no part
in the casual school games. He was a great reader of the novels of Walter Scott,
then in course of publication, and of Robert Southey. Aged 14, he read sceptical
works by Thomas Paine, David Hume and perhaps Voltaire.
 
<b>Evangelical</b>
 
At the age of 15, during his last year at school, Newman was converted, an
incident of which he wrote in his Apologia that it was "more certain than that I
have hands or feet". Almost at the same time (March 1816) the bank
Ramsbottom, Newman and Co. crashed, though it paid its creditors and his
father left to manage a brewery. Mayers, who had himself undergone a
conversion in 1814, lent Newman books from the English Calvinist tradition. It
was in the autumn of 1816 that Newman "fell under the influence of a definite
creed," and received into his intellect "impressions of dogma, which, through
God's mercy, have never been effaced or obscured". He became an evangelical
Calvinist and held the typical belief that the Pope was Antichrist under the
influence of the writings of Thomas Newton, as well as his reading of Joseph
Milner's History of the Church of Christ. Mayers is described as a moderate,
Clapham Sect Calvinist, and Newman read William Law as well as William
Beveridge in devotional literature. He also read The Force of Truth by Thomas
Scott.
 
Although to the end of his life Newman looked back on his conversion to
evangelical Christianity in 1816 as the saving of his soul, he gradually outgrew
his early Calvinism. As Eamon Duffy puts it, "He came to see Evangelicalism,
with its emphasis on religious feeling and on the Reformation doctrine of
justification by faith alone, as a Trojan horse for an undogmatic religious
individualism that ignored the Church's role in the transmission of revealed truth,
and that must lead inexorably to subjectivism and skepticism."
 
<b>At University</b>
 
Newman's name was entered at Lincoln's Inn. He was, however, sent shortly to
Trinity College, Oxford, where he studied widely. Anxiety to do well in the final
schools produced the opposite result; he broke down in the examination, under
Thomas Vowler Short, and so graduated as a BA with third-class honours in
1821.
 
Desiring to remain in Oxford, Newman then took private pupils and read for a
fellowship at Oriel, then "the acknowledged centre of Oxford intellectualism." He
was elected at Oriel on 12 April 1822. Edward Bouverie Pusey was elected a
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fellow of the same college in 1823.
 
<b>Anglican Priest</b>
 
On 13 June 1824, Newman was ordained as an Anglican deacon in Christ Church
Cathedral, Oxford. Ten days later he preached his first sermon in Holy Trinity at
Over Worton, near Banbury, Oxfordshire when on a visit to his former teacher,
the Reverend Walter Mayers, who had been curate there since 1823. On Trinity
Sunday, 29 May 1825, he was ordained a priest in Christ Church. He became, at
Pusey's suggestion, curate of St Clement's Church, Oxford. Here, for two years,
he was engaged in parochial work, and wrote articles on Apollonius of Tyana,
Cicero and Miracles for the Encyclopaedia Metropolitana.
 
Richard Whately and Edward Copleston, Provost of Oriel, were leaders in the
group of Oriel Noetics, a group of independently thinking dons with a strong
belief in free debate. In 1825, at Whately's request, Newman became vice-
principal of St Alban Hall, but he only held this post for one year. He attributed
much of his "mental improvement" and partial conquest of his shyness at this
time to Whately. He assisted Whately in his popular work Elements of Logic
(1826, initially for the Encyclopaedia Metropolitana), and from him he gained a
definite idea of the Christian Church as institution: "... a Divine appointment, and
as a substantive body, independent of the State, and endowed with rights,
prerogatives and powers of its own".
 
He broke with Whately in 1827 on the occasion of the re-election of Robert Peel
as Member of Parliament for the university: Newman opposed Peel on personal
grounds. In 1826 he returned as tutor of Oriel, and the same year Richard
Hurrell Froude, described by Newman as "one of the acutest, cleverest and
deepest men" he ever met, was elected fellow there. The two formed a high ideal
of the tutorial office as clerical and pastoral rather than secular, which led to
tensions in the college. In 1827 he was a preacher at Whitehall.
 
<b>Oxford Movement</b>
 
In 1828 Newman supported and secured the election of Edward Hawkins as
Provost of Oriel over John Keble. This choice, he later commented, produced the
Oxford Movement with all its consequences. In the same year he was appointed
vicar of St Mary's, to which the living of Littlemore south of the city of Oxford
was attached, and Pusey was made Regius Professor of Hebrew.
At this date, though Newman was still nominally associated with the Evangelicals,
his views were gradually assuming a higher ecclesiastical tone. George Herring
considers that the death of his sister Mary in January had a major impact on
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Newman. In the summer he worked to read the Church Fathers thoroughly.
 
While local secretary of the Church Missionary Society, Newman circulated an
anonymous letter suggesting a method by which churchmen might practically
oust Nonconformists from all control of the society. This resulted in his being
dismissed from the post, 8 March 1830; and three months later he withdrew
from the Bible Society, completing his move away from the Low Church group. In
1831–1832 he was select preacher before the university. In 1832, his difference
with Hawkins as to the "substantially religious nature" of a college tutorship
became acute and he resigned from that post.
 
<b>Mediterranean Travels</b>
 
In December 1832, Newman went with Hurrell Froude, on account of the latter's
health, for a tour in Southern Europe. On board the mail steamship Hermes they
visited Gibraltar, Malta and the Ionian Islands, and subsequently Sicily, Naples
and Rome, where Newman made the acquaintance of Nicholas Wiseman. In a
letter home he described Rome as "the most wonderful place on Earth," but the
Roman Catholic religion as "polytheistic, degrading and idolatrous."
 
It was during the course of this tour that Newman wrote most of the short poems
which a year later were printed in the Lyra Apostolica. From Rome, instead of
accompanying the Froudes home in April, Newman returned to Sicily alone, and
fell dangerously ill with gastric or typhoid fever at Leonforte. He recovered, with
the conviction that God still had work for him to do in England; he saw this as his
third providential illness. In June 1833 he left Palermo for Marseille in an orange
boat, which was becalmed in the Strait of Bonifacio, and here he wrote the
verses, Lead, Kindly Light, which later became popular as a hymn.
 
<b>Tracts for the Times</b>
 
Newman was at home again in Oxford on 9 July 1833 and, on 14 July, Keble
preached at St Mary’s an assize sermon on "National Apostasy," which Newman
afterwards regarded as the inauguration of the Oxford Movement. In the words
of Richard William Church, it was "Keble who inspired, Froude who gave the
impetus and Newman who took up the work"; but the first organisation of it was
due to Hugh James Rose, editor of the British Magazine, who has been styled
"the Cambridge originator of the Oxford Movement." Rose met Oxford Movement
figures on a visit to Oxford looking for magazine contributors, and it was in his
rectory house at Hadleigh, Suffolk, that a meeting of High Church clergymen was
held over 25–26 July (Newman was not present, but Hurrell Froude, Arthur Philip
Perceval and William Palmer had gone to visit Rose), at which it was resolved to
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fight for "the apostolical succession and the integrity of the Prayer Book."
 
A few weeks later Newman started, apparently on his own initiative, the Tracts
for the Times, from which the movement was subsequently named "Tractarian."
Its aim was to secure for the Church of England a definite basis of doctrine and
discipline. At the time the state's financial stance towards the Church of Ireland
had raised the spectres of disestablishment, or an exit of High Churchmen. The
teaching of the tracts was supplemented by Newman's Sunday afternoon
sermons at St Mary's, the influence of which, especially over the junior members
of the university, was increasingly marked during a period of eight years. In
1835 Pusey joined the movement, which, so far as concerned ritual observances,
was later called "Puseyite".
 
In 1836 the Tractarians appeared as an activist group, in united opposition to the
appointment of Renn Dickson Hampden as Regius Professor of Divinity.
Hampden's 1832 Bampton Lectures, in the preparation of which Joseph Blanco
White had assisted him, were suspected of heresy; and this suspicion was
accentuated by a pamphlet put forth by Newman, Elucidations of Dr Hampden's
Theological Statements.
 
At this date Newman became editor of the British Critic. He also gave courses of
lectures in a side chapel of St Mary's in defence of the via media ("middle way")
of Anglicanism between Roman Catholicism and popular Protestantism.
 
<b>Doubts and Opposition</b>
 
Newman's influence in Oxford was supreme about the year 1839. Just then,
however, his study of monophysitism raised a doubt whether the Anglican
position was really tenable on the principles of ecclesiastical authority which he
had accepted. He then read, in Nicholas Wiseman's article in the Dublin Review
on "The Anglican Claim," the words of Augustine of Hippo against the Donatists,
"securus judicat orbis terrarum" ("the verdict of the world is conclusive"). He
later wrote of his reaction,
 
For a mere sentence, the words of St Augustine, struck me with a power which I
never had felt from any words before ..... they were like the 'Tolle, lege, — Tolle,
lege,' of the child, which converted St Augustine himself. 'Securus judicat orbis
terrarum!' By those great words of the ancient Father, interpreting and summing
up the long and varied course of ecclesiastical history, the theology of the Via
Media was absolutely pulverised. (Apologia, part 5)
 
After a furore in which the eccentric John Brande Morris preached for him in St
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Mary's in September 1839, Newman began to think of moving away from Oxford.
One plan that surfaced was to set up a religious community in Littlemore, outside
the city of Oxford. He had had a chapel built there, with foundation stone laid by
his mother in 1835, based on a half-acre plot and £100 given by Oriel College.
His plans for Littlemore had involved bringing in Charles Pourtales Golightly, an
Oriel man, as curate, in 1836; but a sermon of Newman's had changed
Golightly's views, and brought him into the camp of aggressive anti-Catholics.
Isaac Williams filled in as curate, and then John Rouse Bloxam acted as
Littlemore curate from 1837 to 1840. William John Copeland acted as curate
from 1840.
 
Newman continued his work, however, as a High Anglican controversialist until
he had published, in 1841, Tract 90, in fact to be the last of the series. It was a
detailed examination of the Thirty-Nine Articles, suggesting that their negations
were not directed against the authorised creed of Roman Catholics, but only
against popular errors and exaggerations. This theory, though not altogether
new, aroused indignation in Oxford, and Archibald Campbell Tait, with three
other senior tutors, denounced it as "suggesting and opening a way by which
men might violate their solemn engagements to the university." The alarm was
shared by the heads of houses and by others in authority; and, at the request of
Richard Bagot, the Bishop of Oxford, the publication of the Tracts came to an
end.
 
<b>Retreat to Littlemore</b>
 
Newman also resigned the editorship of the British Critic, and was thenceforth, as
he later described it, "on his deathbed as regards membership with the Anglican
Church." He now considered the position of Anglicans to be similar to that of the
semi-Arians in the Arian controversy. The joint Anglican-Lutheran bishopric set
up in Jerusalem was to him further evidence that the Church of England was not
apostolic.
 
In 1842 Newman withdrew to Littlemore, and lived under something like
monastic conditions with a small band of followers. The first to join him there
was John Dobree Dalgairns. Others were William Lockhart on the advice of Henry
Manning, Ambrose St John in 1843, and Frederick Oakeley in 1845. Buildings
were adapted in what is now College Lane, Littlemore, opposite the inn. Called by
Newman "the house of the Blessed Virgin Mary at Littlemore" (now called
Newman College) they had comprised stables and granary for stage coaches. The
construction work on this "Anglican monastery" attracted publicity, and much
curiosity in Oxford, which Newman tried to downplay, but the nickname
Newmanooth (from Maynooth College) was given to the development.
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Newman assigned the task to some of his disciples of writing of the lives of the
English saints, while his time was largely devoted to the completion of an Essay
on the development of Christian doctrine. In February 1843, he published, as an
advertisement in the Oxford Conservative Journal, an anonymous but otherwise
formal retractation of all the hard things he had said against Rome. In
September 1843, after Lockhart's conversion to Catholicism, Newman preached
his last Anglican sermon at Littlemore and resigned the living of St Mary's.
 
<b>Conversion to Roman Catholicism</b>
 
An interval of two years then elapsed before Newman was received into the
Roman Catholic Church (9 October 1845) by Dominic Barberi, an Italian
Passionist, at the College in Littlemore. The personal consequences for Newman
of his conversion were great: he suffered broken relationships with family and
friends, attitudes to him within his Oxford circle becoming polarised. The effect
on the wider Tractarian movement is still debated, since Newman's leading role is
regarded by some scholars as overstated, as is Oxford's domination of the
movement as a whole. Tractarian writings had a wide and continuing circulation
after 1845, well beyond the range of personal contacts with the main Oxford
figures, and Tractarian clergy continued to be recruited into the Church of
England in numbers.
 
<b>Oratorian</b>
 
In February 1846, Newman left Oxford for Oscott, where Bishop Wiseman, then
vicar-apostolic of the Midland district, resided; and in October he went to Rome,
where he was ordained priest by Cardinal Giacomo Filippo Fransoni and awarded
the degree of D.D. by Pope Pius IX. At the close of 1847, Newman returned to
England as an Oratorian and resided first at Maryvale (near Old Oscott); then at
St Wilfrid’s College, Cheadle; and then at St Ann's, Alcester Street, Birmingham.
Finally he settled at Edgbaston, where spacious premises were built for the
community, and where (except for four years in Ireland) he lived a secluded life
for nearly forty years.
 
<b>Achilli Trial</b>
 
At the London Oratory in 1851, Newman delivered a course of lectures on The
Present Position of Catholics in England. Largely ignored by the press at the time,
they analysed at length traditional views of Catholicism held by Protestants. In
the fifth of them he protested against the anti-Catholic utterances of Giacinto
Achilli, an ex-Dominican friar, whom he accused in detail of numerous acts of
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immorality.
 
Popular Protestant feeling ran high at the time, partly in consequence of the bull
Universalis Ecclesiae which reestablished the Catholic diocesan hierarchy in
England by Pope Pius IX. Criminal proceedings against Newman for libel in the
"Achilli trial" in 1852 resulted in a verdict for the plaintiff. Newman was found
guilty, and sentenced to pay a fine of £100, while his expenses as defendant
amounted to about £14,000. This sum was raised by public subscription; a
surplus was spent on the purchase of a small property in Rednal, on the Lickey
Hills, with a chapel and cemetery, where Newman was eventually buried.
 
<b>Educator</b>
 
In 1854, at the request of the Irish Catholic bishops, Newman went to Dublin as
rector of the newly established Catholic University of Ireland, now University
College, Dublin. It was during this time that he founded the Literary and
Historical Society. After four years, he retired. He published a volume of lectures
entitled The Idea of a University, containing some of his most effective writing:
 
...the high protecting power of all knowledge and science, of fact and principle, of
inquiry and discovery of experiment and speculation...
 
In 1858, Newman projected a branch house of the Oratory at Oxford; but this
project was opposed by Father (later Cardinal) Henry Edward Manning, another
influential convert from Anglicanism, and others as likely to induce Catholics to
send their sons to that university, and the scheme was abandoned. When
Catholics did begin to attend Oxford from the 1860s onwards, a Catholic club was
formed and, in 1888, it was renamed the Oxford University Newman Society in
recognition of Newman's efforts on behalf of Catholicism in that university city.
The Oxford Oratory was eventually founded over 100 years later in 1993.
 
In 1859, Newman established, in connection with the Birmingham Oratory, a
school for the education of the sons of gentlemen along lines similar to those of
English public schools. The Oratory School flourished as a boy's boarding school,
dubbed as 'The Catholic Eton'.
 
<b>Relationships with Other Converts</b>
 
Newman had a special concern in the publisher Burns & Oates; the owner, James
Burns, had published some of the Tractarians, and Burns had himself converted
to Roman Catholicism in 1847. Newman published several books with the
company, effectively saving it. There is even a story that Newman's novel Loss
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and Gain was written specifically to assist Burns.
 
In 1863, in a response to Thomas William Allies, while agreeing that slavery was
bad, Newman would not publicly condemn it as "intrinsically evil" on the grounds
that it had been tolerated by St Paul – thus asserting that slavery is "a condition
of life ordained by God in the same sense that other conditions of life are".
 
Newman and Henry Edward Manning both became significant figures in the late
19th century Roman Catholic Church in England: both were Anglican converts
and both were elevated to the dignity of cardinal. In spite of these similarities, in
fact there was a lack of sympathy between the two men, who were different in
character and experience, and they clashed on a number of issues, in particular
the foundation of an Oratory in Oxford. On theological issues, Newman is seen as
the more liberal because of his reservations about the declaration of papal
infallibility (Manning favoured the formal declaration of the doctrine).
 
<b>Apologia</b>
 
In 1862 Newman began to prepare autobiographical and other memoranda to
vindicate his career. The occasion came when, in January 1864, Charles Kingsley,
reviewing James Anthony Froude's History of England in Macmillan’s Magazine,
incidentally asserted that "Father Newman informs us that truth for its own sake
need not be, and on the whole ought not to be, a virtue of the Roman clergy."
Edward Lowth Badeley, who had been a close legal adviser to Newman since the
Achilli trial, encouraged him to make a robust rebuttal. After some preliminary
sparring between the two, Newman published a pamphlet, Mr Kingsley and Dr
Newman: a Correspondence on the Question whether Dr Newman teaches that
Truth is no Virtue, (published in 1864 and not reprinted until 1913). The
pamphlet has been described as "unsurpassed in the English language for the
vigour of its satire". However, the anger displayed was later, in a letter to Sir
William Cope, admitted to have been largely feigned.
 
Subsequently, again encouraged by Badeley, Newman published in bi-monthly
parts his Apologia Pro Vita Sua, a religious autobiography of abiding interest. Its
tone changed the popular estimate of its author, by explaining the convictions
which had led him into the Roman Catholic Church. Kingsley's general accusation
against the Catholic clergy was not precisely dealt with; a passing sentence, in
an appendix on lying and equivocation, maintained that English Catholic priests
are as truthful as English Catholic laymen. Newman published a revision of the
series of pamphlets in book form in 1865; in 1913 a combined critical edition,
edited by Wilfrid Ward, was published.
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<b>Later Years</b>
 
In 1870, Newman published his Grammar of Assent, a closely reasoned work in
which the case for religious belief is maintained by arguments somewhat
different from those commonly used by Roman Catholic theologians of the time.
In 1877, in the republication of his Anglican works, he added to the two volumes
containing his defence of the via media, a long preface in which he criticised and
replied to anti-Catholic arguments of his own which were contained in the original
works.
 
At the time of the First Vatican Council (1869–1870), Newman was uneasy about
the formal definition of the doctrine of papal infallibility, believing that the time
was 'inopportune'. In a private letter to his bishop (William Bernard Ullathorne),
surreptitiously published, he denounced the "insolent and aggressive faction"
that had pushed the matter forward. Newman gave no sign of disapproval when
the doctrine was finally defined, but was an advocate of the "principle of
minimising", that included very few papal declarations within the scope of
infallibility. Subsequently, in a letter nominally addressed to the Duke of Norfolk
when Gladstone accused the Roman Church of having "equally repudiated
modern thought and ancient history," Newman affirmed that he had always
believed in the doctrine, and had only feared the deterrent effect of its definition
on conversions on account of acknowledged historical difficulties. In this letter,
and especially in the postscript to the second edition, Newman answered the
charge that he was not at ease within the Catholic Church.
 
In 1878, Newman's old college elected him an honorary fellow, and he revisited
Oxford, after an interval of thirty-two years, on the same day Pope Pius IX died.
Pius had mistrusted Newman, but Pope Leo XIII was encouraged by the Duke of
Norfolk and other English Catholic laymen to make Newman a cardinal, despite
the fact that he was neither a bishop nor resident in Rome. Cardinal Manning
seems not to have been interested in having Newman become a cardinal, and
remained silent when the Pope asked him about it; Bishop Ullathorne, as
Newman's immediate superior, sent word to Leo that he would welcome the
honour. The offer was made in February 1879. Newman accepted the gesture as
a vindication of his work, but made two requests: that he not be consecrated a
bishop on receiving the cardinalate (as was standard procedure); and that he
might remain in Birmingham.
 
Newman's elevation to the rank of cardinal took place on 12 May, making him
Cardinal-Deacon of San Giorgio al Velabro. Newman while in Rome insisted on
the lifelong consistency of his opposition to "liberalism in religion."
 

10www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



<b>Death</b>
 
After an illness, Newman returned to England and lived at the Oratory until his
death, making occasional visits to London and chiefly to his old friend, R. W.
Church, now Dean of St Paul's. As a cardinal, Newman published nothing beyond
a preface to a work by Arthur Wollaston Hutton on the Anglican Ministry (1879)
and an article "On the Inspiration of Scripture" in The Nineteenth Century
(February 1884).
 
From the latter half of 1886, Newman's health began to fail, and he celebrated
Mass for the last time on Christmas Day in 1889. On 11 August 1890, he died of
pneumonia at the Birmingham Oratory. Eight days later, his body was buried in
the cemetery at Rednal Hill, Birmingham, at the country house of the Oratory. At
the time of his death, he had been Protodeacon of the Holy Roman Church.
 
In accordance with his express wishes, Newman was buried in the grave of his
lifelong friend, Ambrose St. John. The pall over the coffin bore the motto that
Newman adopted for use as a cardinal, Cor ad cor loquitur ("Heart speaks to
heart"), which William Barry, writing in the Catholic Encyclopedia (1913), traces
to Francis de Sales and sees as revealing the secret of Newman's "eloquence,
unaffected, graceful, tender, and penetrating".  Ambrose St. John had become a
Roman Catholic at around the same time as Newman, and the two men have a
joint memorial stone inscribed with the motto Newman had chosen, Ex umbris et
imaginibus in veritatem ("Out of shadows and phantasms into the truth"), which
Barry traces to Plato's allegory of the cave.
 
On 27 February 1891, Newman's estate was probated at £4,206.
 
<b>Missing Relics</b>
 
Newman's grave was opened on 2 October 2008, with the intention of moving
any remains to a tomb inside Birmingham Oratory for their more convenient
veneration as relics during Newman's consideration for sainthood; however, his
wooden coffin was found to have disintegrated and no bones were found. Peter
Jennings from the Fathers of the Birmingham Oratory claimed this was because
the coffin was wooden and the burial took place at a damp site. Contemporary
sources show that the coffin was covered with a softer type of soil than the clay
marl of the grave site. Forensic expert Professor John Hunter, from the University
of Birmingham, tested soil samples from near the grave and said that total
disappearance of a body was most unlikely over that timescale. He said that
extreme conditions which could remove bone would also have removed the coffin
handles which were found.
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<b>Writer</b>
 
Some of Newman's short and earlier poems are described by R. H. Hutton as
"unequalled for grandeur of outline, purity of taste and radiance of total effect";
while his latest and longest, The Dream of Gerontius, attempts to represent the
unseen world along the same lines as Dante. His prose style, especially in his
Catholic days, is fresh and vigorous, and is attractive to many who do not
sympathise with his conclusions, from the apparent candour with which
difficulties are admitted and grappled; while in his private correspondence there
is charm. James Joyce had a lifelong admiration for Newman's writing, and in a
letter to his patron Harriet Shaw Weaver humorously remarked about Newman
that "nobody has ever written English prose that can be compared with that of a
tiresome footling little Anglican parson who afterwards became a prince of the
only true church".
 
<b>Theologian</b>
 
Around 1830, Newman developed a distinction between natural religion and
revealed religion. Revealed religion is the Judeo-Christian revelation which finds
its fulfilment in Jesus Christ. Natural religion refers to the knowledge of God and
divine things that has been acquired outside the Judeo-Christian revelation. For
Newman, this knowledge of God is not the result of unaided reason but of reason
aided by grace, and so he speaks of natural religion as containing a revelation,
even though it is an incomplete revelation.
 
Newman's view of natural religion gives rise to passages in his writings in which
he appears to sympathise with a broader theology. Both as an Anglican and as a
Catholic, he put forward the notion of a universal revelation. As an Anglican,
Newman subscribed to this notion in various works, among them the 1830
University Sermon entitled "The Influence of Natural and Revealed Religion
Respectively", the 1833 poem "Heathenism", and the book The Arians of the
Fourth Century, also 1833, where he admits that there was "something true and
divinely revealed in every religion". As a Catholic, he included the idea in A
Grammar of Assent: "As far as we know, there never was a time
when...revelation was not a revelation continuous and systematic, with distinct
representatives and an orderly succession."
 
Newman held that "freedom from symbols and articles is abstractedly the highest
state of Christian communion", but was "the peculiar privilege of the primitive
Church."  In 1877 he allowed that "in a religion that embraces large and separate
classes of adherents there always is of necessity to a certain extent an exoteric
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and an esoteric doctrine."
 
<b>Character and Relationships</b>
 
A recent biography of Newman notes that since his death in 1890 he has suffered
almost as much misrepresentation as he did during his lifetime. In the Apologia
he had exorcised the phantom which, as he said, "gibbers instead of me" — the
phantom of the secret Romanist, corrupting the youth of Oxford, devious and
dissimulating. But he raised another phantom — that of the oversensitive, self-
absorbed recluse who never did anything but think and write. Unwary readers
took the book as autobiography, but it is strictly what Newman called its first
parts — "A History of My Religious Opinions".
 
In Newman's letters and memoranda and those of his friends, a more outgoing
and humorous character is revealed. Newman lived in the world of his time,
travelling by train as soon as trains came in and writing amusing letters about his
adventures on railways and ships or during his travels in Scotland and Ireland.
He was an indefatigable walker, and as a young don at Oriel he often went out
riding with Hurrell Froude and other friends. At Oxford he had an active pastoral
life, though nothing of it appears in the Apologia, and later he was active as a
Catholic priest. His Oratory parishioners, apart from a few professional men and
their families, were mainly factory workers, Irish immigrants, and tradespeople.
He was a caring pastor, and their recorded reminiscences show that they held
him in affection.
 
Newman, who was only a few years younger than <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/john-keats/">Keats</a> and <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/percy-bysshe-shelley/">Shelley</a>, was
born into the Romantic generation, when Englishmen still wept in moments of
emotion. But he lived on into the age of the stiff upper lip, with the result that
later generations, hearing of his tears on a visit to his mother's grave or at the
funerals of old friends such as Henry Wilberforce, thought him not only sensitive
but melancholy.
 
The "sensitive recluse of legend" had a wide currency, appearing, for instance, in
Lytton Strachey's description of Newman's "soft, spectacled, Oxford manner, with
its half-effeminate diffidence". Geoffrey Faber, whose own account of Newman in
Oxford Apostles was far from hagiographic, found Strachey's portrait a distasteful
caricature, bearing scant likeness to the Newman of history and designed solely
"to tickle the self-conceit of a cynical and beliefless generation".
 
Strachey was only ten when Newman died and never met him. In contrast to
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Strachey's caricature, James Anthony Froude, Hurrell Froude's brother, who knew
Newman at Oxford, saw him as a Carlylean hero. Compared with Newman,
Froude wrote, Keble, Pusey and the other Tractarians "were all but as ciphers,
and he the indicating number". Newman's face was "remarkably like that of
Julius Caesar.... I have often thought of the resemblance, and believed that it
extended to the temperament. In both there was an original force of character
which refused to be moulded by circumstances, which was to make its own way,
and become a power in the world; a clearness of intellectual perception, a disdain
for conventionalities, a temper imperious and wilful, but along with it a most
attaching gentleness, sweetness, singleness of heart and purpose. Both were
formed by nature to command others, both had the faculty of attracting to
themselves the passionate devotion of their friends and followers.... For
hundreds of young men Credo in Newmannum was the veritable symbol of faith."
 
<b>Celibacy</b>
 
Newman's celibacy, which he embraced at the age of 15, also contributed to
negative representations of his character, laying him open to what he called
"slurs". To exponents of Muscular Christianity such as Charles Kingsley, celibacy
was synonymous with unmanliness. Kingsley, who interpreted the Biblical story
of Adam and Eve as expressing a "binary law of man's being; the want of a
complementum, a 'help meet', without whom it is not good for him to be", feared
and hated vowed sexual abstinence, considering it, in Laura Fasick's words, "a
distinct and separate perversion". The charge of effeminacy was aimed not just
at Newman but at Tractarians and Roman Catholics in general. "In all that
school," wrote Kingsley in 1851, "there is an element of foppery — even in dress
and manner; a fastidious, maundering, die-away effeminacy, which is mistaken
for purity and refinement." John Cornwell comments that "the notion of
Newman's effeminacy tells us more about the reaction of others to him at the
time than (about) any tendency in his own nature."
 
To many members of the Oxford Movement, Newman included, it was Kingsley's
ideal of domesticity that seemed unmanly. As R. W. Church put it, "To shrink
from [celibacy] was a mark of want of strength or intelligence, of an unmanly
preference for English home life, of insensibility to the generous devotion and
purity of the saints." Defending his decision to remain single, Charles Reding, the
hero of Newman's novel Loss and Gain, argues that "surely the idea of an
Apostle, unmarried, pure, in fast and nakedness, and at length a martyr, is a
higher idea than that of one of the old Israelites sitting under his vine and fig-
tree, full of temporal goods, and surrounded by sons and grandsons?" If
manliness is equated with physical and psychological toughness, then perhaps,
as James Eli Adams observes, "manhood cannot be sustained within domesticity,
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since the ideal is incompatible with ease." A "common antagonism to
domesticity" links "Tractarian discipline to Carlylean heroism".
 
<b>Friendships</b>
 
Although Newman's deepest relationships were with men, he had many
affectionate friendships with women. One of the most important was with Maria
Giberne, who knew him in his youth and followed him into the Catholic Church.
She was a noted beauty, who even at fifty was described by one admirer as "the
handsomest woman I ever saw in my life". A gifted amateur artist, she painted
many portraits of Newman at various periods, as well as several of the pictures
hanging in the Birmingham Oratory. Newman had a photo of her in his room and
was still corresponding with her into their eighties. Emily Bowles, who first met
Newman at Littlemore, was the recipient of some of his most outspoken letters
on what he felt to be the mistaken course of the extreme infallibilists and his
reasons for not "speaking out" as many begged him to do. When she visited
Newman at the Birmingham Oratory in 1861, she was welcomed by him "as only
he can welcome"; she would never forget "the brightness that lit up his worn face
as he received me at the door, carrying in several packages himself".
 
Men born in the first decades of the nineteenth century had a capacity for intense
male friendships that did not survive into later generations. The friendship of
Alfred Tennyson and Arthur Hallam, immortalized in In Memoriam A.H.H., is the
most famous example. Less well-known is that of Charles Kingsley and his
closest friend at Cambridge, Charles Mansfield. Newman, too, experienced such
friendships, the first with Richard Hurrell Froude (1803–1836), the longest with
Ambrose St John (1815–1875), who shared communitarian life with Newman for
32 years from 1843 (when St John was 28). Newman wrote after St John's
death: "I have ever thought no bereavement was equal to that of a husband's or
a wife's, but I feel it difficult to believe that any can be greater, or any one's
sorrow greater, than mine."He directed that he be buried in the same grave as
St. John: "I wish, with all my heart, to be buried in Fr Ambrose St John's grave
— and I give this as my last, my imperative will."
 
Newman spelt out his theology of friendship in a sermon he preached on the
Feast of St John the Evangelist, traditionally thought to be the same person as
the disciple John, "whom Jesus loved". In the sermon, Newman said: "There
have been men before now, who have supposed Christian love was so diffuse as
not to admit of concentration upon individuals; so that we ought to love all men
equally.... Now I shall maintain here, in opposition to such notions of Christian
love, and with our Saviour's pattern before me, that the best preparation for
loving the world at large, and loving it duly and wisely, is to cultivate our
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intimate friendship and affection towards those who are immediately about us."
For Newman, friendship is an intimation of a greater love, a foretaste of heaven.
In friendship, two intimate friends gain a glimpse of the life that awaits them in
God. Juan R. Vélez writes that someday Newman "may well earn a new title, that
of Doctor amicitiae: Doctor of the Church on Friendship. His biography is a
treatise on the human and supernatural virtues that make up friendship."
 
<b>Issues of Sexual Identity</b>
 
In his 1933 book Oxford Apostles, Geoffrey Faber, as David Hilliard observes,
offered a "portrait of Newman as a sublimated homosexual (though the word
itself was not used)". On Newman's relations with Hurrell Froude, Faber wrote:
"Of all his friends Froude filled the deepest place in his heart, and I'm not the
first to point out that his occasional notions of marrying definitely ceased with the
beginning of his real intimacy with Froude."  However, while Faber's theory has
had considerable popular influence, scholars of the Oxford Movement tend either
to dismiss it entirely or to view it with great scepticism, with even scholars
specifically concerned with same-sex desire hesitating to endorse it.
 
Ellis Hanson, for instance, writes that Newman and Froude clearly "presented a
challenge to Victorian gender norms", but "Faber's reading of Newman's
sexlessness and Hurrell Froude's guilt as evidence of homosexuality" seems
"strained". When John Campbell Shairp combines masculine and feminine
imagery in his highly poetic description of Newman's preaching style at Oxford in
the early 1840s, Frederick S. Roden is put in mind of "the late Victorian definition
of a male invert, the homosexual: his (Newman's) homiletics suggest a woman's
soul in a man's body." Roden, however, does not argue that Newman was
homosexual, seeing him rather — particularly in his professed celibacy — as a
"cultural dissident" or "queer" in relation to Victorian norms. In the same sense,
"Victorian Roman and Anglo-Catholicism were culturally queer".  In Newman's
case, Roden writes, "homoaffectivity" (found in heterosexuals and homosexuals
alike) "is contained in friendships, in relationships that are not overtly sexual".
 
In a September 2010 television documentary, "The Trouble with the Pope", Peter
Tatchell discussed Newman's underlying sexuality, citing his close friendship with
Ambrose St John and entries in Newman's diaries describing their intense love for
each other.  Alan Bray, however, in his 2003 book The Friend, saw the bond
between the two men as "entirely spiritual", noting that Newman, when speaking
of St John, echoes the language of John's gospel. Shortly after St John's death,
Bray adds, Newman recorded "a conversation between them before St John lost
his speech in those final days. He expressed his hope, Newman wrote, that
during his whole priestly life he had not committed one mortal sin. For men of
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their time and culture that statement is definitive.... Newman's burial with
Ambrose St John cannot be detached from his understanding of the place of
friendship in Christian belief or its long history." Bray cites numerous examples of
friends being buried together. Newman's burial with St John was not unusual at
the time and did not draw contemporary comment.
 
David Hilliard writes that relationships such as Newman's with Froude and St
John "were not regarded by contemporaries as unnatural.... Nor is it possible, on
the basis of passionate words uttered by mid-Victorians, to make a clear
distinction between male affection and homosexual feeling. Theirs was a
generation prepared to accept romantic friendships between men simply as
friendships without sexual significance. Only with the emergence in the late
nineteenth century of the doctrine of the stiff-upper-lip, and the concept of
homosexuality as an identifiable condition, did open expressions of love between
men become suspect and regarded in a new light as morally undesirable."
 
When Ian Ker reissued his biography of Newman in 2009, he added an Afterword
in which he put forward evidence that Newman was a heterosexual. He cited
diary entries from December 1816 in which the 15-year-old Newman wrote about
the temptations awaiting him when he returned home from boarding school and
met girls at Christmas parties. As an adult, Newman wrote about the deep pain
of the "sacrifice" of the life of celibacy. Ker comments: "The only 'sacrifice' that
he could possibly be referring to was that of marriage. And he readily
acknowledges that from time to time he continued to feel the natural attraction
for marriage that any heterosexual man would."  In 1833, Newman wrote that,
despite having "willingly" accepted the call to celibacy, he felt "not the less...the
need" of "the sort of interest [sympathy] which a wife takes and none but she —
it is a woman's interest".
 
<b>Influence and Legacy</b>
 
Within both the Anglican and Roman Catholic churches, Newman's influence was
great in dogma. For the Roman Catholic Church in Britain, Newman's conversion
secured prestige. On Catholics, his influence was mainly in the direction of a
broader spirit and of a recognition of the part played by development, in doctrine
and in church government. In his judgment, spiritual truth is apprehended by
direct intuition, as an antecedent to the professedly purely rational basis of
Catholic belief.
 
If his teaching on the Church was less widely followed, it was because of doubts
as to the thoroughness of his knowledge of history and as to his freedom from
bias as a critic. Some hundreds of clergymen influenced by the Oxford
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Movement, made submission to the Holy See; but a larger number, who also
came under its influence, did not accept that belief in the Church necessitated
acceptance of the Pope.
 
<b>Tertiary Education</b>
 
The university which Newman founded, the Catholic University of Ireland,
evolved into University College, Dublin, a college of Ireland's largest university,
the National University of Ireland, which has contributed significantly to the
intellectual and social development of that country.
 
A number of Newman Societies (or Newman Centers in the United States) in
Newman's honour have been established throughout the world, in the mould of
the Oxford University Newman Society. They provide pastoral services and
ministries to Catholics at non-Catholic universities; at various times this type of
"campus ministry" (the distinction and definition being flexible) has been known
to Catholics as the Newman Apostolate or "Newman movement".
 
Newman's Dublin lecture series The Idea of a University Defined and Illustrated is
thought to have become "the basis of a characteristic British belief that education
should aim at producing generalists rather than narrow specialists, and that non-
vocational subjects – in arts or pure science – could train the mind in ways
applicable to a wide range of jobs."
 
<b>Cause for His Canonisation</b>
 
In 1991, Newman was proclaimed venerable after a thorough examination of his
life and work by the Sacred Congregation for the Causes of Saints. One miracle
was investigated and confirmed by the Vatican, so he was beatified on 19
September 2010 by Pope Benedict XVI. A second miracle is necessary for his
canonisation.
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A Meditation
 
God has created me to do Him some definite service. He has committed some
work
to me which He has not committed to another I am a link in a chain, a bond of
connection
between persons. He has not created me for naught. I shall do good.
I shall do His work.
 
John Henry Newman
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A Picture
 
'
The maiden is not dead, but sleepeth.
'
She is not gone;—still in our sight
That dearest maid shall live,
In form as true, in tints as bright,
As youth and health could give.
 
Still, still is ours the modest eye;
The smile unwrought by art;
The glance that shot so piercingly
Affection's keenest dart;
 
The thrilling voice, I ne'er could hear
But felt a joy and pain;—
A pride that she was ours, a fear
Ours she might not remain;
 
Whether the page divine call'd forth
Its clear sweet, tranquil tone,
Or cheerful hymn, or seemly mirth
In sprightlier measure shown;
 
The meek inquiry of that face,
Musing on wonders found,
As 'mid dim paths she sought to trace
The truth on sacred ground;
 
The thankful sigh that would arise,
When aught her doubts removed,
Full sure the explaining voice to prize,
Admiring while she loved;
 
The pensive brow, the world might see
When she in crowds was found;
The burst of heart, the o'erflowing glee
When only friends were round;
 
Hope's warmth of promise, prompt to fill
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The thoughts with good in store,
Match'd with content's deep stream, which still
Flow'd on, when hope was o'er;
 
That peace, which, with its own bright day,
Made cheapest sights shine fair;
That purest grace, which track'd its way
Safe from aught earthly there.
 
Such was she in the sudden hour
That brought her Maker's call,—
Proving her heart's self-mastering power
Blithely to part with all,—
 
All her eye loved, all her hand press'd
With keen affection's glow,
The voice of home, all pleasures best,
All dearest thoughts below.
 
From friend-lit hearth, from social board,
All duteously she rose;
For faith upon the Master's word
Can find a sure repose.
 
And in her wonder up she sped,
And tried relief in vain;
Then laid her down upon her bed
Of languor and of pain,—
 
And waited till the solemn spell,
(A ling'ring night and day,)
Should fill its numbers, and compel
Her soul to come away.
 
Such was she then; and such she is,
Shrined in each mourner's breast;
Such shall she be, and more than this,
In promised glory blest;
 
When in due lines her Saviour dear
His scatter'd saints shall range,
And knit in love souls parted here,
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Where cloud is none, nor change.
 
John Henry Newman
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A Thanksgiving
 
Lord, in this dust Thy sovereign voice
      First quicken'd love divine;
I am all Thine,—Thy care and choice,
      My very praise is Thine.
 
I praise Thee, while Thy providence
      In childhood frail I trace,
For blessings given, ere dawning sense
      Could seek or scan Thy grace;
 
Blessings in boyhood's marvelling hour,
      Bright dreams, and fancyings strange;
Blessings, when reason's awful power
      Gave thought a bolder range; {46}
 
Blessings of friends, which to my door
      Unask'd, unhoped, have come;
And, choicer still, a countless store
      Of eager smiles at home.
 
Yet, Lord, in memory's fondest place
      I shrine those seasons sad,
When, looking up, I saw Thy face
      In kind austereness clad.
 
I would not miss one sigh or tear,
      Heart-pang, or throbbing brow;
Sweet was the chastisement severe,
      And sweet its memory now.
 
Yes! let the fragrant scars abide,
      Love-tokens in Thy stead,
Faint shadows of the spear-pierced side
      And thorn-encompass'd head.
 
And such Thy tender force be still,
      When self would swerve or stray,
Shaping to truth the froward will
      Along Thy narrow way. {47}
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Deny me wealth; far, far remove
      The lure of power or name;
Hope thrives in straits, in weakness love,
      And faith in this world's shame.
 
John Henry Newman
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A Voice From Afar
 
Weep not for me;—
Be blithe as wont, nor tinge with gloom
The stream of love that circles home,
Light hearts and free!
Joy in the gifts Heaven’s bounty lends;
Nor miss my face, dear friends!
 
I still am near;—
Watching the smiles I prized on earth,
Your converse mild, your blameless mirth;
Now too I hear
Of whisper’d sounds the tale complete,
Low prayers, and musings sweet.
 
A sea before
The Throne is spread;—its pure still glass
Pictures all earth-scenes as they pass.
We, on its shore,
Share, in the bosom of our rest,
God's knowledge, and are blest.
 
John Henry Newman
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Behind The Veil
 
BANISH'D the House of sacred rest,
   Amid a thoughtless throng,
At length I heard its creed confess'd,
   And knelt the saints among.
 
Artless his strain and unadorn'd,
   Who spoke Christ's message there;
But what at home I might have scorn'd,
   Now charm'd my famish'd ear.
 
Lord, grant me this abiding grace,
   Thy Word and sons to know;
To pierce the veil on Moses' face,
   Although his speech be slow.
 
John Henry Newman
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Christmas Without Christ
 
HOW can I keep my Christmas feast
  In its due festive show,
Reft of the sight of the High Priest
  From whom its glories flow?
 
I hear the tuneful bells around,
  The blessèd towers I see;
A stranger on a foreign ground,
  They peal a fast for me.
 
O Britons! now so brave and high,
  How will ye weep the day
When Christ in judgment passes by,
  And calls the Bride away! 
 
Your Christmas then will lose its mirth,
  Your Easter lose its bloom:
Abroad, a scene of strife and dearth;
  Within, a cheerless home!
 
John Henry Newman
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Consolations In Bereavement
 
Death was full urgent with thee, Sister dear,
And startling in his speed;—
Brief pain, then languor till thy end came near—
Such was the path decreed,
The hurried road
To lead thy soul from earth to thine own God's
abode.
 
Death wrought with thee, sweet maid, impatiently:—
Yet merciful the haste
That baffles sickness;—dearest, thou didst die,
Thou wast not made to taste
Death's bitterness,
Decline's slow-wasting charm, or fever's fierce
distress.
 
Death came unheralded:—but it was well;
For so thy Saviour bore
Kind witness, thou wast meet at once to dwell
On His eternal shore;
All warning spared,
For none He gives where hearts are for prompt change
prepared.
 
Death wrought in mystery; both complaint and cure
To human skill unknown:—
God put aside all means, to make us sure
It was His deed alone;
Lest we should lay
Reproach on our poor selves, that thou wast caught
away.
 
Death urged as scant of time:—lest, Sister dear,
We many a lingering day
Had sicken'd with alternate hope and fear,
The ague of delay;
Watching each spark
Of promise quench'd in turn, till all our sky was
dark.
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Death came and went:—that so thy image might
Our yearning hearts possess,
Associate with all pleasant thoughts and bright,
With youth and loveliness;
Sorrow can claim,
Mary, nor lot nor part in thy soft soothing name.
 
Joy of sad hearts, and light of downcast eyes!
Dearest thou art enshrined
In all thy fragrance in our memories;
For we must ever find
Bare thought of thee
Freshen this weary life, while weary life shall be.
 
John Henry Newman
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Dreams
 
OH! miserable power
To dreams allow'd, to raise the guilty past,
And back awhile the illumined spirit to cast
     On its youth's twilight hour;
In mockery guiling it to act again
The revel or the scoff in Satan's frantic train!
 
     Nay, hush thee, angry heart!
An Angel's grief ill fits a penitent;
Welcome the thorn—it is divinely sent,
     And with its wholesome smart
Shall pierce thee in thy virtue's palmy home,
And warn thee what thou art, and whence thy
     wealth has come.
 
John Henry Newman
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England
 
Type of the West, and glorying in the name
More than in Faith's pure fame!
Oh. trust not crafty fort nor rock renowned
Earned upon hostile ground;
Wielding Trade's master-keys, at thy proud will
To lock or loose its waters, England! trust not still.
 
Dread thine own power! Since haughty Babel's prime,
High towers have been man's crime.
Since her hoar age, when the huge moat lay bare,
Strongholds have been man's snare.
Thy nest is in the crags; ah, refuge frail!
Mad counsel in its hour, or traitors, will prevail.
 
He who scanned Sodom for His righteous men
Still spares thee for thy ten;
But, should vain tongues the Bride of Heaven defy,
He will not pass thee by;
For, as earth's kings welcome their spotless guest,
So gives He them by turn, to suffer or be blest.
 
John Henry Newman
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Flowers Without Fruit
 
Prune thou thy words; the thoughts control
That o'er thee swell and throng;--
They will condense within thy soul,
And change to purpose strong.
 
But he who lets his feelings run
In soft luxurious flow,
Shrinks when hard service must be done,
And faints at every woe.
 
Faith's meanest deed more favor bears,
Where hearts and wills are weighed,
Than brightest transports, choicest prayers,
Which bloom their hour, and fade.
 
John Henry Newman

32www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Hymn To Lauds Sunday
 
FRAMER of the earth and sky,
  Ruler of the day and night,
With a glad variety,
  Tempering all, and making light;
 
Gleams upon our dark path flinging,
  Cutting short each night begun,
Hark! for chanticleer is singing,
  Hark! he chides the lingering sun.
 
And the morning star replies,
  And lets loose the imprison'd day;
And the godless bandit flies
  From his haunt and from his prey.
 
Shrill it sounds, the storm relenting
  Soothes the weary seaman's ears;
Once it wrought a great repenting,
  In that flood of Peter's tears.
 
Rouse we; let the blithesome cry
  Of that bird our hearts awaken;
Chide the slumberers as they lie,
  And arrest the sin-o'ertaken.
 
Hope and health are in his strain,
  To the fearful and the ailing;
Murder sheathes his blade profane,
  Faith revives when faith was failing.
 
Jesu, Master! when we sin,
  Turn on us Thy healing face;
It will melt the offence within
  Into penitential grace:
 
Beam on our bewilder'd mind,
  Till its dreamy shadows flee;
Stones cry out where Thou hast shined,
  Jesu! musical with Thee. 
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To the Father and the Son,
  And the Spirit, who in Heaven
Ever witness, Three and One,
  Praise on Earth be ever given.
 
John Henry Newman

34www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Hymn To Matins—sunday
 
TODAY the Blessed Three in One
  Began the earth and skies;
Today a Conqueror, God the Son,
  Did from the grave arise;
We too will wake, and, in despite
Of sloth and languor, all unite,
As Psalmists bid, through the dim night,
  Waiting with wistful eyes.
 
So may He hear, and heed each vow
  And prayer to Him addrest;
And grant an instant cleansing now,
  A future glorious rest. 
So may He plentifully shower,
On all who hymn His love and power,
In this most still and sacred hour,
  His sweetest gifts and best.
 
Father of purity and light!
  Thy presence if we win,
'Twill shield us from the deeds of night,
  The burning darts of sin;
Lest aught defiled or dissolute
Relax our bodies or imbrute,
And fires eternal be the fruit
  Of fire now lit within.
 
Fix in our hearts, Redeemer dear,
  The ever-gushing spring
Of grace to cleanse, of life to cheer
  Souls sick and sorrowing.
Thee, bounteous Father, we entreat,
And Only Son, awful and sweet,
And life-creating Paraclete,
  The everlasting King.
 
John Henry Newman
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Introduction To An Album
 
I am a harp of many chords, and each
Strung by a separate hand;—most musical
My notes, discoursing with the mental sense,
Not the outward ear. Try them, they will reply
With wisdom, fancy, graceful gaiety,
Or ready wit, or happy sentiment.
Come, add a string to my assort of sounds;
Widen the compass of my harmony;
And join thyself in fellowship of name
With those, whose courteous labour and fair gifts
Have given me voice, and made me what I am.
 
John Henry Newman
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Lead, Kindly Light
 
Lead, kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom,
Lead thou me on!
The night is dark, and I am far from home,--
Lead thou me on!
Keep thou my feet; I do not ask to see
The distant scene,--one step enough for me.
 
I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou
Shouldst lead me on:
I loved to choose and see my path, but now
Lead thou me on!
I loved the garish days, and, spite of fears,
Pride ruled my will: remember not past years.
 
So long thy power hath blessed me, sure it still
Will lead me on;
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till
The night is gone;
And with the morn those angel faces smile
Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile.
 
John Henry Newman
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My Birthday
 
Let the sun summon all his beams to hold
Bright pageant in his court, the cloud-paved sky
Earth trim her fields and leaf her copses cold;
Till the dull month with summer-splendours vie.
It is my Birthday;—and I fain would try,
Albeit in rude, in heartfelt strains to praise
My God, for He hath shielded wondrously
From harm and envious error all my ways,
And purged my misty sight, and fixed on heaven
my gaze.
 
Not in that mood, in which the insensate crowd
Of wealthy folly hail their natal day,—
With riot throng, and feast, and greetings loud,
Chasing all thoughts of God and heaven away.
Poor insect! feebly daring, madly gay,
What! joy because the fulness of the year
Marks thee for greedy death a riper prey?
Is not the silence of the grave too near?
Viewest thou the end with glee, meet scene for
harrowing fear?
 
 
Go then, infatuate! where the festive hall,
The curious board, the oblivious wine invite;
Speed with obsequious haste at Pleasure's call,
And with thy revels scare the far-spent night.
Joy thee, that clearer dawn upon thy sight
The gates of death;—and pride thee in thy sum
Of guilty years, and thy increasing white
Of locks; in age untimely frolicksome,
Make much of thy brief span, few years are yet to
come!
 
 
Yet wiser such, than he whom blank despair
And fostered grief's ungainful toil enslave;
Lodged in whose furrowed brow thrives fretful care,
Sour graft of blighted hope; who, when the wave
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Of evil rushes, yields,—yet claims to rave
At his own deed, as the stern will of heaven.
In sooth against his Maker idly brave,
Whom e'en the creature-world has tossed and
driven,
Cursing the life he mars, 'a boon so kindly given.'
 
 
He dreams of mischief; and that brainborn ill
Man's open face bears in his jealous view.
Fain would he fly his doom; that doom is still
His own black thoughts, and they must aye
pursue.
Too proud for merriment, or the pure dew
Soft glistening on the sympathising cheek;
As some dark, lonely, evil-natured yew,
Whose poisonous fruit—so fabling poets speak—
Beneath the moon's pale gleam the midnight hag
doth seek.
 
 
No! give to me, Great Lord, the constant soul,
Nor fooled by pleasure nor enslaved by care;
Each rebel-passion (for Thou canst) controul,
And make me know the tempter's every snare.
What, though alone my sober hours I wear,
No friend in view, and sadness o'er my mind
Throws her dark veil?—Thou but accord this
prayer,
And I will bless Thee for my birth, and find
That stillness breathes sweet tones, and solitude is
kind.
 
Each coming year, O grant it to refine
All purer motions of this anxious breast;
Kindle the steadfast flame of love divine,
And comfort me with holier thoughts possest;
Till this worn body slowly sink to rest,
This feeble spirit to the sky aspire,—
As some long-prisoned dove toward her nest—
There to receive the gracious full-toned lyre,
Bowed low before the Throne 'mid the bright
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seraph choir.
 
John Henry Newman
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My Lady Nature And Her Daughters
 
Ladies, well I deem, delight
In comely tire to move;
Soft, and delicate, and bright,
Are the robes they love.
Silks, where hues alternate play,
Shawls, and scarfs, and mantles gay,
Gold, and gems, and crispèd hair,
Fling their light o'er lady fair.
'Tis not waste, nor sinful pride,
—Name them not, nor fault beside,—
But her very cheerfulness
Prompts and weaves the curious dress;
While her holy thoughts still roam
Mid birth-friends and scenes of home.
Pleased to please whose praise is dear,
Glitters she? she glitters there;—
And she has a pattern found her
In Nature's glowing world around her.
 
Nature loves, as lady bright,
In gayest guise to shine,
All forms of grace, all tints of light,
Fringe her robe divine.
Sun-lit heaven, and rain-bow cloud,
Changeful main, and mountain proud,
Branching tree, and meadow green,
All are deck'd in broider'd sheen.
Not a bird on bough-propp'd tower,
Insect slim, nor tiny flower,
Stone, nor spar, nor shell of sea,
But is fair in its degree.
'Tis not pride, this vaunt of beauty;
Well she 'quits her trust of duty;
And, amid her gorgeous state,
Bright, and bland, and delicate,
Ever beaming from her face
Praise of a Father's love we trace.
 
Ladies, shrinking from the view
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Of the prying day,
In tranquil diligence pursue
Their heaven-appointed way.
Noiseless duties, silent cares,
Mercies lighting unawares,
Modest influence working good,
Gifts, by the keen heart understood,
Such as viewless spirits might give,
These they love, in these they live.—
Mighty Nature speeds her through
Her daily toils in silence too:
Calmly rolls her giant spheres,
Sheds by stealth her dew's kind tears;
Cheating sage's vex'd pursuit,
Churns the sap, matures the fruit,
And, her deft hand still concealing,
Kindles motion, life, and feeling.
 
Ladies love to laugh and sing,
To rouse the chord's full sound,
Or to join the festive ring
Where dancers gather round.
Not a sight so fair on earth,
As a lady's graceful mirth;
Not a sound so chasing pain,
As a lady's thrilling strain.—
Nor is Nature left behind
In her lighter moods of mind;
Calm her duties to fulfil,
In her glee a prattler still.
 
Bird and beast of every sort
Hath its antic and its sport;
Chattering brook, and dancing gnat,
Subtle cry of evening bat,
Moss uncouth, and twigs grotesque,
These are Nature's picturesque.
 
 
Where the birth of Poesy?
Its fancy and its fire?
Nature's earth, and sea, and sky,

42www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Fervid thoughts inspire.
Where do wealth and power find rest,
When hopes have fail'd, or toil oppress'd?
Parks, and lawns, and deer, and trees,
Nature's work, restore them ease.—
 
Rare the rich, the gifted rare,—
Where shall work-day souls repair,
Unennobled, unrefined,
From the rude world and unkind?
Who shall friend their lowly lot?
High-born Nature answers not.
Leave her in her starry dome,
Seek we lady-lighted home.
Nature 'mid the spheres bears sway,
Ladies rule where hearts obey.
 
John Henry Newman
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Nature And Art  For An Album
 
'Man goeth forth' with reckless trust
Upon his wealth of mind,
As if in self a thing of dust
Creative skill might find;
He schemes and toils; stone, wood and ore
Subject or weapon of His power.
 
By arch and spire, by tower-girt heights,
He would his boast fulfil;
By marble births, and mimic lights,—
Yet lacks one secret still;
Where is the master-hand shall give
To breathe, to move, to speak, to live?
 
O take away this shade of might,
The puny toil of man,
And let great Nature in my sight
Unroll her gorgeous plan;
I cannot bear those sullen walls,
Those eyeless towers, those tongueless halls.
 
Art's labour'd toys of highest name
Are nerveless, cold, and dumb;
And man is fitted but to frame
A coffin or a tomb;
Well suits, when sense is pass'd away,
Such lifeless works the lifeless clay.
 
Here let me sit where wooded hills
Skirt yon far-reaching plain;
While cattle bank its winding rills,
And suns embrown its grain;
Such prospect is to me right dear,
For freedom, health, and joy are here.
 
There is a spirit ranging through
The earth, the stream, the air;
Ten thousand shapes, garbs ever new,
That busy One doth wear;
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In colour, scent, and taste, and sound
The energy of Life is found.
 
The leaves are rustling in the breeze,
The bird renews her song;
From field to brook, o'er heath, o'er trees,
The sunbeam glides along;
The insect, happy in its hour,
Floats softly by, or sips the flower.
 
Now dewy rain descends, and now
Brisk showers the welkin shroud;
I care not, though with angry brow
Frowns the red thunder-cloud;
Let hail-storm pelt, and lightning harm,
'Tis Nature's work, and has its charm.
 
Ah! lovely Nature! others dwell
Full favour'd in thy court;
I of thy smiles but hear them tell,
And feed on their report,
Catching what glimpse an Ulcombe yields
To strangers loitering in her fields.
 
I go where form has ne'er unbent
The sameness of its sway;
Where iron rule, stern precedent,
Mistreat the graceful day;
To pine as prisoner in his cell,
And yet be thought to love it well.
 
Yet so His high dispose has set,
Who binds on each his part;
Though absent, I may cherish yet
An Ulcombe of the heart;
Calm verdant hope divinely given,
And suns of peace, and scenes of heaven;—
 
A soul prepared His will to meet,
Full fix'd His work to do;
Not laboured into sudden heat,
But inly born anew.—
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So living Nature, not dull Art,
Shall plan my ways and rule my heart.
 
John Henry Newman
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Opusculum
 
Fair Cousin, thy page
is small to encage
the thoughts which engage
the mind of a sage,
such as I am;
 
'Twere in teaspoon to take
the whole Genevese lake,
or a lap-dog to make
the white Elephant sac-
-red in Siam.
 
Yet inadequate though
to the terms strange and so-
-lemn that figure in po-
-lysyllabical row
in a treatise;
 
Still, true words and plain,
of the heart, not the brain,
in affectionate strain,
this book to contain
very meet is.
 
So I promise to be
a good Cousin to thee,
and to keep safe the se-
-cret I heard, although e-
-v'ry one know it;
 
With a lyrical air
my kind thoughts I would dare,
and offer whate'er
beseems the news, were
I a poet.
 
John Henry Newman
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Paraphrase Of Isaiah, Chap. 64
 
O that Thou wouldest rend the breadth of sky,
That veils Thy presence from the sons of men!
O that, as erst Thou camest from on high
Sudden in strength, Thou so would'st come again!
Track'd out by judgments was Thy fiery path,
Ocean and mountain withering in Thy wrath!
 
Then would Thy name—the Just, the Merciful—
Strange dubious attributes to human mind,
Appal Thy foes; and, kings, who spurn Thy rule,
Then, then would quake to hopeless doom
consign'd.
See, the stout bows, and totters the secure,
While pleasure's bondsman hides his head impure!
 
Come down! for then shall from its seven bright
springs
To him who thirsts the draught of life be given;
Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard the things
Which He hath purposed for the heirs of heaven,—
A God of love, guiding with gracious ray
Each meek rejoicing pilgrim on his way.
 
Yea, though we err, and Thine averted face
Rebukes the folly in Thine Israel done,
Will not that hour of chastisement give place
To beams, the pledge of an eternal sun?
Yes for His counsels to the end endure;
We shall be saved, our rest abideth sure.
 
Lord, Lord! our sins… our sins… unclean are we,
Gross and corrupt; our seeming-virtuous deeds
Are but abominate; all, dead to Thee,
Shrivel, like leaves when summer's green recedes;
While, like the autumn blast, our lusts arise,
And sweep their prey where the fell serpent lies.
 
None, there is none to plead with God in prayer
Bracing his laggart spirit to the work
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Of intercession; conscience-sprung despair,
Sin-loving still, doth in each bosom lurk.
Guilt calls Thee to avenge;—Thy risen ire
Sears like a brand, we gaze and we expire.
 
But now, O Lord, our Father! we are Thine,
Design and fashion; senseless while we lay,
Thou, as the potter, with a Hand Divine,
Didst mould Thy vessels of the sluggish clay.
Mark not our guilt, Thy word of wrath recall,
we are Thine by price, Thy people all!
 
Alas for Zion! 'tis a waste;—the fair,
The holy place in flames;—where once our sires
Kindled the sacrifice of praise and prayer,
Far other brightness gleams from Gentile fires.
Low lies our pride;—and wilt Thou self-deny
Thy rescuing arm unvex'd amid thine Israel's cry?
 
John Henry Newman
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Reverses
 
WHEN mirth is full and free, 
  Some sudden gloom shall be; 
  When haughty power mounts high, 
  The Watcher’s axe is nigh. 
All growth has bound; when greatest found,
      It hastes to die. 
 
  When the rich town, that long 
  Has lain its huts among, 
  Uprears its pageants vast, 
  And vaunts—it shall not last!
Bright tints that shine are but a sign 
      Of summer past. 
 
  And when thine eye surveys, 
  With fond adoring gaze, 
  And yearning heart, thy friend,
  Love to its grave doth tend. 
All gifts below, save Truth, but grow 
      Towards an end.
 
John Henry Newman
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Sensitiveness
 
Time was, I shrank from what was right,
   From fear of what was wrong;
I would not brave the sacred fight,
   Because the foe was strong.
But now I cast that finer sense
   And sorer shame aside;
Such dread of sin was indolence,
   Such aim at heaven was pride.
So, when my Saviour calls, I rise,
   And calmly do my best;
Leaving to Him, with silent eyes
   Of hope and fear, the rest.
I step, I mount where He has led;
   Men count my haltings o’er;—
I know them; yet, though self I dread,
   I love his precept more.
 
John Henry Newman

51www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Snapdragon A Riddle For A Flower Book
 
'Snapdragon' a Riddle for a Flower Book
 
I am rooted in the wall
Of buttress'd tower or ancient hall;
Prison'd in an art-wrought bed.
Cased in mortar, cramp'd with lead;
Of a living stock alone
Brother of the lifeless stone.
 
Else unprized, I have my worth
On the spot that gives me birth;
Nature's vast and varied field
Braver flowers than me will yield,
Bold in form and rich in hue,
Children of a purer dew;
Smiling lips and winning eyes
Meet for earthly paradise.
Choice are such,—and yet thou knowest
Highest he whose lot is lowest.
They, proud hearts, a home reject
Framed by human architect;
Humble-I can bear to dwell
Near the pale recluse's cell,
And I spread my crimson bloom,
Mingled with the cloister's gloom.
Life's gay gifts and honours rare,
Flowers of favour! win and wear!
Rose of beauty, be the queen
In pleasure's ring and festive scene.
Ivy, climb and cluster, where
Lordly oaks vouchsafe a stair.
Vaunt, fair Lily, stately dame,
Pride of birth and pomp of name.
Miser Crocus, starved with cold,
Hide in earth thy timid gold.
Travell'd Dahlia, freely boast
Knowledge brought from foreign coast.
Pleasure, wealth, birth, knowledge, power,
These have each an emblem flower;
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So for me alone remains
Lowly thought and cheerful pains.
Be it mine to set restraint
On roving wish and selfish plaint;
And for man's drear haunts to leave
Dewy morn and balmy eve.
Be it mine the barren stone
To deck with green life not its own.
So to soften and to grace
Of human works the rugged face.
Mine, the Unseen to display
In the crowded public way,
Where life's busy arts combine
To shut out the Hand Divine.
 
Ah! no more a scentless flower,
By approving Heaven's high power,
Suddenly my leaves exhale
Fragrance of the Syrian gale.
Ah! 'tis timely comfort given
By the answering breath of Heaven!
May it be! then well might I
In College cloister live and die.
 
John Henry Newman
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Solitude
 
There is in stillness oft a magic power
To calm the breast, when struggling passions lower;
Touch'd by its influence, in the soul arise
Diviner feelings, kindred with the skies.
By this the Arab's kindling thoughts expand,
When circling skies inclose the desert sand;
For this the hermit seeks the thickest grove,
To catch th' inspiring glow of heavenly love.
It is not solely in the freedom given
To purify and fix the heart on heaven;
There is a Spirit singing aye in air,
That lifts us high above all mortal care.
No mortal measure swells that mystic sound,
No mortal minstrel breathes such tones around,—
The Angels' hymn,—the sovereign harmony
That guides the rolling orbs along the sky,—
And hence perchance the tales of saints who view'd
And heard Angelic choirs in solitude.
By most unheard,—because the earthly din
Of toil or mirth has charms their ears to win.
Alas for man! he knows not of the bliss,
The heaven that brightens such a life as this.
 
John Henry Newman
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The Elements
 
MAN is permitted much 
  To scan and learn 
  In Nature’s frame; 
Till he well-nigh can tame 
Brute mischiefs, and can touch 
Invisible things, and turn 
All warring ills to purposes of good. 
Thus, as a god below, 
  He can control, 
And harmonize, what seems amiss to flow 
As sever’d from the whole 
And dimly understood. 
 
But o’er the elements 
  One Hand alone, 
  One Hand has sway.
What influence day by day 
In straiter belt prevents 
The impious Ocean, thrown 
Alternate o’er the ever-sounding shore? 
Or who has eye to trace
  How the Plague came? 
Forerun the doublings of the Tempest’s race? 
Or the Air’s weight and flame 
On a set scale explore? 
 
Thus God has will’d
That man, when fully skill’d, 
Still gropes in twilight dim; 
Encompass’d all his hours 
  By fearfullest powers 
Inflexible to him.
That so he may discern 
  His feebleness, 
And e’en for earth’s success 
To Him in wisdom turn, 
Who holds for us the keys of either home,
Earth and the world to come.
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John Henry Newman
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The Gift Of Perseverance
 
ONCE, as I brooded o'er my guilty state,
  A fever seized me, duties to devise,
  To buy me interest in my Saviour's eyes;
Not that His love I would extenuate,
But scourge and penance, masterful self-hate,
  Or gift of cost, served by an artifice
  To quell my restless thoughts and envious sighs
And doubts, which fain heaven's peace would antedate.
Thus as I tossed, He said:—'E'en holiest deeds
Shroud not the soul from God, nor soothe its needs;
Deny thee thine own fears, and wait the end!'
Stern lesson! Let me con it day by day,
And learn to kneel before the Omniscient Ray,
Nor shrink, when Truth's avenging shafts descend!
 
 
.
 
John Henry Newman
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The Pillar Of The Cloud
 
Lead, Kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom,
           Lead Thou me on!
   The night is dark, and I am far from home --
           Lead Thou me on!
   Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to see
   The distant scene, -- one step enough for me.
 
  I was not ever thus, nor pray'd that Thou
           Should'st lead me on.
   I loved to choose and see my path; but now
         Lead Thou me on!
 I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears,
 Pride ruled my will: remember not past years.
 
 So long Thy power hath blest me, sure it still
         Will lead me on,
 O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till
         The night is gone;
 And with the morn those angel faces smile
 Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile.
 
John Henry Newman
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The Sign Of The Cross
 
WHENE’ER across this sinful flesh of mine
I draw the Holy Sign,
All good thoughts stir within me, and renew
Their slumbering strength divine;
Till there springs up a courage high and true
To suffer and to do.
 
And who shall say, but hateful spirits around,
For their brief hour unbound,
Shudder to see, and wail their overthrow?
While on far heathen ground
Some lonely Saint hails the fresh odor, though
Its source he cannot know.
 
John Henry Newman
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The Trance Of Time
 
'Felix, qui potuit rerum cognoscere causas,
Atque metus omnes, et inexorabile fatum
Subjecit pedibus, strepitumque Acherontis avari!'
 
IN childhood, when with eager eyes
The season-measured year I view'd,
All garb'd in fairy guise,
Pledged constancy of good.
 
Spring sang of heaven; the summer flowers
Bade me gaze on, and did not fade;
Even suns o'er autumn's bowers
Heard my strong wish, and stay'd.
 
They came and went, the short-lived four;
Yet, as their varying dance they wove,
To my young heart each bore
Its own sure claim of love.
 
Far different now;—the whirling year
Vainly my dizzy eyes pursue;
And its fair tints appear
All blent in one dusk hue.
 
Why dwell on rich autumnal lights,
Spring-time, or winter's social ring?
Long days are fire-side nights,
Brown autumn is fresh spring.
 
Then what this world to thee, my heart?
Its gifts nor feed thee nor can bless.
Thou hast no owner's part
In all its fleetingness.
 
The flame, the storm, the quaking ground,
Earth's joy, earth's terror, nought is thine,
Thou must but hear the sound
Of the still voice divine.
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O priceless art! O princely state!
E'en while by sense of change opprest,
Within to antedate
Heaven's Age of fearless rest.
 
John Henry Newman
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To F. W. N. A Birthday Offering
 
Dear Frank, this morn has usher'd in
The manhood of thy days;
A boy no more, thou must begin
To choose thy future ways;
To brace thy arm, and nerve thy heart,
For maintenance of a noble part.
 
And thou a voucher fair hast given,
Of what thou wilt achieve,
Ere age has dimm'd thy sun-lit heaven,
In weary life's chill eve;
Should Sovereign Wisdom in its grace
Vouchsafe to thee so long a race.
 
My brother, we are link'd with chain
That time shall ne'er destroy;
Together we have been in pain,
Together now in joy;
For duly I to share may claim
The present brightness of thy name.
 
My brother, 'tis no recent tie
Which binds our fates in one,
E'en from our tender infancy
The twisted thread was spun;—
Her deed, who stored in her fond mind
Our forms, by sacred love enshrined.
 
In her affection all had share,
All six, she loved them all;
Yet on her early-chosen Pair
Did her full favour fall; [Note]
And we became her dearest theme,
Her waking thought, her nightly dream.
 
Ah! brother, shall we e'er forget
Her love, her care, her zeal?
We cannot pay the countless debt,
But we must ever feel;
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For through her earnestness were shed
Prayer-purchased blessings on our head.
 
Though in the end of days she stood,
And pain and weakness came,
Her force of thought was unsubdued,
Her fire of love the same;
And e'en when memory fail'd its part,
We still kept lodgment in her heart.
 
And when her Maker from the thrall
Of flesh her spirit freed,
No suffering companied the call,
—In mercy 'twas decreed,—
One moment here, the next she trod
The viewless mansion of her God.
 
Now then at length she is at rest,
And, after many a woe,
Rejoices in that Saviour blest
Who was her hope below;
Kept till the day when He shall own
His saints before His Father's throne.
 
So it is left for us to prove
Her prayers were not in vain;
And that God's grace-according love
Has come as gentle rain, {15}
Which, falling in the vernal hour,
Tints the young leaf, perfumes the flower.
 
Dear Frank, we both are summon'd now
As champions of the Lord;—
Enroll'd am I, and shortly thou
Must buckle on thy sword;
A high employ, nor lightly given,
To serve as messengers of heaven!
 
Deep in my heart that gift I hide;
I change it not away
For patriot-warrior's hour of pride,
Or statesman's tranquil sway;
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For poet's fire, or pleader's skill
To pierce the soul and tame the will.
 
O! may we follow undismay'd
Where'er our God shall call!
And may His Spirit's present aid
Uphold us lest we fall!
Till in the end of days we stand,
As victors in a deathless land.
 
John Henry Newman
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Warnings
 
When Heaven sends sorrow,
Warnings go first,
Lest it should burst
With stunning might
On souls too bright
To fear the morrow.
 
Can science bear us
To the hid springs
Of human things?
Why may not dream,
Or thought's day-gleam,
Startle, yet cheer us?
 
Are such thoughts fetters,
While Faith disowns
Dread of earth's tones,
Reeks but Heaven's call,
And on the wall
Reads but Heaven's letters?
 
John Henry Newman
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