
In	
  the	
  Likeness	
  of	
  Icarus	
  

	
  

Let	
  me	
  not	
  fall	
  from	
  grace.	
  

For	
  these	
  waxen	
  wings	
  uphold	
  all	
  the	
  dreams	
  and	
  desires	
  that	
  I	
  shall	
  ever	
  entertain.	
  

To	
  satisfy	
  my	
  curious	
  nature	
  would	
  be	
  to	
  fly;	
  

Fly	
  too	
  close	
  to	
  the	
  sun.	
  

Not	
  to	
  try	
  however,	
  	
  

Well…	
  

That	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  tragedy.	
  	
  	
  


