
Leave me alone, I’m not worth it
We were in for our break at base 
when there was a call over the radio 
fo r S t ree t Pas tors to he lp a 
gentleman outside one of the clubs, 
so we went to see if we could assist.
We found a young man cross-legged 
and bent over; he was asleep and it 
took us a while to get him to respond. 
We tried encouraging him to drink 
sips of water etc, but he responded 
by pushing the bottle away and 
saying “Leave me alone, I’m not 
worth it”, to which I replied “You are 
worth it and I’m not going anywhere, 
as you are quite vulnerable sat here”. He then put his head in his hands and sobbed.
Eventually he gave us his name and told us he wanted to die, as he did not want to see any more dead 
bodies. There was a silent period and we encouraged him to drink more water. We asked about home, but he 
kept saying he couldn’t go home / didn’t want to do this any more etc.
He started to open up further and said that he had come back from Iraq 3 years ago. He hates himself for 
what he had done.   I told him that his actions were not the actions of a bad person as he had stepped in to 
save others for whatever he had to do (it reminded me of our Lord and Saviour).
I asked about his family; he said that they didn’t understand, so I asked if he had talked to them to help them 
understand? He said no, he could not put that onto them.
We managed to get him onto his feet and then he said that he wanted to get home. We gave him a Street 
Pastors card and said to him if he ever needed to talk, there would be someone who would listen to him. We 
managed to get him a taxi and he gave us a hug, saying Thank you for everything you have done.
PS from Roy Just before receiving this by e-mail I had received a phone call from a very grateful man who 
had woken up to find a Street Pastor card in his pocket, then had vague memories of a team helping him 
somewhere on Union Street. He said he was so grateful for the help he’d received and was in a much better 
frame of mind now. During the conversation he also mentioned that he was suffering from PTSD and that the 
counselling he’d received to date hadn’t been much help, so I told him about Resolution, a charity that 
specialises in PTSD for military personnel. He was very interested to hear that and thanked me / us again.

To receive this Newsletter regularly, please contact plymouth@streetpastors.org.uk, ring Roy on 07790 013791 or 
find Plymouth Street Pastors on Facebook

Plymouth Street Pastors
- taking Love to the streets   
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A miracle we didn’t know we needed
Sometimes when we ring in to the prayer pastors it 
can be difficult to know what to ask them to pray 
for - our team had an incident on our last patrol 
which brought home the fact that, when we lift a 
person or situation to the Lord in prayer, he knows 
exactly what is needed without being told.
We had just left base to walk to the Barbican when 
we were called back by some lads to help a young 
lady who had fallen in a doorway. She was rather 
the worse for wear, but said she was on her way 
home. We offered to walk with her, which she at 

first declined, but when we told her she'd been 
walking in completely the wrong direction she 
agreed she could probably use our help. So we 
began to make slow progress towards her house. 
Some time later we were halfway along Royal 
Parade when one of the team members spotted a 
bag on the grass. No ID in it, only a set of keys. 
Yes, it turned out to belong to our young friend, 
and those were her house keys. We hadn't even 
realised they were lost!
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At the end of November, after a thorough training 
course, we were delighted to commission our newest 
8 St Pastors at a Commissioning Service in the Oval 
Room at Emmanuel Church. Left to right in the photo 
are Duncan Withall, Ascension Trust rep. for Devon 
and our new recruits, Tracey Yelland, Wendy Nash, 
Phil Curtis, Gerry Bazeley, Natasha Wise, Andrew 
Mudharara and Peter Fisher (Maggie Hanley, our 8th 
recruit, was too unwell on the night to attend the 
Commissioning Service).
After their first patrol I asked them how it went and 
got the following replies:-
Tracey – The completion of the Pastors course was 
a sad one in many respects, as it meant an end of 
our regular meetings. But it also signalled a new 
beginning, as I would shortly meet my team. I felt 
prepared emotionally and practically, as we had been 
well informed and trained.
My first experience on duty as a trained pastor came 
with trepidation. It was however a positive 
experience, as I met new members of the team. 
Funnily enough apart from first night nerves and 
slightly sore feet, my favourite part was being fed tea 
and toast when returning. As a nurse this was a new 
experience for me, being looked after.
I have since volunteered for an extra duty and can 
honestly say apart from it being spiritually 
awakening, it's been well worth the journey and 
would recommend it to every Christian. 
Natasha - My first shift out was absolutely amazing. I 
loved every bit of it. I know what you mean when you 
say you can see God working right before your eyes. 
So many situations were made possible by prayer 
too it was just awesome. I’ve been telling so many 
people about it!

Gerry - I really enjoyed my first patrol. I was a little 
nervous at first but everyone was great. I soon 
realised that I had done my observations in the 
summer and that I was now out on my first patrol in 
November.  I was very cold but God kept me going. I 
really felt God was giving me the opportunity to do 
his work as most of the people we came across were 
females and I was the only female in our team.
We stayed with a drunk girl for over an hour, sobered 
her up, took her to the loo and got her into a taxi 
safely. We came across another young lady who was 
out with her partner and he had gone off with another 
woman. The lady was very upset and had only just 
had a baby 5 weeks ago. We comforted her and got 
her in a taxi safely.
I really enjoyed it, the people were friendly and my 
fellow Street Pastors were amazing.
Andrew - My first night of patrol was positive as I 
was in a team of street pastors who had done the job 
more and that made me to feel comfortable. I had 
also had the confidence that generally we all had 
gone through the same training where teamwork is 
pivotal. I felt included in the team through 
conversations during the patrol among ourselves and 
with the people we met.

I felt that the street pastors are appreciated and have 
a positive relationship with the night economy 
generally. It was good to hear the public encouraging 
us to keep on serving and I was touched by a certain 
lady who we thought needed flip flops but she 
declined as she was going into the taxi home within 
half a mile.

My first night was a learning night. I did a lot of 
observation on how my seniors were interacting with 
people. I felt valued by my team leader and the 
whole team.Page �  of �2 6
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Expect the Unexpected
I had intended to finish at 2:00am. It was 
1:45am and our team were finishing our chat 
and prayer with a rough sleeper on North Hill, 
when a guy staggered past us. John, (not his 
real name), was using the shop fronts to hold 
himself upright, dragging his right leg. Then he 
fell and after squirming around on the floor, 
dragged himself to his feet and set off 
meandering across the pavement, only to fall 
again.
We caught with him and offered him assistance 
which he refused, saying there were others who 
needed us more. Ignoring this we walked with 
him to the top of North Hill, where we persuaded 
him to sit and drink some water. We made the 
first of many calls to our Prayer Pastors. A few 
seconds later and John was charging down 
towards Mutley Plain, falling again dangerously 
close to the road.
After a further fall he finally relented to our pleas 
and sat on a step, talking and drinking two 
bottles of water. At around 3:15am a change 
came over him. He stood to his feet crossed the 
road, bought some tobacco, (he had previously 
said he had no money for a taxi), came out of 
the shop and walked on his way home. I said to 
my two fellow pastors that I had wanted to finish 
at 2:00am but God had other plans. Following 
assisting a young woman we finally made it 
back to base just after 4:00am.
The following day I was driving and John came 
to my mind. I hoped that he had made it safely 
home. I turned a corner and a short way down 
the road I saw him walking along!. “That’s 
amazing” I thought and thanked God for this 
sighting. I did think I could have stopped for a 
chat, but thought better of it.
The very next day I was walking with my wife 
and there was John, standing on the pavement 
in front of us. We had a good chat: he 
remembered who I was and was so grateful for 
our help – and also a little embarrassed. A 
coincidence? Definitely not – this was several 
weeks ago now and I have not seen John since!

Where’s Wisdom? 
Where’s Wisdom at the weekend in the 
city centre, 

When pubs and clubs slop youth out on the 
pavement? 

Does she retreat from the street with the 
polite daylight 

Before the munted get shunted, to drift 
and stagger 

Like a civic zombie attack twice-weekly 
enacted? 

Wisdom’s a working girl who shouts and 
touts in the street, 

Satisfying anybody who’ll seek and keep 
her company. 

She’ll take on this whole Jägerbombed 
generation 

That’s never quite drunk enough to have 
drunk enough 

To get clean and see the dream it lives 
isn’t living the dream.  

To the wild-faced boy who tore his shirt 
and kicked off, 

She whispers some stillness so the police 
don’t pin him down. 

For the girl bitch-slapped by her best mate 
at the bus shelter, 

There’s a fresh perspective reflected in the 
perspex, 

Glowing white beneath her spray tan and 
the moonlight. 

Wisdom hands out flip-flops to all the 
tottering girls, 

Helping them walk a straight line to find 
the good way home. 

Then, she’s there rolling up the sleeves of 
Jesus 

As he soothes a young man oblivious in 
the gutter, 

Giving him dreams of something better. 

  

Phil Andrews – (used by his kind permission)

Message received with an online donation On 
Saturday night just been I was saved by your 
organisation and I am so grateful. This is merely a 
token of the thanks I feel. I hope your work 
continues and would love to volunteer with you.
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Goodbye for now!
We were saddened recently to lose Val Hart, one of 
our faithful Prayer Pastors who died after a heart 
attack in late January.
Val (typically) sent a text to Roy, apologising for not 
being able to do her Prayer Pastor duty on 27th 
January as she was in hospital. She went to glory 
the next morning.

A few years ago, Val together with Mike Soanes 
(pictured centre here) were given the Longest 
Serving Prayer Pastors Award by Ascension Trust, 
both having faithfully served with us since the very 
start of our work in 2008.
We will particularly miss Val’s “unique” way of 
praying which often included her spontaneously 
breaking in to a worship song, in what was aptly 
described at her funeral as being “In a key known 
only to Val”!

Doing ourselves out of a job and another 
what would have happened to her if we 
hadn’t been there situation
We were pointed by a “going off duty” doorman 
to a young lady sitting on a wall. He mentioned 
that she seemed to be bleeding.
We found her hunched over, with fresh blood 
congealing on her handbag on the floor -  
apparently from her face. She was extremely 
difficult to engage, but did mention she was 
bleeding from her mouth. She would not lift her 
head, but said she was going to call a friend 
who lived locally. She declined our help, but was 
content for us to revisit on our next circuit.
We returned not many minutes later as it was 
now 3.35 am (!) and found a group of about 3 
students helping her. She had engaged with 
them, told them she had fallen onto her face 
and allowed us to give her wet wipes to clean 

up. They took over, helping her phone her friend 
and make a plan. They then helped her to a 
taxi. One of the girls asked us which churches 
we came from and told us that she had been 
baptised a few years ago. Her friends were 
interested to hear this.
It occurred to me that, in this situation, we had 
been mentoring, or at least role-modelling, 
compassionate action and these delightful 
young people had embraced the role. Perhaps 
our presence had also enabled the girl to 
witness to her faith.
If we did more of this perhaps we could do 
ourselves out of a job…….?

….what would have happened to her if…….
Immediately after the other incident, we were 
heading up North Hill on our way back to base, 
when we came across a “couple” sitting 
companionably on a low window ledge. The 
man seemed well, but the girl seemed quite 
drunk. We offered water and she burst into tears 
making us suspect all was not well. It rapidly 
became apparent that they did not know each 
other - hadn't even exchanged names. She had 
become separated from her friends, but knew 
the name of the road quite nearby where she 
was staying.
We set off supporting her unsteady walk but 
with the man on one side of her, arm flung over 
her shoulder in a possessive posture. She led 
us quite a dance as she was convinced that the 
road before hers was the correct one and even 
knocked on the wrong door. One of our team’s 
Sat Nav. got us back on track, although the girl 
needed some persuading to retrace her steps. 
Just as we were approaching the correct house, 
her two friends arrived and wanted photos with 
the Pastors. The man stepped out of these, but 
still hung around. I was able to alert one 
sensible, sober friend of our concern and we left 
the girl in the care of her friends.
We wondered about the man's agenda. He 
admitted in conversation that he was 10 – 12 
years older than the usual clubber. We were 
grateful that Holy Spirit prompted us to look 
beyond the obvious, and perhaps an regrettable 
incident was frustrated. It was worth being late 
home. 
Always so much to learn!



Another “impossible” situation solved by 
prayer
Before we went out on patrol one of our Prayer 
Pastors talked about our serving, giving to God 
was at a cost to us and that if it didn't cost us 
something it was of no worth.
At about 2.30 am we were called to a lassie, 
completely out of reason  due to alcohol, no 
phone, no money, no friends anywhere. We 
managed to get two phone numbers; one no 
reply, the other a friend who didn't want to know. 
The police didn't think they could help and when 
we tried to ring for an ambulance they intimated 
it was going to be a good long while before they 
could get to us.
We couldn't get the girl anywhere near sober 
enough for a taxi and in any case she had no 
money. The Prayer Pastors had been called so I 
knew they would be praying for a resolution, 
some miracle.
We were all cold, and I know I felt tired, tired 
with inability to solve the problem. I suddenly 
knew we should be praying out loud ourselves. 
So I started ...."Father you know we are all 
feeling cold and tired, You know...."   and then 
the words of our Prayer Pastor from earlier 
came into my head.... "Father, not for ourselves 
but for this girl please...."
I got no further, I was going to ask for a miracle 
when around the corner came the friend we had 
called earlier. She decided she couldn't leave 
her, but had to help!

Answered Prayer – from a non-Prayer Pastor!
We were on patrol when we met one of our former 
Street Pastors walking home with his wife who 
hugged us and prayed that we would have at least 
one life changing conversation that night.
Later on we met a street sleeper who opened the 
conversation by telling us how holy he was (!) and 
that he did lots of good things although he was 
worried that he did lots of bad things too. We had 
the opportunity to explain to him that that just wasn’t 
how it works; he couldn’t trust that somehow his 
good deeds would “outweigh” the bad ones. He 
listened as we explained that we all need to come to 
the point of admitting to God that we, like everyone 
else, fall short; so that we need to say a heartfelt 
“sorry” for all our sins; and that forgiveness is 
available because Jesus has taken the penalty that 
our sins deserve on the cross
We asked him if he’d like us to pray for him which he 
gladly accepted and we prayed that God would 
reveal Jesus to him– so maybe this will turn out to 
be the life-changing conversation that had been 
prayed for?
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Finances
We are very grateful for the generosity of SO many 
people and organisations, whether by single 
donations or ongoing support, and would like to 
acknowledge gratefully recent grants and gifts from 
The A C Ballard deceased Will Trust, The Eliza 
Tyeth Trust, The Uplands Charitable Trust, Castalla 
Community Church, Callington New Outlook, 
Mutley Baptist Ladies Bible Study Group, Notre 
Dame School, Mustard Tree Cancer Support 
Group, Crafthole WI and The Cathedral Centre 
Ladies Group. 

If you would like to donate, please visit our website 
– www.plymouth.streetpastors.org.uk - or if you 
would prefer to send us a gift via the post, cheques 
payable to “Plymouth Street Pastors” may be sent 
to our Treasurer: Mr. C James, 8 Hazel Close, 
Birdcage Farm, Plymouth PL6 6HL.
In addition, we can now receive 4% of what you 
spend when you shop at Sainsburys. To register, 
please see https://www.raisewithsainsburys.com/?
cid=26222
Thank you again everyone – we simply couldn’t do 
it without your support!

SOUTHEND STREET PASTORS RECEIVES 
QUEEN’S AWARD

Congratulations to Southend Street Pastors who 
have received the Queen’s Award for Voluntary 
Service. This is an MBE for voluntary groups – a 
fantastic achievement!
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Yet another God-incidence
Apart from the usual tales of endeavouring to get 
large, drunken males to their feet and homeward 
bound, while avoiding the outpourings of sick etc, 
we had one of those God-incidences-that-you-
wouldn’t-really-believe…. 
My team had been re-routed to Mutley Plain for the 
second shift.   When we got there, it was petty dead 
but we ambled up and down just to check and then I 
suggested going to Freedom Fields Park, partly 
because I was talking about where we used to 
patrol when we started but rarely visited now….  As 
we were walking I was praying that this wouldn’t be 
a waste of time, just me being nostalgic… and that 
the Lord would lead us to where we were really 
needed. 
We were walking across the park when we saw a 
single girl walking towards us; it became clear that 
she was quite distressed and probably a bit drunk.  
It transpired that she had come from a house party 
somewhere, wanted to get to her boyfriend’s house 
and let him know she was OK and on her way to 
him….   She was concerned that he would be very 
worried; her phone was dead, she couldn’t contact 
him or anyone else… and she didn’t have a clue 
where she was now, especially as she had only just 
moved to Plymouth and it was cold and dark….
One of our ladies was particularly good in getting 
alongside her and we eventually found out where 
she wanted to go and walked her there, giving her – 
as she was wearing fairly flimsy party attire - a 
space blanket as well as a heavy escort!  We made 
sure she was OK before we left.  We don’t know 
where and how she might have ended up, as 
Freedom Fields Park is not exactly en route to 
where she wanted to go and she was very 
vulnerable... but we have a Loving Father who 
knows rather more!

 I have to know Jesus
3.15 am at the end of an unusually quiet night and 
everyone is quietly heading home. Perhaps we 
should do the same.
Then a vivacious young lady rushes up to say Street 
Pastors, you are wonderful. I want to do what you do 
but I am told I have to know Jesus and I haven't met 
Him yet. But I want to and I am sure I will.
She is interrupted by a friend rushing up to be 
greeted with a hug. At this point an alert team 
member (well done) pulls out a “Knowing God 
personally” leaflet. The girl accepts this gratefully, 
then says “Have you heard of Soul Survivor”? I reply 
“Yes, it's brilliant!’" “Well, I will go to it then” she says 
and she heads off to join her waiting friends.
Leaving us exhilarated. “So that's why we are still 
here”!

Happy Birthday - to us!
We are delighted to announce that we will be 10 
years old on 23rd May this year, our teams having 
first patrolled Plymouth’ streets on the 23rd May 
2008.  
Celebrations are currently planned but not finalised 
so please watch this space!  
…and to Okehampton Street Pastors!
 A 1st Birthday Bash for Okehampton Street Pastors 
took place on Saturday 17th February in Fairplace 
Church, Okehampton. The Bondleigh Barn Band 
organised the event and performed a free concert 
which was very well supported by the community. 
There was plenty of birthday cake and the Street 
Pastors were on hand to help, care and listen, plus 
answer any questions. A brilliant time was had by all!
MBE awarded to Taunton Street Pastors’ 
Co-ordinator
Taunton Street Pastors are delighted to learn of the 
award of an MBE to their coordinator, Adrian Prior-
Sankey, in the Queen’s New Year’s Honours List. 
Founder of the organisation, the Revd Les Isaac, 
himself awarded an OBE in 2012, has congratulated 
Adrian saying, Over the past 25 years, I have met 
and worked with some extremely remarkable 
people, dedicated to serving the Nation and their 
communities – Adrian Prior-Sankey is one of them.
On hearing of the announcement Adrian paid tribute 
to the influence of his parents, the support of his 
family and the many volunteers with whom he has 
worked, saying,
This is a great honour and is really a recognition of 
the service of the amazing teams of volunteers that I 
work with. I am thankful for all the people who have 
worked alongside me in united efforts to nurture a 
peaceful and vibrant community.
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You do a wonderful and heartwarming 
job. Thank you for keeping us safer 

(message received with an online donation)
I would like to thank you for the wonderful 
work you do. You helped us last night get 
reconnected and took us to the taxi rank 

xxx. I tried to give 
you a donation and 
none of you would 

take it, how can I do 
this as you really 
are lovely people
(another message 
received online)


