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Reflections of An Egyptian Princess

While Being Interred
By EDITH OGUTSCH

lie here in state, at Karnak
My body is dressed like a
bride
The coffin is cheerfully painted
But for me it is dark .inside.

The priests and the slaves are
wailing

They place a jar at my head

The viscera drawn through my
nostrils

And preserved, of the newly
dead.

Provisions are put round my
coffin

To lighten my arduous way

I'l linger a little' while longer

The Gods please forgive my
delay.

I think of the joys of childhood

The leisurely days by the Nile

The warm autumn nights in the
vinyards

My father's-affectionate smile.

I long for the arms of my lover

The bliss that we shared ’'neath
the moon

My heart cries a prayer to Isis

To let me be born again soon.

The mourners have left—I'm
frightened

Supposing the priests aren't
-right?

Perhaps there is only the one life
And this the eternal night.

The striving, the struggling on-
wards

The learning, the drawing each
breath

Does it end right here in this
chamber

Or do we go on after death?

I lie here forgotten, at Karnak
The centuries slowly creep by
A princess of ancient Egypt
Not living, unable to die.




