
 

 

Prisoners’ Justice Day is a day for        

prisoners and their allies to remember 

those who have died in prison, and those 

who still suffer behind bars in Canada and 

all over the world. It is a day to mourn, to 

fast, and to strive for justice and peace for 

all people, prisoners included.  

Most of all, it is a day for the voices of 

men and women in prison to be heard.  
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A woman in jail is…. 

Thoughts from women in prison: 

 

“A woman in jail is an angry person, a 

mother missed. She thinks a lot of the 

charges, done to herself. She wakes up and 

realizes a mistake was made. Looked down 

on by family and friends, ashamed and  

disappointed.” 

“A woman in jail is someone who is   

learning from her mistakes and who is 

teaching herself a life lesson by not        

repeating her faults.” 

“What I hope for the future is for my    

children to learn from the mistakes I’ve 

made. I want my future to be different from 

my past. Freedom to me means I can hold 

my children and my children’s children. 

Freedom means I can walk the streets, the 

beach and the woods, and walk with my 

family.” 

 

Thank you to the incarcerated men and women 

who shared their stories with us, as well as 2-Key 

and  M. Harris for their beautiful artwork. 



“What’s so bad about prison anyway? 

Three square meals, a roof over your head, 

and cable TV? Sign me up! There’s plenty 

of people who would love to be looked after 

like that!” 

 

If we had a dollar for every time we’ve heard 

this statement… we’d probably have enough 

money to feed and house every person     

without food and housing in this city, and set 

them up with basic cable, too.  

The all-too-true fact that regular meals and a 

place to sleep are not a given in our society is 

a sad commentary on that society, not a     

reason for prisoners to be grateful for the 

privilege of being “cared for” by the state.  

Losing your liberty, your dignity, your safety, 

and your right to make your own decisions in 

exchange for room and board is not a trade-

off that most people would willingly make. 

Even with cable TV, prison is a very difficult 

and sometimes dangerous place to be. If you 

believe prisoners deserve to be there for 

breaking the law, or that incarceration is the 

best or only way to keep society safe, we’re 

probably not going to convince you otherwise 

in one pamphlet. 

But if you really think that prisons are cushy, 

you might want to take some time to listen to 

the people who actually have to live there. 

Here are some insights from the people we 

work with. 

“In jail, your relationships, family and      

otherwise, suffer. Constantly being away 

from the people you love is hard on you and 

them.  

There are only limited (and sometimes no) 

opportunities for programming, meals that 

are not nutritional, and a lot of violence. 

When you’re in close proximity with a lot of 

people you do not like, there is a lot of      

tension and there is bound to be violence. 

After being incarcerated for a long time,   

inmates become institutionalized. This makes 

it hard to adjust to life outside. 

Jail is not all it’s cracked up to be. It’s not the 

way it seems on TV. When you are            

incarcerated, you’re not moving forward in 

your life; you are at a standstill.” “Being incarcerated means having to watch 

our children grow up through pictures. It 

means family members passing away and 

being unable to be there when your family 

needs you the most. 

When I lost someone close to me, I could 

not find a place to shed some tears or talk to 

someone I trusted. Quite the opposite – 

there were people around me being stabbed 

and nearly killed. That brings a fright to 

someone when you lay down at night. 

Each day feels like you are losing a piece of 

yourself. You’re missing a life that you 

should be having out there. But for now, 

life is on hold for me and I don’t know for 

how long. I do miss my family.” 

“Personally, I would rather live in a        

cardboard box in a back ally than be in jail. 

I would rather pick through a McDonald’s 

dumpster for scraps and read yesterday’s 

newspapers than be in jail.  

I miss my family more than words can   

possibly describe. Prison has a way of   

making you appreciate all of the stuff you 

used to take for granted every day.  

I just wish I could stop coming back to this 

godforsaken place…” 


