Cell
Inspired by Gorecki’s Symphony no 3 Sorrowful Songs, 2nd movement

She scrapes in her testament:
No, Mother, do not weep.
The wall is solid.
She finds a way to mark 	Comment by Jeni Williams: make a?

proof that she exists.

Captured confined crushed 	Comment by Jeni Williams: not sure you ned this the rest is so so spare this feel overdone in comparison
breathing in breathing out
her heart a funeral bell
tolling her hours
she chants into the stone
Most chaste Queen of Heaven.	Comment by Jeni Williams: I love this singing into the stone as she scratches into it. almost the stone respoding to the music

She survives, a cell within a cell	Comment by Jeni Williams: survives here… descriptive – maybe something more vivid and active – she sings/ her voice / her fingers  

a single living thing 

of eighteen summers 
now wintering where	Comment by Jeni Williams: not sure of the line breaks here ‘18 summers/now wintering’ is simply wonderful. then maybe  open the line with the specific ‘here’ rather than the descriptive ‘where’ . the focus on this place … to increase this perhaps ‘here’ could be repeated ‘here air is stale,’ [wonderful] ‘here light is barred,’ / ‘here suffering exceeds the cold’
air is stale light is barred
and suffering exceeds the cold.	Comment by Jeni Williams:  ‘suffering’ is true but not harrowing anymore … maybe something more visceral ?
She scratches her will into slabs
that listen but are mute:
Support me always.	Comment by Jeni Williams: I feel the stately dignity of the song could be conveyed here with repetition of this phrase

She transcends with her name -	Comment by Jeni Williams: don’t really understand ‘transcends’ – it is her lasting through her name? her survival as a name? or the name of ‘the chaste queen of heaven’? 
the one essence not defiled.
