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Important Notice
We are no longer able to use our church building during the Covid-19 crisis.
Please note all our groups are suspended at present. We will, of course, let
you know when we can again start our activities.
Please check the church bulletin, Facebook page or St Francis’ website for up
-to-date information.

At your service
Because of the current Covid-19 crisis the dropin At Your Service is on hold for the time being.
To arrange the publishing of Banns of Marriage,
Wedding or Baptism services at St Francis’
Church, Tel: 702576,
Email:bramley.stfrancis@gmail.com

If you have any pictures or articles for the magazine, please send them to:
magazinestfrancis@gmail.com Deadline: 15th of the month.
•

Church/hall bookings - please contact Church Office: 01709 702576 or
visit our web site

•

Church website: www.stfrancisbramley.org

•

Church Wardens: Sylvia Graham and Rita Morse

www.stfrancisbramley.org
Canon Rev’d Neil Bowler
Assistant Priest in the Silverwood Mission Partnership
Tel: 01709 851556
E-mail: Neil.Bowler@sheffield.anglican.org
St Francis Bramley
@stfranbram
Email:bramley.stfrancis@gmail.com
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This month …….
What will you find in the pages of this issue of Signpost?

……..... and much more
Message from Canon Revd Neil Bowler: A Sonnet for Summer
Holidays of a Lifetime: Part 2
VE Day 75 Celebrations
Hands
Seize the Opportunity
Zoom Worship
Cover Story
As the lockdown is gradually easing, daily exercise continues to be important and we can
now go out more than once. Many people I know have said how much more they notice
on their walks, hearing birds singing and noticing the trees in blossom or flowers
blooming. The sky seems bluer and the air is fresher because of the reduced traffic.
The cover photo is of wild bluebells and I am grateful to Nigel Morse who took the
beautiful cover photo for sharing it. Nigel also took the photo of the hedgerow flower on
page 5.

Words of Encouragement
“I think one of the big effects is there’s a renewal of the sense that we all belong to
Christ… I’ve been deeply moved by the services I’ve participated in; they’ve reached out
in a way that surprised me and that is, I think, a sign of the work of the Spirit… We’re
finding this all over the country. There are so many clergy streaming from really basic
facilities, finding huge numbers of people online with them, and making a huge impact.” –
Most Reverend Justin Welby, Archbishop of Canterbury
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A Sonnet for Summer
Many of us might know Shakespeare's famous sonnet 18, that opens with the line;
‘Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?’, which is often thought to have been a
poem that uses the beautiful imagery of summer, to express the love that one person
has for another. But I wonder how many of us are aware of another beautiful sonnet
about summer by another English poet?
Up until recently I hadn’t read any of John Clare’s poetry, but when I came across one
of his poems a few weeks ago, which simply is given the title ‘Sonnet,’ I felt I had to
share with you the opening three lines;
I love to see the summer beaming forth

And white wool sack clouds sailing to the north.
I love to see the wildflowers come again.

These opening three lines, I would suggest, at this time when we are all trying to look
towards a future hope that can come with the beauty of summer, to a hope to an
end to social distancing, and for an end to the virus pandemic, can bring that sense
of reassurance even in uncertainty, even in the midst of the darkest of times.

The word ‘sonnet’ itself comes from the Italian word ‘sonetto’, which means ‘little
sound or song’. The opening line, then, of any sonnet should always set the subject
for what is to follow throughout. Clare’s ‘Sonnet’, his ‘little song’, is all about his love
of looking forwards, looking forwards to the new dawn of summer, to when
wildflowers grow again. He doesn’t worry that it will not come, because he has faith
and knows it will.
John Clare was a Christian throughout his 19th Century life and in his poem ‘The
stranger’, he gives a very personal view of Jesus and the peace that he can bring
even where sorrow is present;
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An outcast thrown in sorrow’s way,
A fugitive that knew no sin,
Yet in lone places forced to strayMen would not take the stranger in.
Yet peace, though much himself he mourned,
Was all to others he returned.

As we journey individually and together through the summer months, as brothers and
sisters, let us be open to see and experience the beauty of summer, of the warmth of the
summer sun, of being held in the knowledge that we are loved and cherished by God.

Love and prayers
Revd Neil

Thank you to Nigel Morse for this beautiful
photo of wild hedgerow flowers
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Holidays of a Lifetime—Part Two
At a time of uncertainty and holidays perhaps for this year being cancelled, we can look
back with memories of adventures perhaps we have had in the past. This is the concluding
part of the poem which was written from the basis of my real life holiday experiences, with
perhaps just a hint of poetic license !!
David Bowser
Amazon Action Adventure:
We took a jumbo jet from Manchester, to change in Mexico,
To swop it for a tiny plane, that was probably built centuries long ago.
With canvass seats and propeller noise, we skirted over ravines and hills,
Plummeting to land in a jungle strip, I should have brought my travel pills.
Rucksack on my back, we hacked our way through tropical forest thick,
The blazing sun and humid heat was making us all feel rather sick.
Mosquito bites upon mosquito bites, our flesh was sore and red,
We ended up at a campsite, with a rock and banana leaf for our bed.
Three the next morn, before the break of dawn, we packed up camp and went,
Trekking for days through swamps, and past every animal God had sent.
A torrent river lay before us, and the guide said ‘do not fear’,
And at the sight of some flimsy craft, the group let out a cheer.
When you reach middle age you put on weight, as most men often do,
But when I stepped into the kayak boat, it sank and snapped in two.
With life jacket on, strapped between two boats, I really did feel daft,
But the mob had launched me down the river, to use me as a white-water raft.
As the waters stilled, and I cleared my lungs, a canyon did emerge,
‘We’ll try some bungee jumping’ ‘twas announced ‘to give us an adrenaline surge’.
Up to a bridge, up in the clouds, I found myself pushed to the front of a queue,
Then deathly silence descended all - as if my fate they somehow knew.
Strapped in a harness and jumping off the bridge, with river all beneath,
I suddenly hit the end of the rope, and out did fly my teeth.
As white as a ghost, and I must say, feeling some thirty years older,
I suddenly recalled a giant spring, they’d attached behind my shoulder.
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Skywards and in reverse I shot, just like a launching Nasa rocket,
My passport and wallet were all lost, as they flung out of my pocket.
I saw a glimpse of my wife on the bridge - she gave a smile and nod,
And then, I swear on my life, I was stood three steps from God.
As they cut me from the harness, I could hardly draw my breath,
And the doctor there promptly announced, I’d suffered a mild case of death.
Then two weeks laid in a beach side hotel room - recovering and all demure,
Where the harness had been attached to me - even Viagra couldn’t cure.

Cruising on:
The last leg of our gap year, was to be a romantic Caribbean cruise,
But the bank manager had called me in, with a face somewhat of bemuse.
With pennies thin, I had to swap, Cunard Lines for P and O,
And unquestioning, I bought the tickets, and parted with our dough.
I didn’t tell the wife my change of plan, keeping the documents under lock,
But she suddenly became suspicious, when the taxi drew up at Grimsby dock.
We scrambled up a gang plank, dragging our bags up to a cargo boat,
And I distinctly can recall the pain, of some hands around my throat.
The cabin under the engine bay, was very noisy and rather tight,
And we had to share the bunks with all the crew, who laughed and joked all night.
With my skills put to the test, of mopping decks throughout all the day,
I’d thrown up all my meals over the side, before we exited the Humber Bay.
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The shipping lanes of the Channel, are full of large boats and glorious ships,
And we could only dream of the luxury, as on a tin of coke we shared our sips.
Four trips back and forth to France, before the captain let us on dry land,
But we still retained our wobbly legs, and we fell down in the sand.
We hid in the boatyard, until the captain gave up and did set sail,
Then we gave a shriek of glee, and found a bistro for wine and snail.
Making friends with the locals, but nobody knowing what we spoke,
We jumped into a trawler ship, with a smiling and happy bloke.
Five days through the storms, past Scotland’s outer rocks,
He dropped us off at the quayside of Glasgow Royal Docks.
Smelling of tons of fish, and all the aromas of the sea,
We thumbed a lift home by truck - the disgruntled wife and me.

Home sweet home:
Our numerous holidays of a lifetime, had now finally come to an end,
But the memories of our life, are worth more than you could spend.
All the worldly moments, all the sights and sounds to see,
Was nothing really meaningful, when there’s more for you and me.

Family, friends and what’s around – that’s all that really matters,
For leaving everything behind, can certainly pull you into tatters.
So if you ever think, it would be bliss on an island all alone,
Remember my thoughtful words – there is nowhere quite like home.
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365 Gifts Part 4
TIME:
‘Seasons of Love’ is the title song from the musical ‘Rent’. This song is about how to
measure life and how precious life is. There are only 525,600 minutes in a year says the
song and it talks about how we measure that amount of time and about living your life in
love not hate. Isn’t it remarkable to know that God’s definition of time is different to
ours. To him a thousand years is but a day - and a day is like a year.

The hymn ‘Take time to be holy’ by William Longstaff reminds us to be calm in our soul
and to let God be our guide and in Ecclesiastes 3 : 1 the Bible says :
Take time to think - it is the source of power.
Take time to read - it is the foundation of wisdom
Take time to play - it is the secret of staying young
Take time to be quiet - it is the opportunity to seek God
Take time to be aware - it is the opportunity to help others
Take time to love and be loved - it is God’s greatest gift
Take time to laugh - it is the music of the soul
Take time to be friendly - it is the road to happiness
Take time to dream - it is what the future is made of
Take time to pray - it is the greatest power on earth
THERE IS A TIME FOR EVERYTHING
A Prayer for these Times
Lord, I’m so grateful for friends who engage me in comfortable conversations. What a gift
they are. They listen, I listen - they share, I share. We move our stories forward with
comfort and care. Thank you for these precious people Lord. Don’t let me forget how
much we need each other.
Amen
Joyce Taylor

Wrong number
Customer: “I’ve been ringing you on 0700 2300 for two days. Why didn’t you answer?”

Travel agent: “Where did you get that number from, sir?”
Customer: “It’s there on the door to your Travel Centre.”
Operator: “Sir, they are our opening hours.”
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VE Day 75 Celebrations
Due to the current social restrictions a number of events planned by Bramley Parish
Council had to be cancelled but Cllr Malcolm Brown, Chairman of Bramley Parish
Council, laid a wreath at the village War Memorial on behalf of the residents of
Bramley.
A short online Act of Remembrance for VE Day 75 was made available from St Francis
Church Bramley through a link for use at home and it had been hoped to mark this
significant landmark on Sunday 10 May with a time at the War Memorial and a service
at St Francis Church. But both had to be cancelled.
Bramley Brass had hoped to contribute to the VE Day anniversary celebrations with a
community event and concert in St Francis’ Church on the Saturday evening but
unfortunately, due to the current social restrictions that was no longer possible.
Not to be outdone, members of the band and their children videoed and recorded
themselves so that a ‘virtual concert’ could be created via YouTube. There would have
been a collection on the night for charity so if you enjoy the video donations can be
made for Bluebell Wood Hospice via Bramley Brass Facebook page.

The photo shows Bramley Brass Band in 2018 as they present a short concert.
Watch HD version at - https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rLW-Kn-fLM0 —
Alan Taylor
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Flowers for the glory of God
At the moment there are no flowers in church
because all church buildings remain closed.
However, when church services do resume you
might like to commemorate a special family
occasion, please consider a donation to the
Flower Fund for an arrangement to be placed in
church on the Sunday nearest your special
occasion. It may be that you would like to sponsor one of the
arrangements in memory of a loved one’s birthday or anniversary
and we can, if you wish, include a special note with the flowers to
whom they are dedicated. For further details please contact
Christina Higton or Dorothy Barnett, Flower Team Co-ordinators, at
Church when St Francis Church re-opens.
Until then we are able to enjoy again photos of flowers in church
over the last few months.
Wyn Hibberd had planned to
sponsor flowers in church in
memory of her husband and to
commemorate the 75th
anniversary of VE Day on 8th May.
Unfortunately because of the
current lock down this is not
possible. This display was
sponsored by Wyn in memory of
her husband in October 2019.
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Hands
‘Don’t forget your gloves’ shouted Billy as he finished getting ready for school. He
wondered which pair she would wear. It was summer so it could be either her white
lace ones, or the cream silk ones which sparkled around the wrist. His favourite were
her winter ones, especially the sheepskins, they warmed his hands too as they held
hands, and then his hands smelt of leather too.
Billy was 8 years old and just at that impressionable age, when being accepted and
popular with his peers really mattered. He was a kind and sensitive lad, tall for his age
with brown hair which he wore gelled up at the front, and very short over his ears and
at the back. He had piercingly blue eyes, an amazing sense of humour, full of fun and
mischief, with a serious and studious side when the need arose and was doing well at
school.
However, a few weeks ago he had come home from school with a different demeanour.
For several days now he had been pensive, and seemingly upset, there was definitely
something troubling him. His mum decided it was time to have a word and see if she
could get to the bottom of it. Once home, he and mum sat down for a chat. Eventually
it materialized that one day mum had forgotten to wear her gloves and some of his
class mates had seen her hands and had been sniggering and saying nasty things about
her, taunting him that his mum was a freak and other unkind comments.
His mum’s hands were gnarled and twisted, the skin was different colours, blotchy and
wrinkled and they looked like claws rather than hands, with no fingernails and fingers
that bent the wrong way, full of lumps and bumps and ugly to say the least. Billy had
never noticed any of these things until she forgot to wear her gloves. Her hands cared
for him, saw to his every need, prepared his meals, kept him clean and tidy and above
all showed him immense love and tenderness. Now, well he had to admit. he felt
ashamed of them and that’s why he kept reminding her to wear her gloves. He
hesitatingly tried to explain this to her but could see the pain in her eyes and felt bad
and sad inside. Billy went to bed that night with a heavy heart and feeling so, so, sad.
The next day Billy’s Auntie Madge was collecting him from school and she immediately
noticed the difference in him. Instead of a happy bouncing little boy tumbling out of
school with his mates, he came out on his own, with his head down, and obviously not
a happy chappie. When they arrived home Auntie Madge sat him down with a cup of
hot chocolate and some of his favourite cookies, and they talked. As she listened
carefully to his tale of woe, her round rimmed glasses tucked behind her ears, and her
grey curly permed hair covering the tops of her ears to display a beautiful pair of
diamond studded earrings, her brow furrowed, and her heart melted.

12

When Billy had finished he raised his beautiful blue eyes to meet her brown ones, and
she said ‘Billy, would you like to know why your mam’s hands are like that?’ His blue
eyes had lost their sparkle and he just nodded and dropped his head.
She started her explanation ‘When you were only two years old there was a fire in the
house where you lived. It was a really bad one which spread quickly, and soon reached
the room where you were sleeping. The fire brigade were delayed, so your mam used
her bare hands to make her way through the fire in order to save you, in so doing her
hands were severely burned and the medical professionals thought they would have to
be amputated, but your mam chose to go through lots of operations and skin grafts so
that she would still be able to look after you. She managed, by the grace of God and
her own determination to get you out unharmed, but it cost her her hands. And that’s
why they look the way they do’. When she had finished talking, Billy lifted his head and
with tears streaming down his face he buried his head into her ample bosom and
sobbed and sobbed and sobbed. His young body shook with emotion. Auntie Madge
just sat quietly beside him with her arms around him. Eventually his tear subsided and
when he raised his face to hers there was a new look in his eye. One of determination
as if something inside him had changed.
Next morning, another school day, this time Billy shouted down to his mum ‘Don’t put
your gloves on today Mam’. She gave him a quizzical look but did as he asked. When
they arrived at school, Billy made a beeline for a group of boys who were stood
pointing and sneering at his mam, as he approached them he shouted in a loud voice
‘What do you think your laughing at you idiots, my mam is a hero’ and he related the
story his Auntie Madge had revealed to him, the boys listened transfixed and
speechless.
After that Billy’s mam became quite a celebrity at the school and Billy showed off her
and her hands at every available opportunity
This story is a window through which we can see another pair of hands that were
scarred and disfigured for us. A song describes them like this:
‘Sacred hands of Jesus, they were bound for me
Wounded hands of Jesus, stretched upon a tree
Ever interceding, mercy was their plea
Their effectual pleading brings grace to me, redeeming grace to me’.

Sylvia Bird

13

Seize the Opportunity
I am a great believer in seizing all opportunities that come before us, and whilst many of
these may be challenging, we can all make or take something positive even out of
sometime negative.
In this time of the Coronavirus lockdown I have been able to talk at a safe distance to
neighbours that I’d only previously glimpsed flashing past to work in their cars. Captain
Tom has raised an amazing £33m pounds for the NHS by walking 100 times around his
garden at the tender age of 100. I’ve seen the wonders of creation and nature as I’ve been
able to stroll to the local woods the view the carpets of bluebells. We probably have
noticed the bird song that has resonated in our gardens as the traffic noise has been
forced to hush.
I am pleased to report that our new kitchen at St Francis has been completed (all of
course within the rules of social distancing, and having one form of exercise a day walking
down to church). The PCC approved the ‘go ahead’ just before the Coronavirus issues
arose, and it was then felt that we should take the ‘lockdown’ as an opportunity to
undertake the kitchen work sooner rather than waiting and disrupting events and
activities later in the year when the kitchen would need to be out of bounds.
We now have a commercial grade kitchen, yes complete with dishwasher, and we should
now be able to obtain a Hygiene Certificate. Such a Certificate means we have to keep the
kitchen clean, tidy, and in good operation condition at all times – as the inspectors can do
a spot check at any time unannounced!!!
I am sure you will appreciate that this work is a major expense, and at a time when we
have not been able to hold our services and events in church then our income has been
unexpectedly hit. I am sure our church treasurer Rita Morse would be grateful of anyone
that would like to “seize the opportunity” and make a donation towards this new kitchen.
David Bowser

Kitchen
before
the work
was
carried
out
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The
work
begins

And the
work is
completed!
Thank you
to David
and Carol
Bowser.
(Irene–
Editor)
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Poetry to Ponder—Part 1
The Crabbit Old Woman
What do you see, nurse, what do you see?
What are you thinking when you look at me?
A crabbit old woman, not very wise,

Uncertain of habit, with far-away eyes,
Who dribbles her food and makes no reply
When you say in a loud voice “I do wish you’d try”.
Who seems not to notice the things that you do,
And forever is losing a stocking or shoe,
Who, resisting or not, let’s you do as you will,
With bathing and feeding the long day to fill.

Is that what you’re thinking, is that what you see?
Then open your eyes, nurse, you’re looking at me.
I’ll tell you who I am as I sit here so still,
As I rise at your bidding, as I eat at your will.
I’m a small child of 10 with a father and mother,
Brothers and sisters who loved one another.
A young girl of 16 with wings on her feet,
Dreaming that soon now a lover she’ll meet.
A bride soon at 20, my heart gives a leap,
Remembering the vows that I promised to keep.
At 25 now I have young of my own
Who need me to build a secure happy home.
A woman of 30, my young ones now grow fast,
Bound to each other with ties that should last.
At 40, my young sons are grown and have gone,
But my man is beside me to see I don’t mourn.
At 50, once more babies play round my knee,
Again we know children, my loved one and me.
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Dark days are upon me, my husband is dead,
I look to the future, I shudder with dread,
For my young are all rearing young of their own,
And I think of the years and the love that I’ve known.
I’m an old woman now and nature is cruel,
‘Tis her jest to make old age look a fool.
The body is crumbled, grace and vigour depart,
There is now a stone where I once had a heart.

But inside this carcass a young girl still dwells,
And now and again my battered heart swells,
I remember the joy, I remember the pain,
And I’m loving and living life over again.
I think of the years all too few, gone too fast,
And accept the stark fact that nothing can last.
So open your eyes, nurse, open and see,

Not a crabbit old woman, look closer –
See ME.
Phyllis McCormack
Submitted by Wyn Hibberd.
The second part—The Nurse’s Reply will be in the next issue (Irene—Editor)

Right-click
Tech Support:
Customer:
Tech Support:
Customer:
Tech Support:
Customer:
Tech Support:
Customer:

“I need you to right-click on the Open Desktop.”
“OK.”
“Did you get a pop-up menu?”
“No.”
“OK. Right-click again. Do you see a pop-up menu?”
“No.”
“OK, sir. Can you tell me what you have done up until this point?”
“Sure. You told me to write 'click' and I wrote 'click’.”
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Children’s Corner
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Children’s Corner
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Zoom Worship
By Alan Taylor
Our world is increasingly virtual:
we think of TV characters as our
friends, we offer support to loved
ones through text messages, and
we find out what our
acquaintances are up to by
reading their Facebook posts. It
is entirely possible to be
genuinely present in virtual
spaces. This is also true in
worship especially in these times
of lockdown. and restrictions on
meeting together.
Once we have our minds around the very idea that we can be meaningfully present
together in a virtual space of gathering to worship our risen Lord, we are a good
portion of the way towards successfully doing so. Never having participated in a
virtual service before, I was interested in how it would work - would it be an informal
discussion where anyone could talk or would someone be leading? Would everyone
feel able to contribute?
Since Easter we have been using the Zoom App for our Sunday Service. This allows
participants to see each other and to have conversations, which is great for giving the
sense of being together in a service. A few days beforehand we receive an email with
an accessible Zoom link along with a service sheet which includes the hymn lyrics,
liturgy, and bible readings. I find that having a service sheet in advance is helpful - we
can see who is giving the sermon and who is doing the Bible reading and prayers and
we can pray for them in the lead up to the service. Knowing what the hymns are is
helpful and any that may be unfamiliar to us we can have a look to see if they are on
You Tube. It has been a learning curve for us and we have to give special thanks to
John Hibberd and to Chris and Judy Leverton for taking the responsibility for not just
planning the service but for looking after the technical side of things. Thanks go to
Dan for providing ‘live music’ for us to sing to and to those have led prayers, Bible
readings and the sermon. Well done to everyone who has managed to be part of the
services. Virtual worship might not be anyone’s idea of the ideal. But that doesn’t
mean it is not a good option at certain times. And when it is the best option, we can
expect that God is still able to show up in our midst even when we have gathered in
different homes!
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Holy Days in June
7th June Trinity Sunday
Without the Trinity, there is no Christianity. The Trinity is easier to say than to explain.
Christians believe in one God, made up of three equal Persons. It is fundamental to the
Nicene Creed, which sets out the definitive doctrine of the Trinity for more than two
billion Christians worldwide, including all Roman Catholics, Eastern Orthodox,
Anglicans, Lutherans, Presbyterians and Reformed Christians.
The theologian Ian Paul, writing on the Book of Revelation, points out that chapter five
has a wonderful depiction of the Trinity in action. He writes: “…another figure appears
in the drama, the lion who looks like a lamb. … Here is the one who fulfils the hopes of
God’s people Israel, as the promised anointed Davidic king who was to come. Here is
one who is fierce and powerful enough to conquer their enemies, and tear them apart.
“And yet when John sees Him, He is like a weak and vulnerable lamb who has been
slaughtered, just as the Passover lamb eaten by the people, the suffering servant who
was ‘wounded for our transgressions’ and the lamb offered as an atoning sacrifice. He
is the one who was slain, but now stands, and shares the throne with God, and with
Him sends the Spirit to enact His will on earth. Here we have the most explicit (and
perhaps the most complex) Trinitarian statement in the whole New Testament.”
From the Rev Dr Ian Paul’s excellent blog at: https://www.psephizo.com/revelation/
what-does-rev-4-5-tell-us-about-the-trinity/
9th June Columba of Iona—Apostle to the Picts
Born in Donegal in Ireland, St Columba founded several monasteries there. In 563 AD
St Columba sailed, with 12 companions, from Ireland to Iona – a tiny island off Mull, in
the Western Highlands. He brought Christianity with him. Iona had been given to him
to build a monastery by the ruler of the Irish Dalriada.
As well as building his monastery on Iona, St Columba also converted Brude, king of the
Picts. A deeply spiritual man Columba was also a great scribe and wrote the following
prayer:
Christ With Us
My dearest Lord,
Be Thou a bright flame before me,
Be Thou a guiding star above me,
Be Thou a smooth path beneath me,
Be Thou a kindly shepherd behind me,
Today and evermore.
Amen
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Silverwood Mission Partnership
Bearing fruit together
St Francis church is in a Mission Partnership with:
St Leonard’s Thrybergh
St Alban’s Wickersley
St John’s Hooton Roberts

St James Ravenfield
St James Braithwell

Mission Partnership Prayer
Living God, Jesus calls us as brothers and sisters in the Silverwood Mission Partnership,
to do all that we do to your Glory and to make your Kingdom known throughout
Wickersley, Thrybergh, Braithwell, Hooton Roberts, Ravenfield and Bramley. May your
Holy Spirit guide and strengthen us in our mission together; to be effective in making
new disciples, to share your love and to transform the communities around us. Amen.
(This prayer has been written and adopted for use in the Mission Partnership. Please be
encouraged to use it in private prayer and for prayers in our church services)

The hall at St Francis’ can be hired for special
events, meetings etc.
Hire is £15 an hour for non-church members.
Advert space in Signpost magazine is only £50
a year for ¼ page of A5
Contact the Parish Phone: 01709 702576 or
email:bramley.stfrancis@gmail.com
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Local Advertisements
Fully Qualified,
Fully Insured
Enhanced DBS
Professional Foot Care by
Foot Health Professionals
Let us take care of your feet:
*Nail Cutting, Corns, Callus, Verrucas
*Cracked heels, Dry Skin
*Fungal Nails, Athlete’s Foot
*Diabetic Foot Care
*Medi-Pedi Luxury Foot Treatments
*Stockists of Gehwol Foot Creams

in the comfort of your own home or
in our clinic

Tel: 01709 207300
www.krfootcareservices.co.uk
JOHN’S FUNERAL
SERVICE
An Independent Family Business

Providing a Complete,
Dignified, Caring, 24-Hour
Service
Private Chapels of Rest
set in tranquil gardens
Pre-payment Plans Available
Catering Provided
Tel: 01709 703826 & 522883
88-90 Katherine Road, Thurcroft
Rotherham S66 9HR
23

WORSHIP CELEBRAT IONS
Please note that all public worship in the Church of England is suspended. in
accordance with the instructions of H.M Government
Our usual pattern of services at St Francis Church is a traditional service
at 9:15am followed by contemporary worship at 11:00am. These will not take
place for the time being.

Time on Your Hands?
With so many events cancelled, how about writing that item for the magazine that you
have been meaning to get around to? Now that services and other events have been
suspended or cancelled it is important to keep in touch and you can do this by writing
for and reading Signpost. The deadline for items (articles or photos) is 15th of each
month. The e-mail address is inside the front cover.

Email address: bramley.stfrancis@gmail.com
To arrange wedding and baptism services and the publishing of Banns of Marriage, please contact
ST Francis Church on the above e-mail address.

St Francis’ Church - a Church of England Parish in the Diocese of Sheffield.
St Francis’ Church, Main St, Bramley, Rotherham, S66 2SQ - 01709 702576

www.stfrancisbramley.org
St Francis Bramley

@stfranbram

Canon Rev’d Neil Bowler
Assistant Priest in the

Silverwood Mission Partnership

Tel: 01709 851556
E-mail: Neil.Bowler@sheffield.anglican.org

24

