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It’s nine o’clock at night and 
people are quietly gathering at a 
secret location in the 
town centre. They go 
in looking just like you 
and me but once in-
side they are trans-
formed into a blaze of 
day-glow orange with 
high-viz trimmings. 
Street Angels are 
here! World-changing 
superheroes or volun-
teers determined to 
make the town centre 
a better place to enjoy 
a night out? What 
kind of super-hero starts with a 
cup of tea and a custard cream? 
Exactly; but that’s how the 
Staines Street Angels begin their 
Friday night patrol. We catch up 
on each other’s news and swap 
some experiences from past pa-
trols. The angels seem genuinely 
pleased to be starting a six hour 
patrol after having already put in a 
day somewhere else. We are re-
membering K--—- and C------- 
and other door staff from the 
town’s pubs. Usually there’s a 
recollection of someone we 
helped last time out. “I wonder 
what happened to P-------, the guy 
who’d just been thrown out by his 
step dad?” 

Soon the angels are checking 
their rucksacks. There’s a red 
bag for some of the kit and a 
black bag for the “dirties.” That’s 
got the flip-flops and the gloves, 

the brush and dustpan and the 
airline sick bags. Stick around un-

til one-thirty and we’ll show you 
what they’re for. There are usually 
a couple of patrols and at least 
one angel in the base, Alpha One. 
The team leader decides who will 
work together tonight.  Alpha Two 
and Three are ready to go. Radio 
protocol: ”Street angels signing 
on – can we have a radio check, 
please?” Fill up you pockets with 
lollipops (don’t ask) and we’re off. 
The two teams sweep the town, 
saying hello to the door staff and 
greeting the few people who are 
out and about. It’s early yet; 
Staines is quiet at nine-thirty and 
won’t really start to buzz until 
much later. We chat together and 
introduce ourselves when we can. 

The bus stops are usually worth a 
look. People escaping Staines at 

ten o’clock can’t quite be-
lieve what they’re see-
ing. .The Orange uniform 
inevitably draws a crack 
about being Tango’ed or 
repairing railways. 
After we’ve checked all 
the pubs and clubs (“Got 
anything special happen-
ing tonight, what time are 
you open ‘til?”) it’s back 
to base for a cup of tea. 
We swap information 
about what’s going on. By 
now it’s ten-thirty and we 

need to be back out by eleven. 
The team leader calls us to order 
and we’re back out on the streets. 
Most pubs look busy these days 
because there’s always a group 
of smokers outside. The door 
staff are checking IDs and some-
times even looking through the 
girls’ bags. If someone is refused 
entry because they are under-age 
they’ll usually try somewhere else 
and we’ll hear about it over the ra-
dio. “Look out for a blonde girl in a 
white top and with gold killers.” 
Killers are very high heels, just 
about survivable in the cold and 
sober light of day but by midnight 
they are un-wearable. Girls slip 
out of them and go 

Angels on parade: which way is front? 

Continued ... 

Getting ready ... 

See back page for details 
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Which is why we are so grateful for 

the donations so far; in excess of 
£3000. Thanks be to God! 

Our first year costs are likely to be 
more than £5000, and that’s if we 
just stand still without developing our 
service. 

Bev Bradbury writes “ if two or 
three members from five churches 

gave £10 each month we would raise 
£1800 in a year.  

“If 20 churches or business gave 
£20 a month we would meet our 
budget for the year.” 

It’s a thought, isn’t it? If you could 
give just a small amount each month 
contact Bev on:  
�
������������������
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A Night on the Town – continued from front page 

chat, some offence and a real possi-
bility of trouble. But the street angels 
are there to talk them down. “Have a 
lollipop” (remember the lollipops?) 
seems to work wonders and the ten-
sion disappears. We walk one of the 
groups round the corner and they 
head for home … 

Two o’clock and most of the bars 
are closed or closing. It’s taxi time for 
some and food time for others. Late 
night Staines has a few more attrac-
tions. By now the crowd seems 
made up mostly of people who have 
paced their drinking to last the night 
and it’s just the flip flops to replace 
the “killers.” 

Around two-thirty the street angels 
are heading back to base to unwind 
and de-brief. “Street Angels signing 
off, have a good night!” And it has 
been a good night too; the people we 
meet are overwhelmingly grateful, 
good-natured and are genuinely en-
joying them selves. It has been a real 
privilege to share their evening. By 
three o’clock we are wending our 
weary way home; tired happy and 
satisfied that we may just have 
helped a few people to enjoy a good 
night out in Staines. 

barefoot so our dustpans 
are at the  ready. Or they 
may need a pair of flip-
flops. “How much are 
they?” “Free, we’re giv-
ing them away.” “What, 
really, free?” 

Everybody wants to 
know why we do it. And 
without exception they 
are full of gratitude and 
admiration. “I think what 
you’re doing is great.” 
When they discover that 
we are from local 
churches many of them 
have a story to tell. It’s 
often a sad tale of loss,  
disappointment or even 
bereavement. We listen 
because it’s pretty much 
all we can do and it’s exactly what 
they want. A couple of strapping lads 
demonstrate their religious creden-
tials by showing us their Jesus tat-
toos. We could sell our hats ten 
times over as we pose for photos 
with people. We wonder what they’ll 
think in a couple of days from now 
when they are flipping through the 
iPhone! But here’s a tearful women 
whose boyfriend won’t leave the club 
and she needs to get home. The an-
gels take her to the taxi rank and see 
her safe into a cab. 

Some people are the worse for 
drink; not many, and most have got 
good mates who stick around. 
Throwing up in a cab puts it off the 
road for the night. A sick-bag isn’t 
much but it may just persuade a cab 
driver to take a chance and then 
someone gets home safely. 

By one o’clock the town is quite 
busy; people are switching pubs as 
some of the venues close. There 
was a scuffle earlier in one of the 
pubs and a group of young men 
were thrown out so they circle the 
town looking for somewhere else to 
go. Inevitable they meet up with an-
other group and there’s some back-

Street Angels Yve and John sharing the late-night fun 
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Tuesday 12th October – 8.00pm 

Staines Baptist Fellowship 
Hale Street, Staines 

Meet the back-room team, celebrate 
our achievements, hear about what’s 
next ... 
An evening for Street Angels, 
friends, supporters and  those inter-
ested in volunteering 


