
Daedalus and Icarus 
 

The Greek island of Crete was home to a wealthy kingdom of seagoing people. 

On it lived the great artist Daedalus, with his son Icarus. Daedalus built grand palaces 

and temples for the king. He also designed a fiendishly difficult maze called the 

Labyrinth. No one could figure out how to get to the center. And in the center dwelled 

the king’s pet monster, a man with the head of a bull, called the Minotaur.  

In exchange for remaining peaceful, the Minotaur demanded a terrible sacrifice 

from the human race. Every nine years, the king had to deliver seven youths and seven 

maidens to feed the Minotaur’s monstrous appetite. But at last a hero named Theseus 

sneaked in with the captive young people, reached the center of the maze, and killed 

the Minotaur. 

Furious at the loss of his pet, the king blamed Daedalus, claiming that Daedalus 

had let Theseus into the Labyrinth. (Which wasn’t true.) So he locked Daedalus and 

Icarus up in prison.  

Daedalus used his powerful imagination to figure out how to escape. Watching 

birds fly one day, he got the idea of making wings for himself and his son. He gathered 

feathers and glued them together with wax to fashion two pairs of wings.  

“We’ll fly through our cell window and escape,” Daedalus told Icarus. “But don’t 

fly too near the sun, or its heat will melt the wax, and you’ll fall into the sea.” 

The wings worked! Father and sun flew into the clear, bright, blue sky and over 

the sea, far from the island. Icarus was thrilled. Being young, he was eager for risk and 

adventure. He flew higher and higher, tracing wild loops in the sky.  

“Icarus, get down here!” Daedalus cried out, as the youth rose higher and higher, 

circling out of control.  

But it was too late. High above the Earth, Icarus felt the sun’s warmth spread 

over his arms and back. Soon the wax began to melt from his wings. Icarus flapped 

frantically to stay aloft, but his wing feathers were falling all about him, drifting lazily 

down toward the sea. Then Icarus plunged straight down through the wispy cloudlet of 

white feathers, crying out for his father. But Daedalus, heartbroken, was too far away to 

help his beloved son. Icarus fell into the water with a loud splash and was gone. 

 



Son 

by Robert W. Service 

 

 

He hurried away, young heart of joy, under our Devon sky! 

And I watched him go, my beautiful boy, and a weary woman was I. 

For my hair is grey, and his was gold; he'd the best of his life to live; 

And I'd loved him so, and I'm old, I'm old; and he's all I had to give. 

 

Ah yes, he was proud and swift and gay, but oh how my eyes were dim! 

With the sun in his heart he went away, but he took the sun with him. 

For look! How the leaves are falling now, and the winter won't be long. . . . 

Oh boy, my boy with the sunny brow, and the lips of love and of song! 

 

How we used to sit at the day's sweet end, we two by the firelight's gleam, 

And we'd drift to the Valley of Let's Pretend, on the beautiful river of Dream. 

Oh dear little heart! All wealth untold would I gladly, gladly pay 

Could I just for a moment closely hold that golden head to my grey. 

 

For I gaze in the fire, and I'm seeing there a child, and he waves to me; 

And I run and I hold him up in the air, and he laughs and shouts with glee; 

A little bundle of love and mirth, crying: "Come, Mumsie dear!" 

Ah me! If he called from the ends of the earth I know that my heart would hear. 

 

Yet the thought comes thrilling through all my pain: how worthier could he die? 

Yea, a loss like that is a glorious gain, and pitiful proud am I. 

For Peace must be bought with blood and tears, and the boys of our hearts must pay; 

And so in our joy of the after-years, let us bless them every day. 

 

And though I know there's a hasty grave with a poor little cross at its head, 

And the gold of his youth he so gladly gave, yet to me he'll never be dead. 

And the sun in my Devon lane will be gay, and my boy will be with me still, 

So I'm finding the heart to smile and say: "Oh God, if it be Thy Will!" 
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