
THE SAINT JOHN HENRY NEWMAN CATHOLIC SCHOOL

Newsletter
THURSDAY 17TH DECEMBER 2020

Dear Parents and Guardians, 
It is with a great sense of relief and also achievement that we come to the end of the Autumn 
Term. My thanks to every one of you for your prayers and support over the last term; it has 
made an enormous difference to us all. It has made a very difficult and often uncertain situation 
manageable, so thank you. 
I am often asked how it is that the staff and I keep going when what is already a very demanding 
job is made even more difficult. The answer is as always that our role and “Mission”, as Saint John 
Henry Newman would put it, is to follow our vocation. Our vocation is to work at the service of 
the children in our care and to create opportunities for them to discover their skills and talents. 
This means giving them the confidence to face the world beyond our school gates and to make a 
difference to the lives of others. To become people who give and contribute to those around them 
and not simply take from society. I am so proud of our pupils and students and of what they go on 
to achieve. They are stunning.
It is so difficult to put the sense of reward that we feel by doing our job into words, so I turn to 
another, Ella Thornton, a former student of our school, to express her feelings and what our school 
has given to her.

ELLA THORNTON

Thank you so much Ella, that made me smile!
To every one of you, Merry Christmas! I wish you a peaceful, spiritual and restful holiday with the 
opportunity to speak, meet or pray with those you love. 
Keep safe and thank you - come January 2021 we go again.

“I miss being known: my gratitude for school.
As I sit here, having just completed my first 
term at the University of Cambridge, I turn 
towards the people and the path that got 
me here. Of course, I have to mention my 
mum and my brother without whose support 
I do not think I would have made it here. 
However, this piece is about my school and 
the profound impact I have only recently 
realised it had on me. When I say my school, 
you must know I mean the people. Without 
people, a school is a loosely connected set 
of buildings which are filled with cold, grey 
rooms. A school is made a school by human 
warmth; humans make those grey rooms 
spark with technicolour. 
I’ve always appreciated the importance of 
education, in the broadest sense of the word. 
I’ve chosen to study the theory of education 
for the next three years for goodness sake 
(and it’s great - highly recommend). But 
it was not until I left school back in March, 
and even more so now I’m at university, 
that I realised how much I learned that will 
stay with me in all my effortful endeavours. 
Of course, my teachers taught me content 
and guided me through exams and all of 
that is important in my journey – it got me 
here – but what is more important is their 
words in my head, the things I became 
and the beliefs they led me to. Einstein’s 
quote comes to mind – “education is what 
remains after one has forgotten what one has 
learned in school” - and is very apt to what 
I’ve discovered: that what is truly important 
cannot be forgotten. 
To give some context, I was part of the group 
of year 13s who had to leave school earlier 
than any of us expected. I still consider 
myself as part of that year and of my school 
because I’m still very sad, though the more 
correct expression of how I feel is torn away. 
I yearn to go back to my school. To leave the 
place and the people that were with me for 
my most formative, cultivating years is still 
very much a present grief.
Though, however sad I feel, it is far 
outweighed by the gratitude I have for being 
a part of my school community for seven 
years – well nearly seven years. I’m sure 
lots of people remember their schools with 
fondness and think theirs was the best, but it 
doesn’t make my fondness any less real. 
Though school was not always joyful or easy, 
it was always worth it, because I could feel 
myself getting ready to do what Dewey says 
education should – flourish. My new year was 
in September, as it is for schools, and my 
entire life was so tied up with my school and 
its repeating patterns: bell, lesson, half-term, 
homework, test, progress, hallway greeting, 
charity, community. 

I find it hard to remember the specifics of 
school - the individual lessons, interactions 
or any essays I wrote - but I am left with 
an imprint made up of the patchwork of 
moments. These moments then became 
a belief in my own inherent goodness, 
resilience and ability to fulfil my hopes.
Practically, I came to learn or be taught: 
‘get the processes right’ 
‘effort counts more’ 
‘have grit’ 
‘how do you eat an elephant? One bite at a 
time.’
and, more fleetingly, how I came to feel: 
‘you matter’ 
‘you are able’ 
‘who you are is just fine’
Oh - and I learned to calm down a bit. 
You shouldn’t try to quantify an education 
and it’s sinful that industrial education does 
just that. Schooling may not be educational 
for some but even when it is, I think it is the 
unquantifiable which matters. This means 
not grades, not percentages to university 
or apprenticeships or jobs or subject areas 
considered ‘competitive’, but only in the 
testimony of each learner about whether 
they have been transformed. Have they 
grown towards greater contentment? Are 
they flourishing, whatever that may mean 
for them? Did we create the conditions for 
growth? I have. I am. You did. 
I can say, despite my complaints about ‘the 
school system’ to anyone I felt would listen, 
I was truly educated rather than merely 
schooled. Thank you. Thank you thank you. 
And now a list of things I miss: 
I miss my teachers – both those who taught 
me and those who did not;
I miss the snippets of random, teenage 
conversations I would hear as I walked the 
halls;
I miss the informal, student-led 
categorisation of toilets;
I miss the ladies in reprographics;
I miss the certainty of the bells;
I miss the field – and the snowball fights;
I miss remembering what my school looks 
like; 
I miss the endless kindness of everyone I met 
– people are nice everywhere, it’s just harder 
to find them over zoom;
I miss being known. 
P.S. This being said university and my long-
awaited ability to have pink hair and a nose 
ring are suiting me just fine, And, I haven’t 
worn a blazer in months and my essays have 
been just peachy.”
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Cor Ad Cor Loquitur • Heart Speaks unto Heart

A final prayer given to me by Father Philip.
In the crib, Jesus radiates what the world so much needs today, gentleness, 
tenderness, light and hope.  
Gentleness, as the answer to all violence.
Tenderness, as the answer to the lack of goodness, benevolence and love  
of our brothers and sisters.
Light, as the answer to the shadows that darken the present time.
Hope, as the answer to those who feel abandoned or who find no meaning  
to their lives.
From ‘Little Sister Magdelein of Jesus’
Saint John Henry Newman, pray for us.
Mr Mathew


