Time Immemorial Pt. 1/7
"Icarus" by Moira Russell: 

"I still refuse to believe that he ever fell the gold.

Which ran down his bronze shoulders was gold, not wax.

Why else should it be told and told again, how he flew

and be told so often that the story is swallowed in his name,

Icarus and foolish flight the same?

I believe he held calm, unable and unwilling to retrieve

each feather as it fluttered down. Scorning to give dignity

to the ground as it reached up to him. He was pulled, he 

never fell, but earth and sun fought and in one swell of

power pulled him out of air but not out of flight.

The instant before earth is hit is still flight."

Disclaimer: I am in no way benefiting from using characters in the series Kindred: The Embraced or the role-playing game on which it was based. I am also not benefiting from mentioning or alluding to famous individuals. I’ve taken some liberties with a few characters in this story but I believe their redefined personalities are true to their identities, based solely on my continuing story of Daedalus and Elaine, a.k.a., Steven and Lainey.  The song by Enya was taken from the album Shepherd Moons.
Note:  The beginning for Daedalus was a very long time ago and in a far away place, Crete in Greece.  He was thought to be only a part of Greek folk lore but this was an erroneous assumption on the part of Historians.  Daedalus and Icarus were truly alive, at least in my story.

Time Out of Time

Life seemed to be too pleasant and too comfortable to last very long. The Kindred of San Francisco had fallen into a false sense of security and Julian Luna was distracted much of the time by his renewed love affair with Lillie.

This became the time for Cameron to strike! He waited patiently and knew his Prince very well. The signs were there and while few seemed to notice, the Brujah Primogen took special note of Julian’s seeming lack of interest in anything not related to his luscious Toreador lover. Sure he still held court, as Cameron would say, at the conclave but he didn’t seem to dominate the clans or their Primogens the way he once did. It was time to make a move and Cameron was not about to miss what could possibly be his only opportunity to overthrow the Prince and take his place.

"Julian, lately I have noted that Cameron is making inroads with some of the other clans, with the exception of mine and a couple of the others, and he is getting dangerously close to making a move toward becoming the first Brujah Prince of San Francisco. While I am pleased to see you finding love again with Lillie, it is a concern to me that perhaps you have lost some of your focus where your Princehood is concerned. It is not my intention to insult or offend you; however, Eddie once sought to wage war with you over the Princehood but your dominance saved us all from that war."

"It was due in large part to you that Eddie and his clan backed down, Daedalus. If you had not stood by me and had maintained your neutral stance he might have advanced to the proverbial battle line drawn in the sand, but they backed down when you and your clan showed your support of me."

"The Nosferatu still support our Prince in all things." Daedalus took Julian’s hand and kissed his ring. This gesture never failed to move the Prince and Daedalus noted the depth of emotion in Julian’s eyes and he changed the subject.

"Julian, Elaine and I have been hatching a plan that we put off after we were first wed but she is becoming a little restless and I have the need to deal with an issue in my past that I have put off far too long. We are thinking of taking what humans would call a honeymoon of sorts. I know we could just get away for a weekend or something but this would not allow for me to take care of ancient family history."

"Daedalus, I have no problem with you and Elaine leaving for a specific period of time as long as I know where you are and how long you will be gone. If I can reach you and engage you on a moment’s notice I see no reason you shouldn’t go, but somehow I get the idea that it’s not that simple."

Daedalus knew he was fast approaching the moment when he must convince Julian to allow their departure and it would not be easy. He and Elaine were not just planning a little two-day excursion. They were planning to go to Greece, specifically Crete. The torment of living below ground and knowing he was repulsive to humans paled in comparison to the torment he lived with daily over the loss of one dearer to him than anyone he knew up until he met Elaine. Would he be able to convince Julian? It was time to find out.

"You may or may not know that I once had a son who served dutifully at my side while I was imprisoned on the Isle of Crete. This was thousands of years ago and yet the moment he fell before me lives as fresh today as it did that fateful day when I saw him fall to his untimely death. I have never spoken of it except to Elaine and now I am telling you because I want you to understand how important this is to me. His death was my fault and I would never ask to take leave of you and go so far away if it were not monumental to me. He was not buried on Crete but I made my way back there from Sicily and constructed a monument of sorts to him and I believe it is still there."

He stopped here and gave Julian time to absorb what he had said. He was by no means finished, but this was a delicate matter and he had to choose his words wisely and know when to say them. He waited for Julian’s initial response.

Sensing that his friend was waiting for a reply Julian ran his fingers through his hair, and after hesitating a moment, he felt a little hysteria rising with the manifestation of a lump in his throat. The revelation of the son he never spoke of and of his death made it harder for Julian to form words that would convey what he was feeling. Julian did not want to trample on his friend’s heart by speaking casually of his lost son so he must be careful. Daedalus was a very private man and to finally speak of this loss thousands of years later meant it must still be close in his consciousness. He finally found the ability to speak.

"I have concerns about you going so far away when you are not only my enforcer but my oldest friend." While Julian had embraced and even outright killed, he never relished it and tried at all cost to avoid it, and again, feeling a pang over his friend’s loss, brought the lump causing every word to sound like they were grating on his throat as they passed his lips. With what sounded like a rasp in his throat he began, "Daedalus, this is hard. If you go so far from San Francisco I can’t come to your aid if you needed my help. At least not immediately. And as your Prince I feel a responsibility to provide succor when it is needed."

"Julian, we will travel by night and only by day when it is necessary. Our contact with humans will be fleeting most of the time so there is really very little chance of danger for us. As far as your providing succor, you have always done that, and for that reason Elaine and I have healed from our mortal wounds and feel we are able to make this journey. You are dearer to us than we are to each other and the only concern we have is that if I am away, Cameron may try to seize the opportunity to usurp your position as Prince, feeling you are vulnerable without your enforcer at your side. I do not wish to leave you in that kind of situation Julian and therein lay my real concern."

"I want to grant you this request Daedalus and if the resolution to an ancient torment is all that you seek, please remain a while longer so that I may re-establish my position with the clans. It will not take long but you are right that I need you by my side to make any would-be assassins stand down."

"This I will do Julian. Elaine understands that we must wait for the right time to leave, but she is Toreador and you know more than most that they are hard to hold, and the time may come when she will not be satisfied with her existence. She may take flight and will be gone from me forever. I lost my son tragically when he took flight, and while his flight led to his death, hers would lead to mine. My complete loyalty lies with you Julian, but my life is in her hands."

"I understand and I will act quickly to restore the respect of the clans. Please, promise me you will allow me this before you take your leave."

Daedalus nodded and again repeated the gesture that reassured his Prince that he was now and forever in his service as his Primogen, enforcer and most important, his friend.

Ancient History

Daedalus had given Julian much to think about and along with the concern over the Princehood, he piqued his curiosity by giving Julian a glimpse into his past. In fact, Julian was more than a little curious now that a son had been mentioned. 

Perhaps this meant that Daedalus had been married once before as well. Who was Daedalus before he became Kindred? Julian had to find out now. Julian would have normally had someone else do this for him but this was information of a personal, private nature, and for the present was meant for his eyes only.

The San Francisco Library was extensive and he knew his kind was written about in a few of its books, but now he sought ancient Greek history. There were a few books that mentioned the time period Daedalus would have been living in, but Julian found much more information on the computer. That was where he was perched for several hours, not realizing the length of time he was accessing the Internet until one of the Library Assistants kindly reminded him that his time was up and he must allow for others to make use of it.

Julian graciously yielded the computer and printed out what information he thought would help him to understand who Daedalus used to be. The name that kept coming up was Icarus. He had heard that name but never understood that it was anything more than a part of Greek lore. It was fascinating to read of his friend now that he realized he was part of Greek history. Now he was in real awe of Daedalus after reading of his exploits and of his tragedy.

To read of Daedalus and Icarus in Greek folk lore was like a fantasy. He learned of the genius that lives beneath him in the tunnels below his mansion and he read of the way Daedalus was exploited by the King of Crete and kept prisoner there in the Labyrinth below the King’s palace. How ironic that he should choose to live in the tunnels below Julian’s mansion after being imprisoned in much the same kind of dwelling thousands of years ago, and against his will. It seems Icarus was buried on an island that was named for him and the ocean he fell to was renamed Ikara, in honor of it’s fallen one.

If Julian respected Daedalus before, he felt truly insignificant next to him now. A man who was practically a god in Crete was living out of sight of humans and shunned by most of them. It made Julian angry and sad at the same time to think of his good friend’s humble existence. This was a man who should be Prince, instead of himself, but Daedalus never made inroads to become Prince and Julian supposed it was because he never had the desire to be the great leader of San Francisco, CA.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Months before speaking to Julian about leaving for Greece, Daedalus and Elaine began talking about what they hoped would be the adventure of their lives, especially for Elaine. She seldom had left California and since her Embrace she had not left San Francisco. This was not allowed and she understood, that but after learning of her husband’s desire to visit Greece she fought hard to think of anything else. Daedalus knew this so he fed her little tidbits of information and news of Greece, specifically Crete, where his death and Embrace occurred.

"Elaine, my heart laid dormant for thousands of years after the death of my only son and my best reason for living. When he died it crushed me and all I wanted then was to die and join him in what I perceived as Heaven. I now know that he is still underneath the ground where I buried him, but I still need to go back and end this torment I have lived with all these years. Finding you has made it easier for me, but I have never spent a day or a night not grieving for him, and knowing that I was ultimately responsible for his untimely death."

A single tear escaped her lashes as Elaine reached out for her mate. This soulful man who inspired awe in most who knew him had within him a heart that broke for the love and loss of one so dear. None knew of this except Elaine and she held his heart like she would hold a delicate bird in her hands, being careful to protect it and cradle it as if it were the most fragile thing she possessed. This display of her devotion and love for him made Daedalus groan inwardly, and as she received him into her arms, he felt sheltered from the pain and at the same time he gave way to his own tears. Tears that had waited all those years to come. Somehow he finally felt relief from allowing himself to give in to this all too human expression of grief.

Daedalus’ sorrow finally abated, he fell asleep in Elaine’s arms. He knew she would support him in anything he did and this gave him the courage to expose his jagged heart and tell her his secret. As he did, he gratefully received the comfort he needed and had never dared to receive until now. He had once heard that the measure of a man was the love and support of the woman who stood beside him, and if this was really true, Daedalus measured up better than most.

When he awoke Daedalus felt like the long dark stormy night had passed and he could have almost walked in the bright sunlit day with his drained, exhausted, but healing heart. This feeling had escaped him for millenniums so that he had long forgotten what vigor could come from the pure joy of having released the weight of over three thousand years of grief and sorrow.

Elaine sensed a new countenance in her husband and felt the urge to remind him that he must not go out in the light. Taking his hand, she was about to speak, but his index finger touched her lips softly and he said he knew but it was a strong pull. Then more solemnly Daedalus explained that his son had felt the same pull and it destroyed him. He would not make the same mistake.

"The price is too high, and unlike a boy, I am very aware of the sun’s deadly rays. I will not leave you alone to grieve for me as I have grieved for Icarus. But together you and I will find his monument, honor him and ultimately this tragedy will pass from my life. His memory will be with me forever, but the pain will have flown."

This new day saw the beginning of their plan to leave San Francisco. Elaine felt as much a need for adventure as she did the need to help Daedalus expunge the sight of his son’s fall from the sky and plunge to his death in the waters below. For this reason she found ways to bring up their plan each day until the day Daedalus finally approached Julian about it. Now she knew it was only a matter of time before their departure. Now events were finally set in motion, but still it did not seem to happen quickly enough, and she found impatience growing within her bosom. Try as she might she could not keep this from Daedalus, hence his conversation with their Prince.
