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According to Brueghel
when Icarus fell
it was spring


	

	a farmer was ploughing
his field
the whole pageantry

 

	the edge of the sea
concerned
with itself 



	unsignificantly
off the coast
there was 
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About suffering they were never wrong, 
The Old Masters; how well, they understood 
Its human position; how it takes place 
While someone else is eating or opening a window or just walking dully along; 
How, when the aged are reverently, passionately waiting 
For the miraculous birth, there always must be 
Children who did not specially want it to happen, skating 
On a pond at the edge of the wood: 
They never forgot 
That even the dreadful martyrdom must run its course 
Anyhow in a corner, some untidy spot 
Where the dogs go on with their doggy life and the torturer's horse 
Scratches its innocent behind on a tree. 
In Breughel's Icarus, for instance: how everything turns away 
Quite leisurely from the disaster; the ploughman may 
Have heard the splash, the forsaken cry, 
But for him it was not an important failure; the sun shone 
As it had to on the white legs disappearing into the green 
Water; and the expensive delicate ship that must have seen 
Something amazing, a boy falling out of the sky, 
had somewhere to get to and sailed calmly on. 



	


The story:

Daedalus lived on the ancient Greek island of Crete with his son Icarus. Daedalus could build anything. But Icarus was not as brilliant as his father.
One day, the king heard that Daedalus had done some work for one of the king’s enemies. The king was very angry. He ordered Daedalus and his son imprisoned. So Daedalus and his son Icarus were locked in the labyrinth, from which there is no escape.
Fortunately, the king forgot that Daedalus had built the labyrinth, a kind of maze, and knew how to get out. So Daedalus and Icarus escaped.
The king called for his guards, who chased after them. Daedalus and Icarus were still trapped on the island. They could not get away by walking, and the king’s ships guarded the sea. Icarus said, “If only we could fly, we could escape!”
Then Daedalus had an idea. “We will escape by flying! I shall build wings!” he said. And so the amazing Daedalus worked hard, sewing each feather with string. He held the wings together with wax.
By evening, the wings were ready. Icarus tested his wings . . . and they worked! “Look at me! I’m flying!” cried Icarus.
But Daedalus had a warning for his son. “Tomorrow, do not fly too close to the water, or the dampness will make your wings heavy. And do not fly too close to the sun, or the heat will melt your wings. Make sure to follow me, and everything will be fine.”
The next morning, Daedalus flew a safe path between the sea and the sun. Icarus was following his father but flew higher and higher. “Look how high I can fly!” sang Icarus. He didn’t notice that the sun was melting the wax on his wings.
Daedalus yelled, “Icarus, my son! Your wings! They’re melting!” But Icarus was too high to hear him. He flew higher, and higher, and higher. His wings melted completely.
Icarus realized he had made a mistake, but it was too late. He fell into the sea! He didn’t listen to his father’s warnings, so that was the end of Icarus
