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Adele’s  
Story 
 

Have you ever felt the pain of not having control over what is happening in your own life? Had no 
control over how much you can shield your children from the painful truth? Had no say over how 
wider society will treat you and your children? If you have been fortunate enough to never have to 
witness these things, then thank your lucky stars. Something that is often said within the ‘Prison 
Community’ is “Never say it could never happen to you”, and my goodness, isn’t that the truth! The 
reason why people within the community offer this advice is because many of us were once the 
people saying, “It could never be me”. I for one never thought I would be standing in prison visiting 
centres with my young children; I never thought me, and my children would be alienated by our 
peers; I never thought I would have to argue with strangers on the internet over my children’s 
innocence; and I definitely never thought I, along with my new born son, would end up in the papers 
for everybody to critique. How could I ever have imagined this could have happened to me or my 
children? I was in university, studying all about rehabilitation and justice and both of my children are 
under the age of 4, surely, we should be the captains of the “It could never be me/us” team!    

Unfortunately, 15th July 2020 changed everything. The day started out like any other day, however 
it ended with our places in society being re-evaluated, my children becoming a statistic and my 
partner becoming property of the criminal justice system. My two-year-old son instantly noticed a 
change, the most obvious being Ben, his step dad- been gone, he was forever asking where he 
was and why we were staying at Nanna’s – our home was raided and every fibre of my being 
hated the thought of going back home- but I could not bring myself to answer him truthfully. I kept 
all my emotions and feelings to myself; I couldn’t risk my son seeing me upset because it would only 
bring more confusion. Then a week after Ben’s arrest, reality of the impact his imprisonment had on 
our little family hit me like a ton of bricks, I had my 13-week antenatal scan, a scan that we both 
had been looking forward to for weeks, I had not even considered what our new circumstances 
would mean for our unborn child! As the midwife put the scan screen on and started moving around 
on my stomach the emotions hit me, I broke down in tears and the tears would not stop flowing! 
How was I going to bring a child into the world when their dad was looking at a long time away? 
How could I explain to our child that we had planned the pregnancy but then their dad went and 
did what he did? How could I be happy about our impending arrival whilst my whole life had been 
turned upside down? How could I look at the screen with hope and wishes for our unborn child’s 
future knowing that our child would enter the world with a label of being a ‘criminal’s child’? The 
midwife paused, she then asked sympathetically “have you been worried about your baby’s 
health?”, well, I then broke down some more! Between the sobs, a high-pitched wail and a lot of 
inaudible sounds I told the midwife my situation, and in that moment, the first moment I had allowed 
myself to be vulnerable, I was faced with a complete lack of empathy and zero understanding, her 
sympathetic look and tone vanished. She simply resumed her focus on the screen, said my child 
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was ok and then printed off some photos, that was my first encounter of what society now thought 
of me and my family!    

After visiting Ben a few times on my own, I felt it was time to take my son due to him constantly 
saying Ben was “gone now”, he had also been having night terrors and had been coming into my 
bed late at night upset since Ben’s arrest, this still happens now. We arrived at the prison, I turned 
to my son in the back seat and told him where we were, Ben’s ‘work’, and who we were going to 
see, the excitement instantly spread across his face. He skipped towards the prison full of joy, only 
to be met by an empty waiting room and a staff member telling us that we had no visit! I was so 
confused, I had purposefully called the prison the day prior to double check they had my son down 
for a visit with me, so I could not understand what had changed. It transpired that the woman I had 
spoken to on the phone had accidentally ticked the ‘attended’ box, resulting in our name not being 
on the visiting list. All the staff who worked on visits had been allocated elsewhere in the prison 
thinking there were no visits that day and Ben had not been brought down from his cell, so the 
chance of us being able to see him were very slim. My son could tell something wasn’t right, he 
started asking the woman behind the desk “I go see Ben?” “Where’s my Ben?”. The staff were really 
apologetic and were truly trying their best, thankfully they managed to get Ben brought down and 
we were able to see him! Due to COVID restrictions the prison visits were behind screens, my son 
was so overwhelmed and scared by the big, daunting screens! As we were the only people in the 
visiting hall he was able to run around, he really struggled to stay engaged for the full visit, he still 
struggles even a year on. Whilst myself and Ben were mid conversations we heard banging, my 
son had found a locked door which led to behind the screens, he then proceeded to bang on the 
door whilst shouting “let me in, please, let me in!” and began to cry for Ben to come out and go to 
the car with us, he still asks for Ben to come and get in the car. We both just looked at each other, 
both heartbroken over what we were hearing! I then had to explain to my son that Ben was unable 
to come home, he was working, and his work was really important. When it was time to leave, my 
son would not move from the prison exit door, an officer came over and tried to reassure my son 
but he was adamant that he was not leaving without ‘his’ Ben. The officer had overheard me 
explaining that he was at work and we had to go home, so she continued the story I had created. 
She told my son that Ben was a really good worker and because he was so good, only he could 
get the work done meaning he had to stay. In that moment, it truly helped having somebody step 
in to try to explain, I was so emotionally drained from seeing the impact the visit had on my son and 
also knowing that Ben would be returning to his cell.  

Thankfully it only took two months from Ben being arrested to when he was sentenced. We were 
very fortunate to get an ‘end’ date so fast, many people are left many months, even years without 
being sentenced. The judge handed him 9 years but with a % deducted due to an early guilty plea, 
resulting in his final sentence being 6 years 6 months. I remember leaving court, walking the streets 
of the city centre filled with people and thinking “these people have no idea our life has just been 
crushed!”. I just wanted to get home to my son, although he had no idea what had happened today, 
I just wanted him close to me! I then returned to him and he was so full of life, playing with his 
cousin, with not a care in the world. How could I explain to him that the man he adores and has a 
deep bond with was gone for so long? How could I explain that the first person he would shout for 
every morning would not be back any time soon? There were so many unanswerable questions 
running through my mind, then the questions moved to our unborn child. Would our child have a 
bond with their dad? Would Ben be able to be on the birth certificate? Would our child grow to be 
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resentful to their dad? Is our child’s childhood going to be full of security searches, prison visits and 
only having their dad through the phone? The relief of having an ‘end’ date had instantly 
disappeared when the reality of the length of Ben’s sentence and the realisation of what it meant 
for the children set in.  

When Ben was home he had already made his plans to marry me known to my parents. We had 
been for a meal with my mum and dad 5 months prior to his arrest and he had mentioned his 
wishes to marry me whilst I was away from the table. Obviously, we had both discussed it 
previously and when we found out we were expecting our first child together we wanted it even 
more, so we had discussed getting married in 2022 when our child would be 1 year old, and I would 
of graduated. When he was first sent to prison we discussed how upset we were that our plans 
for a 2022 wedding were clearly out of the picture. He had been speaking to my parents whilst he 
was in prison and unbeknown to me, he had made sure they were still ok with him marrying their 
daughter. Then one day Ben approached the topic of getting married in prison, in all honesty I 
thought he was joking, but as he explained it more I knew he was being serious and had seriously 
considered it. After numerous conversations about it and knowing that I still wanted to marry him, I 
looked into how you can get married whilst somebody is in prison. The policies on marriage at the 
time stated that you could be married within the prison or Category C and D prisoners- with longer 
than 6 months left on their sentence could be escorted out to be married. Due to COVID, marriages 
within the prison were very restricted, only one household could attend. This meant a marriage 
inside the prison would not be possible due to my household at the time only consisted of me and 
my 2-year-old son who legally cannot be a witness to marriage. I received a phone call informing 
me Ben had been authorised to be escorted out of the prison to be married in December, then a 
week later, the national lockdown hit. We then had our marriage pushed back to January a day 
before our son would be born but again, another national lockdown.  

In April 2021, 9 months into his sentence, we were allowed 40 minutes to be married, sign our 
marriage certificate and take photos in a local registry office, we were able to have 4 immediate 
family members present. The registry office had locked the gates into the carpark, as part of Ben’s 
risk assessment, and we were to only enter and exit out of the door that opened into the carpark. 
After we were married when we left the building, Ben was finally able to meet our new born son, 
he had been unable to meet him up until that point due to the prison visits being closed. The 40 
minutes we were allowed were truly amazing, my eldest son was so happy to see Ben, on all of 
the videos of our marriage he can be heard shouting “BENNNN”, he was so ecstatic to be able to 
hug and kiss him, also, our new born son was able to finally meet and be held by his daddy! The 
day was truly a great day! The next day, as I was sat with my two young sons, there was a knock 
at my front door. When I opened it, I was greeted by a reporter from The Sun newspaper, full of 
knowledge of our marriage and wanting a statement from me. I closed the door, ran to my living 
room and I cried. My eldest was intrigued by who had been at the door, he kept trying to go to the 
window to look but I closed all the curtains and just held my sons. Why did they find it acceptable 
to come to my home where I live with my young children? Why had they invaded mine and my 
children’s privacy by showing up unannounced? Why had mine and Ben’s marriage caught the 
attention of the newspapers? Thankfully, I was already being supported by an amazing charity, 
Children Heard and Seen, who support children impacted by parental imprisonment and their 
families. Through their Parent Support Group, I had gained a great support system of women who 
knew exactly what it was like having their child’s parent, and their partner, in prison. They all rushed 
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to send me reassuring messages and suggestions on how to approach the situation. They suggested 
for me to email The Sun stating I did not wish for them to print a story about me, I also explained to 
the paper that my eldest son was due to start nursery soon and I would hate for anybody in his 
school to connect me to that story and for it to impact my sons, plus other personal reasons as to 
why I could not risk me or my children being in the paper (they had already informed me they knew 
our children had attended so they were bound to write about it).  

Unfortunately, our marriage hit the papers, bigger than I ever thought it could have. Not only was it 
printed for the whole world to see, one paper had also obtained a photo from my social media of 
me, Ben and our new born son! My innocent, 2-month-old son was now published as part of a big 
scandal with a headline that read “Drug Boss let out of prison to marry”. Each time I refreshed the 
google page with my name in the search bar, a new article would appear. The articles then landed 
on social media platforms, the main rule that is always said throughout the prison community is ‘DO 
NOT READ THE COMMENTS!’ but how could I not? The article had a photo of my new born son on, 
it spoke about my two children, as well as a photo of me. The comments were hard to read, 
hundreds upon hundreds of comments on social media were rolling in, “scum!” “dumb bimbo!” “I 
hope they both overdose” plus many racist comments. I then looked at the article on the internet 
with the photo of our son attached, 1.2k comments, 1.2k comments that are readily available if any 
of our children were to ever try to search their parent’s names! The comments were no less 
distressing, but a lot more personal on the actual article, “take their kids” “unfit mother” “poor kids 
having parents like that” and many comments regarding my appearance. As days passed, more 
articles came out, more newspapers posted about it and more people left horrible comments. Me 
and the boys did not leave the house for days, I ordered our shopping to be delivered to our home 
and I barely opened my curtains. Then my eldest son became poorly due to ongoing health issues, 
the ambulance arrived and told me he would be going to hospital. My face, name and how many 
children I had was just all over the papers and social media, yet we were now having to leave the 
safety of our home to go sit in a busy hospital, my anxiety was through the roof. We were sat in 
the hospital cubical for roughly 4 hours without opening the door, I was too scared. I was sceptical 
of everybody, even the doctors. Were they aware of the articles? Were they judging me as a 
mother? Even more so, were they judging my son for being associated to a criminal? Would his 
level of care be impacted? I know I am not alone with these thoughts, many families who haven’t 
had the media coverage my family has worry about disclosing that they’re associated to somebody 
within prison due to the stigma that comes along with it! 

Nobody can ever say how much parental imprisonment impacts our children, they have direct and 
indirect impacts. Unfortunately, there will never be a definite answer for what the actual long-term 
damage is and this is because there are too many childhood experiences that are impacted by 
having a family member in prison. It is difficult to pinpoint exactly what causes disruption to a child’s 
development or childhood, the household finances change, the stress load magnifies for the 
remaining parent, the outside judgements, the lack of an additional parent, plus so much more. One 
thing that cannot be argued though is the fact that children are innocent regardless of the crime 
their parent may have committed, they have no say over what circumstances they are born into or 
what happens around them, they truly are the definition of innocent. Arguably, I have chosen to 
stay with Ben I even married him whist in prison, so therefore I should expect the hate and stigma 
to also be directed towards me to some extent, even though I have always and will always hold 
Ben accountable for the crime he committed! Sadly, wider society fails to see the children as 
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innocent, and many people view the children as collateral when taking aim at people in prison and 
their families. It is just unfortunate that there has been no recognition or acknowledgement of the 
struggles thousands of children face from the government or the people in power. There are so 
many statistics around where a child impacted by parental imprisonment can go wrong in life, 
statistics are readily available to inform you how likely they are to commit crime etc., but there still 
isn’t an actual figure of how many children are impacted, surely that is a clear sign of what people 
view our children as? The stigma needs to be removed, the conversations about parental 
imprisonment needs to become louder and the hate needs to stop, so then, the correct support can 
be given to those in need. Our children are also victims of the crimes their parents committed.  


