
           
 

      

Sudbury Town Pastors. 
 

Brief report of the night of Sat. 15
th

 Sept. 2013 

 

Town Pastors on duty: Frank Marsden & Norma Clark 

Prayer Base: Tracy & Jen 

 

Clear skies and autumnal cool lent a very pleasant aspect to the start of what became a quite busy night on the 

streets of Sudbury. This week, the one prior to when many young people were due to either start or resume 

their University education, was the chosen time to have a night out, even to the extent of school fancy dress, 

and fond farewells. Except that for some, it might not have turned out quite as they were expecting. 

 

Our first encounter, just outside Infinity, was with a young man whom we had helped the previous week. We 

had had to call for an ambulance, as the injuries he had received when he fell (in his drunken state) after 

hanging on to a car whilst trying to retrieve his `stolen’ phone, had made a real mess of his face, but mercifully 

he hadn’t broken his nose. He had healed considerably well during the past week, and he had come to say 

thank you to us for helping him. Felt somewhat guilty, as the police had played a major role in his care at the 

time, and should have received his commendation in equal measure. 

He said he’d felt that he had learned a lesson from what had happened to him, and didn’t want to repeat the 

experience. 

 

A little later, whilst doing our round of the town, a group of (drunk) men outside the Prince of Wales, yielded 

one who had an obviously good knowledge of the Bible, and a long list of questions ranging through both the 

Old and the New Testaments. Two of the listeners became cursorily involved, and entirely without our 

instigation, the talk touched on issues we would have been unlikely to visit in any other setting. Our 

knowledgable friend disclosed that his parents are Christians, but his desire to remain anonymous was 

conveyed in strong enough terms. As Town Pastors, we don’t disclose the identity of those we meet on the 

streets, and assured him of this too. 

 

Making our way back down North Street, a couple in ‘40s naval costume (from a party at the Masonic Hall), 

gave a surreal feel to the scene outside the Tavern. But yet again another uninitiated conversation, with a lady 

who exited the said establishment, a self proclaimed atheist, probed us with questions about why we were on 

the streets. She was rebuked by two of her friends who appeared mid-term, when they said that they did 

believe in God, and that there was a Heaven, and why was she being so dismissive of us! 

 

After our customary break at the Salvation Army, we resumed our night’s walk.  

 

At about 1.10am CCTV called us to see if we could attend to a young lady collapsed by the Santander ATM (a 

very popular port of call for those who need the necessaries in order to `enjoy’ their night out). The young lady 

appeared to have over-indulged, fallen, hit her head, and suffered the loss of her accompanying friend, who 

had mysteriously disappeared from the scene. Two strangers had called for medical assistance, and we stayed 

with the girl until a First Responder arrived, making sure to minimise the possibility of her choking on her 

vomit, and wrapping her in foil blankets. She said she felt dizzy, and did not want to sit up. However, it seemed 

there was more to her problem than just excess alcohol. An ambulance was summoned by the medic. and 

arrived a little later to take the young lady to hospital. Had she been the victim of a spiked drink, we 

wondered ? 



 

Following our second break of the night, we were again called by CCTV at about 2.10am to attend to a young 

lady sat on the ground by Chicken George -  another favourite haunt of the night time clubbers. This young 

lady had drunk too much alcohol on an empty stomach, so we plied her with plenty of water, wrapping her in 

one of our foil blankets, as she was shivering considerably, and she was eventually able to stand. A girl friend 

was with her, but also three young men, one of whom was very drunk and exhibiting a belligerent attitude. It is 

easy to assume that because a group of young people are together, they are all friends.In this instance it 

turned out the young men had been more of a liability to the two vulnerable young women, who lived 10 miles 

away. The two girls returned to Chicken George having shaken off their `friends’, and we waited with them 

until they found a taxi home.  

 

Our time out was also interspersed with encounters with people appreciative of our presence on the streets, 

and glad of the requisite `Freddo’ chocolate bars. We are constantly seeking to build relationships with those 

we see regularly, and pray that there will be opportunities for sharing our testimony about Jesus, and His love 

and concern for them.  

 

We so value people praying for us, and for the people and situations we encounter during the night time 

economy. We had, this night, as we so often have, a profound sense of God’s peace and encouragement 

through-out our time on the streets. 

 

Our shift finished at 3.30am 

 

Thank you to all those who are praying for the Town Pastors – we really do covet your prayers! 

 

 


