SAMPLE
Contance Markievicz – Aylesbury Prison May 1916
Constance Markievicz was sentenced to death for her part in Dublin’s Easter Rising of 1916. She felt no joy when this was commuted to life imprisonment knowing that she would be spending years ‘stuck behind grey walls’ without a tree or field in sight.  (50 words)

I should be dead. That’s the truth of it. I was ready for the rifles. Ready for the clean end.
But instead. Life imprisonment. They call this life sentence ‘mercy’. Life. As if there’s any life in these stone-grey walls. 
I fought to break Ireland’s chains, yet I am to grow old in England. The very country I fought to free Ireland from. The irony would be funny if it didn’t taste so bitter in my mouth.
They think they’ve saved me. But they’ve only buried me slower. Days stretch like years behind these grey walls.
Nights are longer still. 
I felt no joy when they spared me. None. Only the weight of all the men who didn’t walk back from the yard. I lie on the hard prison mattress and I think of the others: Pearse, Clarke, McDiarmada, Plunkett, Ceannt, MacDonagh. My own dear James. Courageous comrades who walked out to face the dawn rifles showing the same bravery they had carried into the GPO. 
Their names echo louder in my dreams than any warder’s boots.
Gone with honour. But I am here. Still alive but hollowed out. Survival is a strange kind of wound.
But even in here in this English prison something in me refuses to die.  I must tend that stubborn Irish spark, small though it may be. It is my duty to the fallen.
Let them lock my body away. Let them claim all my years. But they will not, cannot steal the purpose by which I lived. For which I was prepared to die. Not while I can still draw breath in this foreign cage.
If this is to be my life then I will live it in defiance. Erin Go Bragh
(288 words)
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