Time Immemorial Pt. 7/7
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.

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.

The Thing Remembered

A year had passed since Steven and Lainey returned from the tomb of Icarus, and as promised, they found a way to honor his memory. The flawless representation of his flight still stands in Julian’s garden waiting for the private, brief and informal, gathering of the family he had been adopted into.

It was now evening so the family gathered out in the garden, each carrying a candle to send their love out to the son they never knew, with the exception of Daedalus. He began with Elaine at his side, holding her hand and told Icarus of the depth of their love for him. New members were gathered there too so he mentioned their names.

"Julian, Lillie, Sasha, Cash, Camilla and Joseph are here with us as well and sharing their heartfelt love. They have each told me they wish to become a part of our family. My son, they are worthy people and are my closest friends. Please accept them as your new Mother and I have."

Julian raised his glass to Icarus and gave an oath that his name would be forever honored and remembered with love and constancy in his new home, and among his new family. The rest raised their glasses and vowed that it was true.

The moment passed with dignity, and a few tears, from the emotion of sharing such a private but honest declaration of their love. Now was the time for some refreshments and some music. The new unit of family members was treated to a performance that bowled them over. Lillie knew so she handed Daedalus a guitar to play. This alone surprised the group, but the real treat lay ahead. He and Elaine would share music that had been locked up in them for months and they were finally able to let it out.

Only Lillie and Julian had known that Daedalus sang to Elaine aboard the Athena, and they had heard the two rehearsing recently, but did not intrude. Now the rest would hear a wonderful blending of their two voices coming together as one. The group sat listening, wondering why they had never heard Daedalus sing before. He had a grand voice that had the quality to move you and engage you. They felt privileged to have this private show, meant only for them.

Sasha and Cash had a different view of things and told Lillie so.

"How can you just keep these two under wraps like this? They are so perfect together that they should take it to the stage." Sasha was so impulsive and said whatever was on her mind. "He goes to the club with her most of the time anyway, so he ought to become part of the act."

"Oh don’t think I haven’t been hatching a plan, but they had to do this in front of a private audience first. I know Elaine would love to do it. She has said as much to me but you know there is still a little bit of the "old man" yet in Daedalus, excuse me, I mean Steven, so let me bring it up a little at a time." 

Sasha and Cash liked to call him Steven now that he and Elaine lived above ground in the mansion. It was a modern name, and if human guests heard them call him Daedalus, they wouldn’t understand. They might think it was a nickname, so his new persona was a man with dark brown hair that went to the top of his shoulders (to hide long ears) and contact lenses that were blue (to hide black eyes.)

This new life took some adjusting for Daedalus, but in time he became more accustomed to it and found the lifestyle suited him, as well as his new name. Steven put aside old ways and welcomed the new with Lainey at his side, always guiding him through unfamiliar territory. 

Lainey helped him with a transition that he would never have made if not for the death of his son. It seemed ironic to him that the death of Icarus should eventually bring him new freedoms and true happiness at last. It was as ironic as living beneath Julian’s mansion for many years in the tunnels the way he had lived beneath the castle of King Minos. Both were prisons of a sort, and he left them both behind to forge a new life above, not in sunlight, but in the real light.

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

A brief history/mythology of the story about Daedalus and Icarus:

Ovid, Metamorphoses, VIII,(lines 183 to 235) translated by Frank Justus Miller

...Daedalus, hating Crete and his long exile, and longing to see his native land, was shut in by the sea. "Though he may block escape by land and water," he said, "yet the sky is open, and by that way I will go. Though Minos rules over all, he does not rule the air." So saying, he sets his mind at work upon unknown arts, and changes the laws of nature. For he lays feathers in order, beginning at the smallest, short next to long, so you would think they had grown on a slope. Just so the old-fashioned rustic pan-pipes with their unequal reeds rise one above another. Then he fastened the feathers together with twine and wax at the middle and bottom; and, thus arranged, he bent them with a gentle curve, so that they looked like real birds' wings. 

His son, Icarus, was standing by and, little knowing that he was handling his own peril, with gleeful face would now catch at the feathers which some passing breeze had blown about, now mold the yellow wax with his thumb, and by his sport would hinder his father's wonderful task. When now the finishing touches had been put upon the work, the master workman himself balanced his body on two wings and hung poised on the beaten air. He taught his son also and said: "I warn you, Icarus, to fly in a middle course, lest, if you go too low, the water may weight your wings; if you go too high, the fire may burn them. Fly between the two. And I bid you not to shape your course like Bootes or Helice or the drawn sword of Orion, but fly where I shall lead." At the same time he tells him the rules of flight and fits the strange wings on his boy's shoulders. While he works and talks the old man's cheeks are wet with tears, and his fatherly hands tremble. He kisses his son, which he was destined never again to do, and rising on his wings, he flew on ahead, fearing for his companion, just like a bird which has led forth her fledglings from the high nest into the unsubstantial air.

He encourages the boy to follow, instructs him in the fatal art of flight, himself flapping his wings and looking back on his son. Now some fisherman spies them, angling for fish with his flexible rod, or a shepherd, leaning upon his crook, or a plowman, on his plow-handles--spies them and stands stupefied, and believes them to be gods that they could fly through the air. And now Juno's sacred Samos had been passed on the left, and Delos and Paros; Lebinthos was on the right and Calymne, rich in honey, when the boy began to rejoice in his bold flight and, deserting his leader, led by a desire for the open sky, directed his course to a greater height. The scorching rays of the nearer sun softened the fragrant wax which held his wings.

The wax melted; his arms were bare as he beat them up and down, but, lacking wings, they took no hold on the air. His lips, calling to the last upon his father's name, were drowned in the dark blue sea, which took its name from him. But the unhappy father, now no longer father, called: "Icarus, Icarus, where are you? In what place shall I seek you? Icarus," he called again; and then he spied the wings floating on the deep, and cursed his skill. He buried the boy in a tomb, and the land was called for the buried boy. This statue sits atop a sand dune on Lake Michigan. It is owned by Robert Bytwerk and was created by William M. Allen.
