
B♭m(Am capo 1) Nemesis

c©Naomi Rivkis, with help from Katy Droege
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Rich your tomb and sweet your rest,
Safe your bed, but ere you pass
Here am I to tame and test,
Show your image in the glass.
Ask you, ”Human, are you wise?”
Cut the Pharaoh down to size.

Centuries hence, another prince,
Dying, named himself to gods.
He has reckoned better since –
The gates were barred with iron rods.
Wiser, he was welcomed in
Simply called a man of sin.
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Sire, my riddle isn’t hard –
Lose your hubris: that’s the price.
Any prince who knows the word
Earns his place in paradise.
Kneel before me, if you can
And admit yourself a man.
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