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At your service   

Because of the current Covid-19 crisis the drop-

in 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 

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.  
 

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  

mailto:bramley.stfrancis@gmail.com
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What will you find in the pages of this issue of Signpost? 

Message from Canon Revd Neil Bowler: Spring Quiet 
Poetry to Ponder: Memories of VE Day in London 

Homeless Café …..With a Difference 

It’s Church, Jim, But Not As We Know It 

There Will Be God 
365 Gifts Part 3 

Holidays of a Lifetime Part One 

……..... and much more 

This month ……. 

Cover Story 

The cover photo was taken in May 2019 at Wentworth Garden Centre, when members of 
St Francis Mothers’ Union enjoyed an afternoon outing in glorious sunshine, followed by 
Afternoon Tea. 

Due to the Covid-19 crisis there have not been any church services, meetings or events so 
we have no up-to-date photos to share and enjoy.  If you have any photos of events from 
the past few months please send them in to share with our church family. 

 

Worth remembering. 

 

A man felt he was overloaded in the ‘trouble shooting department’ of his office, until he 
found this memo on his desk.  “Be thankful for the problems, for if they were less 
difficult, someone with less ability would have your job.” 
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Spring Quiet 

Full of fresh scents, 

Are the budding boughs 

Arching high over 

A cool green house. 

 

Full of sweet scents, 

And whispering air 

Which sayeth softly: 

“We spread no snare; 

 

Here dwell in safety, 

Here dwell alone, 

With a clear stream 

And a mossy stone. 

 

Here the sun shineth, 

Most shadily; 

Here is heard an echo 

Of the far sea, 

Though far off it be.” 

 

This beautiful poem by Christina Rossetti captures the sights and smells of the 

beginning of spring; a time of change, a time of transformation.  When trees blossom 

and the diverse colours of spring begin to illuminate our gardens.  The natural sounds 

around us also change, things will never be the same.  
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Rosetti personifies the air by giving it life, she gives it breath, she gives it a voice to speak 

and it does so softly, whispering that this present time we are living in will not snare us, 

will not hold us in its grasp for long.  The seasons move on just like life’s journey moves 

on.  The time we have travelled together in the past has brought us to this moment, so 

that we then journey on to what is to come.   

In her poetry it is said Rossetti would often use Christian imagery and allegory to 

illustrate the beauty of the divine nature of God.  Here the breath she gives to the air 

could be thought of as the breath of God, the breath of life; breathed into mankind 

(Genesis 2 v7), breathed into scripture (2 Timothy 3 v16) and breathed by the 

resurrected Jesus (John 20 v22).  In her poem the breath of God speaks to those who 

listen, in a quiet and calming way, bringing in a time of change and uncertainty,  a real 

sense of peace.   

It is not far away now, when on 31st May we shall be celebrating Pentecost Sunday, the 

birth of church, the gift of God’s Holy Spirit.  It is this that Jesus breathed upon his 

disciples as they stood around in the locked room staring at him in disbelief, could this 

really be the same man who they had seen crucified?  It is this life-giving spirit, this 

breath of God, that Rossetti describes in her poem.  The words of one of my favourite 

hymns come to mind during these uncertain times; 

Come down, O love divine, 

Seek thou this soul of mine, 

And visit it with thine own ardour glowing; 

O Comforter, draw near, within my heart appear, 

And kindle it, thy holy flame bestowing. 

Love and prayers 

Revd Neil 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

 

Poetry to ponder 

Memories of VE Day in London 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(Photo of Sir Winston Churchill waving to the crowds in London on VE Day courtesy of Public Domain, 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?curid=640412) 

 

I can remember the end of the War, 

I can remember so much more: 

Bells were ringing, people singing, 

Tears and laughter filled the air, 

Nelson’s Column, Trafalgar Square,  

Fountain frolics, some alcoholic. 

Evacuation, separation, celebration, jubilation. 

Hokey cokey, Palais glide, 

All inhibition thrown aside. 
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Winston’s V sign was amazing, 

Beacons round the trig points blazing, 

Peace on earth, good will to men, 

When the lights go on again. 

Vera Lynn, the White Cliffs of Dover, 

Songs we sang over and over, 

We’ll Meet Again, the same refrain, 

Pray for peace to remain. 

Friendships were made, 

Thoughts unspoken, 

And this my offering as a token. 

Wyn Hibberd 

Thank you Wyn, for this beautiful poem which is a timely reminder that 8th May is the 

75th anniversary of VE (Victory in Europe) Day.  Unfortunately, due to the corona virus 

epidemic, plans to commemorate this important date have been cancelled. 

While the United Kingdom and her allies celebrated Victory in Europe the war  against 

Japan continued for another three months and the second World War ended on 15 

August 1945.  

 

Winston Churchill’s Speech on 8th May 1945 

This is part of the Prime Minister, Winston Churchill’s speech to the nation on VE Day: 

‘My dear friends, this is your hour.  This is not a victory of a party or of any class.  It’s the 

victory of the Great British nation as a whole…’ 



 

 

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. 

In the meantime we can enjoy   the following photo taken recently by 

Nigel Morse of daffodils in Flash Lane, Bramley.   

 

Flowers for the glory of God 



 

9 

 
 

 

Homeless Café ……..With A Difference 
 

Due to the coronavirus we were not able to use the Lighthouse kitchens and provide the 
homeless community in Rotherham with a hot meal on Sunday 22nd March. 
 
However,  thanks to the generosity of the congregation at St Francis Bramley we were 
able to give 21 people a 
bag with a ham sandwich, 
a cheese sandwich, a slice 
of swiss roll, a chocolate 
biscuit or a mini roll plus a 
bag of crisps and a 
banana.  They had a hot 
drink too.  Some took 
extra bags for family 
members that weren't well 
enough to come taking the 
total to 28. 
 
Thank you to Lloyd and 
Toni Markham for their 
help in setting up, 
preparing the food and 
serving it.  Without their 
help, it could not have 
gone ahead.  There was a bag of biscuits, swiss roll and a few bananas left, so I took 
them into the Lighthouse for the residents that live in.  It was lovely to overhear one of 
the residents say ' God is good we have Rockeys and chocolate digestives '. 
 
It made me feel very thankful that we had provided them with a meal and made me 
realise how so little can make such a difference. 
 
Thank you, St Francis Church family, you are such a generous church. 
 
Anne Markham. 
 

 

Lesson 

All of us could take a lesson from the weather. It pays no attention to criticism. 

Good and kind  

The retiring sidesman was instructing his youthful successor in his Sunday morning duties.  
“And remember, my boy,” he said, “that we have nothing but good, kind Christians in this 
church – until you try to put someone else in their pew.” 
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‘It’s Church, Jim, But Not As We Know It’ 

Psalm 137:4 asks ‘How can we sing the songs of the Lord     while in a foreign land?’  This 
is a lament psalm, speaking of heavy hearts in a time of exile.  Unable to physically gather 
on Mothering Sunday, Palm Sunday, Holy Week, and even at Easter, we feel a certain 
sense of resonance with this feeling of loss.  Nevertheless we are finding ways to connect 
using technology.  Here is a quick guide to help people who might feel this is all a bit 
beyond them.  

 Zoom is an app used for meetings.  This means that it allows participants to see each other 
and to have conversations, which is great for giving the sense of a service.  But this does 
mean that you need a device with a microphone and a camera to get the most of it 
(computer, tablet or phone).  It’s easier than you might think.  The basics: 

 * The host sets up a meeting and sends invites. 
 *  Click on the invite at the time of the meeting to join. 
 * Move your mouse to reveal a ribbon of commands (usually at the bottom of the screen) 

and make sure your camera is on and your microphone is not muted. 
 * Meetings on the free version are limited to 40 minutes, so you might get a second invite 

to join again if the first meeting exceeds the time limit.  

Unless you are hosting, that’s about all you need to know. It’s as simple as that!  A few 
other details to help you make the most of a Zoom service or prayer meeting: 

* Sound quality: there’s a time delay that makes it difficult for everyone to sing together or 
use longer prayers, as it sounds ‘garbled’. The host will often mute everyone’s 
microphone, except for things like ‘Amen’. ‘Mute all’ also helps with sound quality for 
songs or video clips. 

* Mute / unmute: when you are muted, no-one else can hear you, so you can sing to your 
heart’s content, even if off-key! You can mute yourself if, say, you get a phone call come 
in & need to take it during an event. 

* Volume: if any songs or videos are too loud or too soft, you should be able to adjust the 
general volume on your device  

 



 

 

  * Seeing the other participants: click on ‘Gallery View’ 
to see everyone. NB. If there are lots of people, you 
might  not see everyone. The picture shows how 
this looked for 12 cameras on my laptop in the pre-
service practice meeting. 

 * Chat: this function brings up a little box in which you 
can type comments (a bit like Facebook): you can 
select for these to go to everyone or just to the 
meeting host 

 * Screen size: obviously you will see more on a laptop 
or larger monitor, e.g. you can display the ‘shared 
content’ (PowerPoint slides, songs, videos, etc.) as well as the faces of participants, 
chat, etc. 

 *  Background: think about what is behind you because this is what the camera also 
shows to everyone, e.g. is your washing hanging up!? You can insert a photo or video 
(e.g. at the beach) but sometimes the quality is poor and it just looks bad. 

Other possibilities for connecting: 

Services that are ‘streamed’ 
 *  This just means services you can view online, like a video. Some will be on YouTube, 

some on Facebook, and others on a church’s own website. 
 *  If the Facebook page is ‘public’, then you don’t need to be a member of Facebook to 

tune in. 
 *  Bishop Pete’s Easter morning service is an example. 
 

The 2025 Prayer Community on Facebook 
 * At the moment, we meet daily Mon-Fri 7.30-8.00 and also 8.00-8.30am on Sat.  Here 

is the link on the Diocese of Sheffield Facebook page: 
https://www.facebook.com/pg/dioceseofsheffield/groups/?ref=page_internal. 
 *  It’s a private group but just ask to become a member and someone will let you in. At 

the moment, it’s a great place to pray with others on any day you can manage. 
 *  It’s a fast moving prayer time: anyone can type in a prayer, add an amen, or ‘like’ a 

post, which makes it really interactive and fun when you get used to it. 
 

Zoom for homegroup 
 *  Have you thought about using Zoom to host home meetings?  You could have any 

Bible study and prayer material on paper (send round by email).  Then you would 
simply need ‘gallery view’ to let people see each other. 

Telephone church 
 *  Recommended to us by another church for people who don’t easily use computers or 

the Internet.  
 *  More news to follow if this becomes a possible resource 
 

 

https://www.facebook.com/pg/dioceseofsheffield/groups/?ref=page_internal


 

 

There are always ways to adapt so that we can meet.  Early Christians, facing 
persecution, used secret symbols (the fish) or met in the catacombs.  Our current 
challenge is different but let’s seek to find ways to be the Body of Christ. 

John Hibberd 

There Will Be God 
 

I remember in the mid 1960's the Salvation Army Joy Strings burst onto the popular music 
scene with a number of Christian song hits.  Led by Joy Webb, their music was an 

inspiration to the lost, the lonely and the despairing.  This song, written by Joy Webb 
became one of their signature songs, a favourite of mine it has touched the hearts of 

millions throughout the world. 
 

THERE WILL BE GOD 
Ten thousand worlds may pass away, 

And bring the dawning of a cosmic day. 
Age after age, time after time holds its sway. 

Man walks alone amidst uncertainty, 
Only one thing can still make him strong; 
In the doubt, in the fear, in the loneliness 

In the struggle of right against wrong 
Somewhere amidst the confusion 
There will be hope, there will love, 

There will be God. 
 

All time will pass into eternity, 
And man must venture on a life unknown 

Journey alone, each to his own destiny 
In life or death, amidst uncertainty 

 
Only one thing can still make him strong 
In the doubt, in the fear, in the loneliness 

In the struggle of right against wrong 
Somewhere amidst the confusion 
There will be hope, there will love, 

THERE WILL BE GOD 
Words and music by Joy Webb 
 
Follow the link to hear the Joystrings sing this song:   

https://youtu.be/3xANhISNdm4 

 
Alan Taylor 

https://youtu.be/3xANhISNdm4


 

 

 

365 Gifts  Part 3 

Flowers 
 
Song of Solomon 2: 1.  ‘I am the Rose of  Sharon’, Song of Solomon 2: 12    ‘The flowers 
appear on the earth, the time for singing has come’ .  Thank you Lord, for creating a 
wide variety of flowers.    Thank you for the many times I have received a bouquet of 
beautiful, radiant, colourful sweet smelling ones and had the pleasure of arranging 
them in a beautiful vase.   
 
On my bookshelf I have many books about flowers.  Each one a precious gift to 
me.   Take the one titled ‘A handful of flowers - a celebration of the language of 
flowers’.  The bright yellow of the daffodil tells us spring is in the air.   It is also known 
as the ‘Lent Lily’.  I have a book, ‘Bouquet of Flowers’ celebrating arrangements 
throughout the church year.  An inspiration for another series for the church magazine 
maybe !!  A very favourite book is a ‘Bouquet of Blessings’ and what a blessing it is.  As 
I open the first page its words ‘God is faithful, his love, strength and majesty fills me 
with confidence that he will protect and guide, and bless me and in him do I put my 
trust now and in the days that lie ahead. 
 
SHOES versus BARE FEET 
 
Isaiah 52:7   ‘How beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of him who brings good 
news …..’  How do you feel about bare feet ?  What surfaces are best to walk on with 
bare feet ?    Cool wet grass on a hot day perhaps, or a beach with waves lapping over 
your toes ?  Sitting toasting your toes in front of a fire or feeling the comfort of a plush 
rug or carpet under foot on a winters evening.    Exodus 3: 5  God tells Moses, in the 
desert to take off his shoes because he stands in the presence of God on holy 
ground.  A verse of a song comes to mind as I write ….  ‘In His presence there is joy 
beyond measure, and at his feet, peace of mind can still be found. If you have a need I 
know He is the answer, reach out and claim it child, you’re standing in His presence on 
holy ground.’ 
Is your cupboard, wardrobe and shoe rack full of them ?    Different styles and colours. 
Flat shoes, high heels, boots and sandals.  You can pick and choose what shoes to wear 
with your outfit today.  Lord, thank you for the reminder that people need our help and 
support to provide through our charitable giving, playing our role in providing for the 
needs of people less fortunate than ourselves and gifting even shoes to those people 
who need them.  We are reminded of millions of feet across the globe that have grown 
calloused from walking barefoot.  These people get accustomed to the pain and don’t 
notice it after a while.  The rest of the world grumbles if a shoe rubs and causes the 
discomfort of a blister.   How complicated our lives would be if we had to go without 
shoes.  As I write this I am feeling guilty for having many pairs of shoes. 
 
Joyce Taylor 



 

 

 Holidays of a Lifetime—Part One 
 

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.  The 

following poem is written from the basis of my real life holiday experiences, with 

perhaps just a hint of poetic license !! 

David  Bowser 

One day on the sofa, it made us feel glad, 
To think about all the best holidays that we’d ever had. 
So rummaging through photos - it came to us in a flash, 

A plan was hatched, that we’d spend the kid’s inheritance cash. 
 

It came down just to five, although we could have had more, 
And we announced this to the children, as their jaws hit the floor. 

“Grandad and Nan are off ‘round the world’ ” we said with great cheer, 
“So expect us back at sometime - when we’ve had our gap year”. 

 
Camping – not Glamping: 

 

The first of our choice, was camping by the lakes, 
But this was probably one of our greatest mistakes. 

Not checking out the old scout tent, as it came out of the loft, 
Nor the mattress that had gone all limp, damp and totally soft. 

 
We arrived in the rain - to a remote wet sodden field, 

On a mountainous slope that even the sheep couldn’t yield. 
The canvas cover unwrapped - we quickly spotted flee bitten holes. 

But that was nothing to the woodworm that had nibbled away the poles. 
 

The groundsheet was missing – so to make us both feel snug, 
We wrapped ourselves up all night, in an old dog smelly rug. 

Sat bolt upright all evening, with our heads stuck for the poles, 
It became a warm hideout place for the spiders and the moles. 

 
It wasn’t that roomy inside, and was really quite tight, 

So my feet had to stick out the flap in the cold all the night. 
The wildlife there was puzzled, and the animals looked ever so forlorn, 
As I dashed to the toilet five times behind the trees before the dawn. 



 

 

In the cold wet of morning, the hyperthermia then it came, 
And we couldn’t stand up straight for all the cricks and the pain. 

Now wet and hungry, all dishevelled and getting thin, 
We spent the rest of our fortnight, inside a Premier Inn. 

 
Holiday of Culture: 

 

The next on our list, was a holiday of culture and of style, 
So we packed our passports and Euros to be off for a long while. 

First to Paris by the tunnel, and then going onto Rome, 
With a sunny warm beach on our plan before we came home. 

 
I didn’t want to risk our car abroad, and driving all that way, 
So by an executive coach trip, we decided to book and pay. 

We boarded the bus early, but it gave us all a frown, 
When five hours later, we were still driving round our town. 

 
We finally hit the motorway, and at its maximum speed, 

It pulled in the first services, they said, it was for our need. 
The next part of the journey, it didn’t seem that far, 
But then, to be herded like cattle, onto the Eurostar. 

 
We emerged from the tunnel – into a bright blinding light, 

And the French bus to collect us was a sobering sight. 
Fifty three people in the UK had started the journey with me, 

This French bus it held twenty, so some sat upon my knee. 
 

The traffic in Paris had changed over the passing years, 
With drivers pipping and waving, and clashing at their gears. 

We only managed to see the Eiffel Tower, in a cloudy smog haze, 
And I’d lost all sensation in my legs, and my bum was numb for days. 



 

 

We stopped at a gallery - which said was of modern art, 
So, with my limp legs, off the bus we then all did depart. 

Our memories of beautiful sculptures, and Mona Lisa with glint, 
Was replaced by piles of old rustic bricks, and a large tin with a dint. 

 
Next stop was Rome, but with two nights on the road, 

This had made us all rather grumpy and jumpy as a toad. 
The car park for the Vatican was well outside the city, 

And trudging in the mid-day heat, didn’t make us smell pretty. 
 

Like good true British folk, we stood all quiet, in a long gigantic queue, 
To enter the far off gates, like most people would hope and expect to do. 

As we all waited for hours, and shuffled along like a slithering snail, 
The lack of food made us feel dizzy, hallucinate, and really go quite pale. 

 
We then suddenly noticed, that at the front of the masses, 

Were people of every other nation, speeding along quickly past us. 
In a free-for-all we hurdled nuns, the weak, and all the lame, 
Which made any other Olympic sport now look rather tame. 

 
With a smile, and just as we got our foot to the door, 
Up went a sign in four languages - “Sorry, no more”. 

Barred from an entrance, and losing all our hope, 
Stood next to me and stranded, was only the Pope. 

 
Back to the bus, and chewing through a pizza in my hand, 
We departed to St Tropez, to take our journey’s last stand. 

Cafes, bars, and shops, that were packed full of elegant features, 
We couldn’t afford the exorbitant prices, so headed to the beaches. 

 
I guess my old knitted swimwear, has now gone out of style, 

For to look at me the holiday makers flocked, from mile after mile. 
Sunburnt like a boiled lobster, I headed out in the sea, 

With crowds of onlookers gathering round, and staring all at me. 
 

Happily swimming around the water, I didn’t really take note, 
That my knitted trunks had fallen off, and started by themselves to float. 

Like Neptune I rose, and then came out of the flowing tide, 
Unfortunately embarrassed, without my trunks, I had nowhere to hide. 

 
Within seconds the police arrived with me quickly at the double, 

And inside a blacked-out van, I was pushed and in deepest trouble. 
The nudist beach was apparently out of town - some three miles away, 

And so for my streaking escapades, I was locked up in a cell all day. 



 

 

 

Back on the bus the next morn, and now banned from France, 
The homeward journey of reflection, was all in a trance. 

The bus rear lights had broken, but as I was still glowing red, 
When the breaks were applied, I stood in the back window instead. 

Touring Caravan: 
 

On the drive for twenty years, the caravan it had stood, 
With dirty paintwork going green, and moss upon its hood. 

Throwing out the stored up mess, and vacuumed clean inside, 
The years of neglect had vanished - the rest I did just hide. 

 
Hitched up to the car and stuffed with everything known to man, 

We set off to Cornwall, without a map or clear time-scale plan. 
Before the car had travelled ten miles, it had succumbed to plight, 

A wheel fell of the caravan, and in a layby we spent the night. 
 

On a busy A1 junction, with lorries all night trundling past, 
We got up bloodshot eyed and deaf, to have our first breakfast. 

Checking out the gas cooker ring, with lit match held in my hand, 
It ignited in a fireball flash, and burnt off my hair every strand. 

 
Bald as a baby’s bum, and with eyebrows chard to dust, 

It took all day to repair the wheel, and off we set at dusk. 
All night I gripped the steering wheel, the car engine sounded naughty, 

Even with my foot down to the floor, our maximum speed was forty. 
 

Twelve hours of travelling later, we suddenly realised what we’d done, 
We’d only mis-programmed the sat nav, and ended up in Dunoon. 

Seven hundred miles from Cornwall, we had a change of heart, 
And headed for a nearby site, to make our revised holiday start. 



 

 

Two miles down the road, the rear view mirror filled with smoke, 
The car engine ground to a halt, and we had to call the AA bloke. 

Inside our cosy caravan, hoisted on a lorry raised up high, 
For three days travelling back to home, but no petrol did we buy. 

David’s travels will be continued in the next issue 

Holy Days in May 

Thursday 21st May is Ascension Day.  After the 

Resurrection Jesus appeared to His Disciples for 40 days, 

preparing them for The Great Commission to make 

disciples of all nations (Matthew 28 v1). Then, according 

to Acts 1v19 Jesus was taken up into Heaven and a cloud 

hid Him from the Disciples. 

 

Sunday 31st May is the Feast of Pentecost, when church 

celebrates the coming of the Holy Spirit. .During the 40 

days Jesus spent with His disciples He promised they 

would receive power when the Holy Spirit would come 

upon them (Acts 1v8).  The disciples were together 

when they experienced the Holy Spirit when they saw 

what seemed like tongues of fire rest on each one.  (Acts 

2 v1-4)   Pentecost is the Church’s birthday.     

 



 

 

Children’s Corner 



 

 

Children’s Corner 



 

 

The annual Christian Aid House to House collection has been 
cancelled this year, but Christian Aid Week is moving online with a 
vibrant, virtual Christian Aid Week, so you can take part with our 
online community, and donate to support Rose, and stop this 
climate crisis.    

Rose’s Story 
In Kenya, the rains haven’t come.  Again.  For 

villagers who farm the land, that means life 

is getting even harder.  Rivers are bone dry, 

and crops wither in the fields.  The drought 

is starving people of food, water and the 

chance to earn a living.  

At 67 years of age, Rose walks for six hours 

to fetch water for her grandchildren.  She 

tries hard to give them the kind of life she 

remembers from when she was a girl: when the rivers flowed with water and the crops 

bore fruit. 

Grandmother Rose shouldn’t have to go hungry.  A simple earth dam, built with the help 

of Christian Aid’s partners and your donations, could completely change her life.  This 

Christian Aid Week, you can be one of the hundreds of thousands of our supporters who 

give, act and pray to stop the climate crisis driving people like Rose to hunger.  

This Christian Aid Week (10-16 May), please: 

Give generously to help Rose and her community build a water dam, providing fresh 

water to help families survive the drought.  Virtual envelopes can be found on 

caweek.org. 

Act to call for a New Deal for Climate Justice to help restore creation and build a world 

where everyone can thrive. 

Pray for a radical change of heart for politicians, and that, as a global community, we will 

care for people living in poverty. 

Together we stop this climate crisis.  Open https://www.christianaid.org.uk/christian-aid-

week/virtual-fundraisers for donations, live-streaming worship each day, and hosting a 

fun daily quiz. 

Many thanks to all who supported the Lent Lunches enabling us to send cheques for 

£850 (some of which was donated after the shut-down). 

 

Gill Haggie 



 

 

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  

 

 

 

Baby sitting 

We encouraged our 18-year-old 
daughter to find a job to help pay for her 
college education. One day she came 
home with five applications, and later 
that evening we read them. Under 
‘Previous Employment’, she listed ‘Baby 
sitting’. And under ‘Reason for Leaving’ 
she wrote, ‘They came home’. 

Asleep 

A young man fell asleep in the Sunday 
morning service, and soon began to snore. 
The preacher stopped and impatiently 
motioned to the young boy beside the man 
to wake him up.  The boy said: “Wake him up 
yourself, you put him to sleep.” 

 



 

 

Local Advertisements 

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 

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 



 

 

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. 

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 

 

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. 

mailto:bramley.stfrancis@gmail.com
http://tinyurl.com/StFrancisBramleyFacebook

