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Disclaimer: Whilst every care is taken to ensure that the Contact Magazine is as up-to-date and accurate as possible, no responsibility 
can be taken by Contact or St Mary’s Church, Cubbington for any errors or omissions contained herein. Furthermore, responsibility for 
any loss, damage or distress resulting from adherence to any advice, suggestions or recommendations made available through Con-
tact, howsoever caused, is equally disclaimed by Contact and St Mary’s Church, Cubbington.  The majority of items in Contact contain 
materials submitted by others and as such the content of Contact is for general information only and does not constitute advice.  Also, 
the opinions expressed in Contact do not necessarily reflect those of the editor or editorial team.  The editors decision is final. 
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Let me be your ‘Virtual Assistant’ I will do all of your typing, let-
ters,      reports, documents – all from the comfort of my own 
home.Think of the benefits, I would always be in the office, I 
could work any unsociable hours necessary, I would never be 
late for work, I could answer emails from 
those requiring assistance, no unnecessary 
office politics,      I could carry out your re-
search, do all your proofreading and dis-
seminate information without having to leave 
my office! Students – let me type your     
thesis for you, for further details email me at: 
disagooner1@msn.com  Mobile:07593789148                          
I’ll even make you a virtual cup of coffee!  
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Jesus, who do you think you are? 

�� re you like me a fan of the TV programme “Who 
do you think you are? I find it fascinating to learn 

about the ancestors of some of today’s well-known and    
successful people. There have been some truly remark-
able programmes. One of the most amazing was that of 
Ainsley Harriott – TV chef and host of “Ready, Steady, 
Cook” – who researching the two sides of his family in 
the West Indies first found that one side of his family 
had been slaves. That was a massive emotional hit for 
him to take. He then discovered that the other side of 
his family was descended from the slave masters. This 
left him totally confused and emotionally bereft. Memo-
rable moments indeed. 

Researching your ancestry – your family free – has been very popular in recent 
years. You may have done it yourself or someone in your family has done it. In a 
sense it is living history and informs your personal story. 
What would we find if the programme asked Jesus to look back into his family 
history, do you think? Well, two of the Gospel-writers 
– Matthew and Luke – provide us with genealogies of 
Jesus. Interestingly, they do in different directions. 
Luke’s version starts with Jesus and works back in 
time. Does Jesus have any ancestors who are of 
note? Oh, yes!  
Firstly , Jesus is descended from King David – he is of 
royal blood. That would make the TV viewers sit up 
and take notice, probably spilling their coffee or gin 
and tonics in the process!  We acknowledge this every 
time, and indeed we shall tonight, as we sing “Once in Royal David’s City.”    
Jesus, born though he was “in a lowly cattle shed” was of royal descent. 
Secondly , going several more generations back in the family tree of Jesus, we 
come across Abraham. Who was he? Only the man chosen by God to be the 
patriarch of all nations, that’s all. The man told by God that he would ” make his 
descendants as numerous as the stars in the sky.” 
Then, thirdly , going even further back Jesus is related to Adam. Yes the Adam 
who was the first man, of Adam and Eve fame. So another good connection 
here! 
However, the real show-stopper is this . If we go back another generation from 
Adam we find God. Jesus is related to God who created the world and the    
heavens and the universe. He is of divine blood. What a programme this “Jesus, 
who do you think you are?” is turning out to be. Leaving Ainsley Harriott and co. 
in its wake, memorable though they were. 
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Countryside Notes 

Rosemary Guiot 

I don’t ever remember snow in November that lay for more than a few minutes, 
nor being lucky enough to be able to take photos of our fields and woods 
adorned by hoar frost despite the bright sun, as I did early in December.  Such a 
magical sight that I almost forgot how cold it was!                                                                  

Although many plants of all sizes are dormant at this time 
of year, you can still find some which show us that spring 
is not so far away, among them hazels, already bearing 
small catkins.                                                                               
Things to watch out for this month while you are out walk-
ing:  bird and animal tracks in the snow or mud.   Can you 

identify what species has made them? The tracks show you not only the size of 
the animal or bird, but also how it moves.  If it hops, you will see two prints side 
by side; if it runs, the pattern of tracks will be different.                                                                
Something else to watch out for will be ‘Stop HS2’car stickers, which Cubbington 
Action Group are selling at £1.50 each to help raise funds for their fight.  They 
are available from me (tel. 425283) or Anne Lancaster (tel. 832252).             
Have you got yours yet? 

�

�� s well as your New Year 
diet,  here is another    
resolution for the year 

ahead.   Everyone has heard of 
it – but who do you know that 
has really tried it?   It is found in 
the Sermon on the Mount, and 
is one of the most famous 
things that Jesus ever said.   It 
is also without parallel in all the 
teachings of the world.   
Several religions urge followers 
to refrain from harming others.  
That is a first step towards 
building a just society.  But only 
Jesus said that we should live 
our lives actively seeking to do 
good to others.  It is an attitude 
warm with generosity, with    
kindness, brimming with quiet 
graciousness and compassion.  
We are to go out of our way to 
encourage the depressed, to 
forgive those who have harmed 
us, to help those in need.   
To refrain from doing injustice 
takes strong self-control.  To 
live caring for others takes 
something more –  a life-attitude 
of self-sacrificial love.  Such 
love we see first in Jesus, in his 

death for our sins on the cross.  
When we follow him, our    
Heavenly Father wants to see 
his Son’s characteristics grow in 
our lives.  If we are his children, 
he expects a family likeness!    
So – here is a challenge for 
2011:    
 
‘In everything, do to others 
what you would have them do 
to you, for this sums up the 
Law and the Prophets.’       

The alternative 
is not an option! 

In search of a New Year’s Resolution? 
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Fancy That...... 
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Oh God of such abundant gifts –  

If I have the gift of vision 
Keep me inspired to ignite imagination. 

If I have the gift of science 
Keep me open to use my skill. 

If I have the gift of finance 
Keep me compassionate   
to share my gold. 

And to those who long for healing 
May I become 
The touch of Christ.  Amen 
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W 
ell, they are if there is a wedding taking 
place. But have you ever wondered what is 
happening when the bells are being rung?    
At various times in the past the bells have 

been used to alert the community and to summon the    
workers from the fields. However, as far as I’m aware now, 
there are no longer any plans to use the bells for civil       
defence purposes, so you shouldn’t be alarmed when you 

hear the bells ringing out.                                                                                                     
Of course, the first and primary reason for the bells to be rung regularly remains 
that of summoning the congregation to Parish Communion on a Sunday        
morning.  At St. Mary’s Cubbington we ring the six bells from nine o’clock to 
twenty five minutes past nine. Then we chime the tenor bell for five minutes up 
to half past nine. Back in the days when watches were not so common, the     
five-minute bell told the stragglers that they were running out of time; and if the 
five-minute bell stopped chiming when you were still at the church gate you 
knew that you were late. The congregation may not need the five-minute bell any 
longer but it’s a tradition we like to continue 
with.                                                                     
The second occasion when the bells are 
rung in each week is the Tuesday night 
practice. We start this at seven o’clock with 
the bells silenced. This session is used for 
bell handling practice for our beginners. At 
half past seven we open the bells up for the 
general practice session which lasts until 
nine o’clock. Bellringing, like any other mu-
sical instrument, is an exercise that takes years of practice to become proficient 
in. True proficiency and good ringing only comes with practice which combines 
the knowledge of knowing when your bell should strike, and hearing whether you 
rang it correctly, so it is not practical to run the whole of the practice session with 
the bells silenced.                                                                                             
These are the two regular occasions that you will hear the bells ringing in     
Cubbington each week. There are other times during the year, though, when you 
will hear the bells being rung. The obvious one is the one I mentioned at the top 
of this article – weddings. We ring the bride “in” for thirty minutes prior to the   �

“The bells are ringing, for me and my girl!” 
�

At the age of only 13, Cubbington’s 
Faye Horne entered Leamington 
Town hall on a cold January  morning 
in 2005 to audition for a local talent 
competition “Teenidol”; little did she 
know where this first step would take 
her.  At that time Faye was the    
youngest successful performer at 
these auditions which culminated in 
her Concert Stage debut 4 months 
later in front of an audience of 800.  
Spotted by Big Help Management, 
Faye joined their young artist development scheme, refining her performance 
skills and participating in many charity and community events.  In 2010 Faye’s 
vocal and dancing talent came to the attention of the producers of channel 5 
TV’s “Don’t Stop Believing” programme presented by Emma Bunting (Spice 
Girls).  Despite a painful hamstring tear sustained during auditions Faye went on 
to perform weekly vocal and dance routines on “live TV” as part of the            
programmes ‘Supergroup’.  Thanks to the show she also appeared at Disney-
land Paris and on the main stage at the Manchester’s Pride Concert. November 
2010 also brought Faye to the national finals of “Chicago Rock’s Voice 2010” in 
which she won the first prize of a £2,500 holiday, a recording session and a 
£500 cheque. Judges, including X Factors Jamie “Afro” Archer commented that 
“Faye delivers her songs with an individual style, and has a personality that fills 
the largest stage.”   Faye was a member of St Mary’s Church Sunday School in 
her younger years. 

Prize Winning Faye Horne 

O God,  
by your heavenly star, 

you guided those who were wise 
to your beloved Son, Jesus Christ.  

May your blessing come to rest on our home and all of us. 
Make our lives wise with your wisdom,  

true to your teaching,  
and enlivened by your love. 
May your Word made flesh 

make his home among us. Amen. �
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service, and we ring the couple “out” for fifteen minutes afterwards.                
Very occasionally we have been asked to pause the ringing after the service  
because the photographer has struggled to get everyone to hear the instructions 
for the next “shot” – I’m pleased to say that this doesn’t happen too often.                          
We ring less frequently for funerals, though we are always happy to be asked. 
For funerals we place a piece of felt on one side of each clapper to “muffle” every 
other strike of the bells, which gives the bells the distinctive sound. Ringing for 
funerals is the one occasion where the purpose of the bells can be understood 
from the sound of the ringing. Incidentally, there is an occasion when the bells 
will be rung fully-muffled. That is for the death of the monarch. Very occasionally 
the honour of fully-muffled bells is given to somebody outside the Royal Family; 
the last time that happened was for the funeral of Winston Churchill.                    
In recent years at Cubbington we have rung for 45 minutes prior to the Sunday 
evening service two or three times a year. In the future this is something that we 
would like to increase to ringing monthly.                                                            
Not all ringing is directly related to a church service. Ringers at churches in the 
Coventry Diocese are members of the Coventry Diocesan Guide of Church    
Bellringers. The guild organises meetings at churches in the diocese during the 
year where ringers can get an opportunity to ring something that the band at their 
own tower is not experienced enough to manage. Bellringers are also often 
asked to ring in commemoration of an event or person. This can be a quarter 
peal or a full peal; the later taking nearly three hours to complete. The last peal 
rung at Cubbington was in July 2004.                                                                                   
Every ring of bells is unique, and ringers enjoy ringing in other towers. From time
-to-time we receive a request for a visiting band to ring at St. Mary’s, and so long 

as there is nothing taking place in the church we 
are happy for other ringers to experience our 
bells. So you can see that there are many rea-
sons for the bells to be heard. In order to keep 
the community informed as to what is happening 
we will be placing a notice on the notice board by 
the west gate to the churchyard whenever an 
irregular occasion for the bells to be rung is 
scheduled. 

 

For more information about the bells please contact Mike Young on 335654.�
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"Could I rent that little house in the back for 
my family?" Joseph inquired at our door. 
"We've just moved to Bethlehem from   
Nazareth." 
"And how do you plan to pay for it," my   
husband Jacob retorted. He didn't trust 
outsiders, you know. Mercy! If we had just 
known who they were, we'd have given it to 
them. But no one knew. Not then.  
Joseph held out his hands. Strong, big 
hands, callused from hard labour. "I'd work 
for you. Help with the livestock, harvest in 
the summer, whatever you need," he said. 
His eyes were pleading. "I ... we just had a 
little baby last week...."  
"Oh, was that your baby born in the stable 
behind the inn?" said Jacob.  
"You know about it?" Joseph was amazed, 
but continued, "When I can get some    
carpenter jobs I can pay you cash money."  
I could see Jacob weakening. He looked at 
me, and I smiled. "Yeah, you can take it," 
he said gruffly. "But I'll expect to see you 
first thing in the morning. We've got wood to 
cut in the hills."  
They moved in that afternoon, and Mary 
and I became fast friends. She reminded 
me of my own daughter.  
Two years later about midnight, a caravan 
lumbered into Bethlehem and halted right in 
front of our house. Camels were kneeling, 
riders climbing down from their mounts. 

Easterners, they were, and rich. There were 
three of them all, the rich ones I mean. You 
don't count servants, I'm told.  
They were looking beyond us to the little 
house where Mary and Joseph and Jesus 
lived. It was bathed in a gentle, ethereal 
light. I looked up, then and saw the star--I 
guess that was what it was-- shedding its 
clear light on the house. The rich men--
Magi you call them--didn't seem afraid. 
They moved toward the little house, with 
their retinue of servants behind.  
Through the open door we could see them 
kneeling on the dirt floor before the sleeping 
Jesus.  
"We saw the child's star in the East. We 
knew that it meant a great king had been 
born among the Jews, greater than any on 
earth," Balthazar was saying. "We came to 
do homage to such a great king."  
I could see tears flowing down Mary's 
cheeks. The man continued. "We went to 
Jerusalem, but they knew of no baby 
kings."  
Jesus, a king? How could it be? The family 
was so poor, Joseph just a farmer-
carpenter, Mary a peasant girl.  
"We had an audience with King Herod," he 
went on. "His scholars said the Messiah-
king was to be born here, in Bethlehem of 
Judah. King Herod seemed troubled." He 
paused, and murmured something to the 
others in their strange Eastern tongue. You 
could tell they didn't trust Herod.  
The Magi motioned for their gifts to be 
brought in. The first fumbled with the 
latches on a strongbox, and then pushed up 
the lid. Gold! Under the light from the flick-
ering lamp coins and ingots sparkled. "For 
the King," he said simply, and then pros-
trated himself before the toddler. Little Je-
sus, beginning to wake up now, just sat 
there, watching intently.  
The second visitor opened his chest. Ah ... 
the fragrance of exotic spices flooded the 
room. Jesus sniffed and peered into the 
box, and then the second visitor prostrated 
himself before the child.  
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Then Balthazar brought the final box con-
taining a fragile alabaster flask. He pulled 
the stopper and a new smell struck us--
heavy and rich, the smell of death--myrrh, 
used to anoint the bodies of the dead. 
Strange gift for a toddler, I thought, even a 
royal one. He replaced the stopper, and 
then he, too, knelt with his forehead to the 
ground before the child.  
Finally, the three excused themselves, and 
sort of backed out of the tiny room. Joseph 
reached out to Mary, who took Jesus in her 
arms. They just sat there, holding each 
other, trying to understand.  
Now Balthazar spoke to Jacob. "Could we 
encamp in your pasture tonight?" Jacob 
nodded.  
The man signalled, and the servants began 
unpacking tents. By now, half the town was 
standing on the road in front of our house 
watching, faces lit by sputtering torches. 
Servants trekked back and forth from the 
donkeys and camels to the three great  
pavilions they had set up, carrying all sorts 
of things. Finally, people drifted off to their 
homes, but I must confess, I didn't sleep 
much.  
Next morning the servants were up early 
reloading the animals, and finally striking 
the grand tents. The Magi had been over to 
Joseph and Mary's house several times to 
see the child, and then they were gone, 
camel bells tinkling in the distance.  
The next night, however, we were        
awakened by someone beating on our 
door. It was Joseph. Outside I could see 
Mary with little Jesus. Joseph was as white 
as a sheet.  
"Come in man," said Jacob, "You look like 
you've seen a ghost."  
"An angel," Joseph replied. "An angel    
appeared to me in a dream. He told me, 
'Get up, take the child and his mother, and 
escape, for Herod is going to search for the 
child to kill him.'" Mary was shaking so I 
went over and held her. "Jacob," Joseph 
asked, "may I buy one of your donkeys for 
the journey?"  "Of course."  
Joseph removed a single gold coin from the 
folds of his robe. "That ought to cover it," he 
said, placing it firmly in Jacob's palm.  

My husband's eyes lit up, his fingers closed 
over it, and he was just about to tuck it 
away when he stopped, and then handed 
the coin back to Joseph. "No," he said, "I 
want to give you the donkey, and wish you 
Godspeed." (I was so proud of Jacob in that 
moment.) "It's the least we can do," he said, 
"for you ... and for the Christ-child."  
I bustled about, heart in my throat, putting 
together some food for the family, while 
Jacob and Joseph tied the heavy treasure 
boxes on Joseph's donkey. Then Joseph 
helped Mary and the child up onto the other 
donkey--our donkey--and embraced Jacob. 
"I don't know how we can thank you for 
what you have done for us these past    
couple of years," he was saying. "You've 
made us feel at home, and now ... and now 
we must leave you in the night. Thanks." 
Then he whispered, "You won't tell anyone 
where we went, will you?"  
"Where are you going? Back to Nazareth?"  
"It's best you didn't know," Joseph said, "but 
we'll see you again. I'm sure we'll see you 
again." And with that, he led the animals to 
the road, south towards Egypt. I waved, 
and little Jesus waved back at me.  
"Jacob, do you think they'll be all right by 
themselves with all that treasure?" I asked.  
He looked at me with a tenderness and 
wonder I only saw in him now and again. 
"The God who summoned the Magi and 
sent the angel is right there with them. 
They're not alone, Rebecca. How could 
they be alone?"  
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